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Anthea was ten years old when she met the ghost.  He was really a very nice ghost, everything considered—but Anthea wasn't in the mood to consider very much.  She had just fled into the library to have a good cry, for Nanny had told her, rather sharply, that Mama had no time to listen to Anthea's whining just then.  Poor Anthea positively dissolved, but Nanny scolded her sharply.  "Away with you, aggravating child!   When I've such a headache!   You mustn't make such a noise!"  So Anthea had run out and down the long, creaking stairs to the first room that had a door to it, which was of course the library, crying as though her heart would burst.  She threw herself in among the cushions on the window seat, though they reeked of damp, and wept and wept and wept.  With all her heart, she wished that her real Nanny hadn't died and left her to the mercy of this… this stranger, this rude country girl who knew nothing of the proper behavior of a nanny, and cared nothing for Anthea's feelings.  She wept on and on as the gloaming faded into a gloomy dusk, not caring that there wasn't a single candle lighted.
"Such a fuss," rumbled a hollow voice.  "Why, it's enough to wake the dead."
Anthea gasped and sat bolt upright, instantly furious that anyone should intrude on her grief, blinking her tears away, or trying to—then gasping again as she saw the glimmering old suit of armor where surely there had been none before.  And it lacked a helmet!  Nothing there but its bare shoulders.  "Who are you?" she cried, looking about.  "Why have you brought this pile of tin here?"
"This pile of tin, little mademoiselle, is myself," said the hollow voice—and so help her, the suit of armor stepped away from the wall and clanked over to the tall wing chair, where it sat!
Well, actually, it didn't clank, really.  In fact, it didn't make a sound.  It only seemed that it should have.
"Well, that's better," the hollow voice said.  "I've little use for a watering pot.  Tears increase the damp so, and my armor's apt enough to rust as it is."
"Why, how rude!" Anthea cried, anger drowning fear.  "And how cruel of you, sir, to play such a trick upon a poor girl in her misery!  Take yourself out of that suit of armor on the instant!"
"That I fear I cannot do, little mademoiselle," said the armor.  "I died in it, so I'm stuck in it, if you follow my meaning—at least until I find my head."
"Your head?" Anthea could only stare.  Well, actually, no, she could have screamed—but at the moment, she was far too confused for that.  "Why have you lost your head?  Over what?"
"Over a battle, actually—though I could say, over a young lady."
"I knew it!" Anthea clapped her hands.  "Whenever a proper gentleman has lost his head, there's romance in it!  Poor fellow, did she not requite you?"  Then she came to her senses, and indignation rose.  "Why, this is quite unkind!  Who are you, sir, and how dare you play such a prank upon a grieving maiden?"  She was rather proud of that "grieving maiden"—she had thought it up herself, without any help from Mrs. Radcliffe or her books.  "Come out of that suit of armor, and be done with this deception!"
"I fear it is no prank," said the hollow voice, "and as to who I am, why, I am Sir Roderick le Gos, Knight Bachelor, sworn to the service of the Duke of Kent."
"Le Gos?" Anthea frowned; the name tugged at her memory.  Hadn't Father mentioned... 
"Yes, little mademoiselle, le Gos is the old form of your own name, Gosling.  It has transformed itself down through the centuries, but you and I are Gosses still."
"Centuries?"  For the first time, a thrill of fear touched Anthea's heart.  She quelled it sternly—after all, the chap seemed nice enough.  "You can't mean... you aren't... "
"The family ghost?  Yes, I am, actually.  Not all that many can see me, though—your mama can't at all, of course, but she's not a Gos by blood.  Even you will probably find that you can't see me in ten years or so.  But for the moment, we can chat quite companionably—if you don't find my aspect too horrifying."
"Not a bit, for I can't find your aspect at all."  Anthea frowned.  "Where is it?"
"I carelessly misplaced it some centuries ago, a hundred miles or so to the north and west.  It was during a battle against some border raiders, you see—Scots who had the audacity to object to being ruled by King Edward, don't you know, and thought to make his subjects suffer in his stead.  It wasn't generally known, but a band of them had managed to catfoot it down from the North Country, bravely resisting temptation all along the way, so they could set up a broil entirely too close to London.  They raided and retreated into the forest, where they seem to have made common cause with a band of outlaws, and came surging back out at the oddest moments to wreak havoc and plunder."
"And you had to go to chastise them?" Anthea asked, her eyes round.
"Not 'had to,' I suppose—but Lady Dulcie wouldn't think of having me offer for her, if I hadn't some bit of land and rank to my name.  My own fault, in a way—I ignored a feud of long standing between her family and mine.  But the lady was beautiful, and our estates did border one another, and ancestral grievances seemed far less important to me than the luster of her eyes.  Still, there must have been in her some trace of the old malice that bred the ancestral quarrel, for she challenged me to prove my love by joining the expedition against these raiders.  I went in the train of my lord duke.  The Scots fell on us at dawn, and we fought briskly, I assure you."
"Who won?" Anthea asked, her eyes widening again.  
"I can't say, actually—I was killed in the thick of the fighting.  A scoundrel tripped my horse with the butt of his pike.  I fell quite hard, but their blows were only heavy enough to dent and mar my armor.  I lugged out my sword and forced my way up to my feet, but just then a great raw-boned chap in a kilt swung a huge claymore at me, and the blasted sword rang on my helmet as though on a bell.  The straps burst, and off it came.  I cut back at him, of course, but he only stepped back till my blade had passed, then leaped in and swung again—and, well, there went my head.  I don't really remember much of the rest of the battle, you'll understand—only a dazed sort of feeling that I wasn't all there, quite.  There was a confused business of winding through the countryside on a cart, and of some doleful chanting in Latin.  Then, finally, my mind cleared, and I found myself looking down at my own tombstone—out there, in the churchyard."  Sir Roderick gestured toward the window.
"Why, how horrible!" Anthea exclaimed.
"No, not really—except for those few seconds of blinding  pain—but that was over soon enough.  And I haven't been troubled with a sore throat since."
"I should think not," Anthea said.
"It is deucedly boring," Sir Roderick confessed, "and one can't really see too well, without a head."
"Can't you get it back?" Anthea asked.
"I suppose I can, though I haven't had much luck thus far.  You see, they brought my body back for burial in the family plot, but my head was lost amidst the carnage on the field of battle.  I'm still searching for it, of course, but I can't leave the house unless I'm haunting a member of the family—bound by ties of blood and land, d' you see, and none of my kinfolk has ever gone far enough north for me to come near the scene of that battle."
Moved, Anthea cried, "I promise to go there, as soon as I'm old enough!  Only you'll have to tell me where it is."
"Would you really?  Why, how good of you!"  Sir Roderick didn't mention that she probably wouldn't have enough money to go to London, let alone to the battlefield, unless she married—in which case, she wasn't likely to have the freedom.  "Don't go without an escort, though—these Scots are great rough hairy brutes, you know."
"Oh, I understand they've improved recently—quite civilized, Papa says."  The reminder of her parents clouded her brow.
Sir Roderick noticed.  "Bit of a rum show, eh?  To have to leave London and come to this rambling old manor."
"Yes, it's really quite unpleasant!... Oh, forgive me!  I hadn't meant any disrespect for your family home."
"Yours, too, my dear, though you've only just found it—and it's really quite all right.  Windhaven is quite thoroughly run-down, I assure you—not what it used to be at all.  Even at its best, though, I confess it did become a bit tedious after the first hundred years.  I've taken the opportunity to travel to London with the family, you see, not to mention Bath and…"
"London?" Anthea stared.  "Was it really you, then, who made those odd noises in the night?"
"Quite so, and I've known you since you were an infant—charming, perfectly charming.  I could have stayed with Trudy—your Aunt Gertrude, don't you know—but I thought I'd better come along to the old manor, and see that you were well enough cared for."
"Oh, but I'm not at all!  Nanny died, and they hired this horrible ignorant stranger in her stead, and the housekeeper and the rest of the staff are so tiresome, I could swear they hate children, and…"  Her griefs brought to mind again, Anthea's eyes swam in tears.
"Now, now, it's not quite so bad as it might seem," Sir Roderick murmured, reaching out an armored hand—but all Anthea felt was a chill on her cheek.   "Life's always worth living, don't you know, if only because it might go better in times to come.  There will be a troupe of young men dancing attendance on you someday, though you may feel no one pays attention to you now."
"They don't, they truly don't!" Anthea cried.  "Mama cares nothing for my feelings, and hardly ever sees me—indeed, at times I think she wishes I weren't there!"
"Painful, bitterly painful," the knight agreed.  "Still, you mustn't be too hard on your mother, little mademoiselle—she's had a dreadful disappointment, you know."
"Well, yes," Anthea admitted, "but she doesn't seem to have much time for anyone or anything except melancholy at the moment."
"Quite so," Sir Roderick agreed, "though I thought she made it quite clear she cares inordinately about her social circle."
"Oh yes, she does carry on so about the loss of her wonderful friends and gay parties!"  They had been lost with the Goslings' London house.
"She has cause to rail against the bitter fortune that has consigned her to the country life," Sir Roderick pointed out.
"She would, if her own extravagances hadn't been so great a part of that misfortune," Anthea returned.  She had come rather early to that age at which a girl can find any number of things wrong with her mother, especially one who had been so distant as her own.  "And really, she shouldn't call this wonderful house a 'decaying old manse,' or go on about its being so far from the lights and salons of London!"
It was in Kent, actually.
"Decaying old manse!" huffed Sir Roderick, offended.  "Does she really?  Well, well, it has been let go of recent years.  Your father hasn't truly cared very much about it."
"Papa has taken it very badly," Anthea stated.  Indeed, Papa seemed to blame himself for Mama's loss.  Not that he needed to—she was blaming him quite enough for them both already.
"But it was he who paid all that money, and promised all those sums that he didn't have," Sir Roderick pointed out.
"Never mind that it was Mama who ran up all the bills with her modiste, and insisted on so many servants, and on redecorating the town house, and holding 'their share' of parties and soirees!"
"Don't mind it at all," Sir Roderick returned, "for your father called in the tailor every month in his own right."
"Yes, because Mama kept after him to keep his wardrobe up to the latest fashion, of course, and carried on so about being ashamed to be seen with him if he didn't."
"There's some truth in that," Sir Roderick admitted, "but certainly no one had to urge your father to run up such enormous gambling debts, least of all your mother."
"That is true," Anthea conceded.
"True?  The truth of it is that neither of them cared a fig for keeping an eye on their expenses, or to trouble themselves with concern that their expenditures might outstrip their income," Sir Roderick said.  "Not that I'm blaming them; mind you—I never much thought to look at the money myself.  More concerned with honor and chivalry, don't you know—but it's for a man to provide for his wife and babes, eh wot?"
"The land does that," Anthea muttered, but somewhat uncertainly.
"True enough, but you must take care of the land before it will take care of you—and not take out of it more than it has to give."
Which was exactly what Papa had tried to do, of course—and the long and the short of it had been that they had had to sell the town house, and where could they live after that?
Only in the rambling old manor in which Grandpapa had grown up.  And Papa hadn't wished to be there for more than the occasional visit, and hadn't tended to anything that fell into disrepair—so, now that they needed it, the big old house was dank and ramshackle.
"But the land has a great deal to give," the ghost assured her.  "Not just in corn and cabbage and tenants' rents, but in the beauty of field and hill and woodlot."
"I haven't seen it," Anthea said shortly.
"But you must!" the ghost said.  "Not tonight, of course, for it's raining, but on a bright and sunny morning, or in the glow of a summer's evening.  When you step into budding woods and find it thronged with birdsong, when you spy a fox peeking out from a covert, when you come upon a meadow filled with wildflowers, you will find the country is not so bad a place to be."
"It sounds lovely," Anthea said, caught up in his enthusiasm.
"That it is—but not on a gloomy day of rain and wind.  Though that too has its charms, if you're snug and dry before a warm fire."
Anthea made a face and gestured at the cold hearth.  "Would I dare to light a fire there?"
"Of course, for the flue still draws well and is reasonably clean for want of use—and the birds' nests have fallen for the season, so there's little chance of a chimney fire.  If you'll set a log on, I'll show you."
Anthea was somewhat puzzled, but she did as Sir Roderick asked, slipping off the window seat and crossing to place a log between the andirons.  The bark crumbled in her hands.  "I wonder how long this has been here?"
"Well, if it's a bit gone to rot, it will light all the sooner."  The ghost clanked up beside her and knelt, holding its hands out over the logs.
Anthea followed its movements with her eyes.  "How is it that you clank now, when you didn't before?  I thought ghosts had no substance."
"We don't, but I wouldn't wish to startle you by coming up in total silence, then speaking at your shoulder."  A silver glow appeared around Sir Roderick's gauntlets and spread out to envelop the log.  It turned golden; then flames began to dance.  Sir Roderick withdrew his hands and the glow died—but the flicker of a burning log remained.
"Oh!" Anthea clapped her hands.  "How marvelous!  Are you truly magical?"
"Truly, though limited—I'd no teacher, you see, so it was rather hard to make use of the talent.  Took me sixty years to learn that little trick, though rattling chains and slamming doors came somewhat more easily."
Anthea leaned toward him but felt only a chill, and shivered.  "The fire's glow does make the room more pleasant."  Then she shook her head in irritation.  "But there's nothing to do!"
"Oh, there are games to pass the time."  Sir Roderick stood and paced over to a table nearby.  "There's backgammon here, you see, and chess."
Anthea made a face.  "Chess is boring.  Besides, I don't know how to play."
"Really?  I assure you you'll find it exciting enough once you've learned."
"I've no desire to."
"Oh, come now!  Just to indulge a new friend, eh?  It's been years since I've had a game—decades, in fact."
With surprise, Anthea realized that she really had made a friend, though a very unlikely one.  Hard on that came fright that she might lose him and be completely alone again—except for Mama and Papa, who scarcely noticed her, and that poisonous nanny and the chilly staff.  She rose with a theatrical sigh and came over to the table.  "Oh, well, just to please you, then."
"Truly?  I'm ever so grateful!"  Sir Roderick pointed at the table and a drawer slid open.  A chess piece floated out of it to settle on the checkerboard inlaid in the wood.
Anthea stared, amazed, and feeling just the slightest frisson of fear.
"Dreadfully sorry," Sir Roderick apologized, "but I can't really grasp them, you know.  Can't handle anything much over a pound, either.  Well, then, this piece is called a pawn, and there are eight of them to a side..."
"How lovely!"  Anthea picked up the miniature carving, delighted at the warm darkness of the rosewood.  "Is it a medieval soldier, then?"
"Yes, and quite authentic, too, which is why it's just the teeniest bit battered.  It can only move forward one pace at a time unless it's fighting another pawn, in which case it moves diagonally ahead."  Sir Roderick pointed again, and another warrior floated out of the drawer, armored like the ghost himself, though with a visored helm.  It sat astride a rearing horse.  "This one is a knight, and he's the hardest of all, because his horse can jump over anything in front of him—but it always lands to the side, you see."
The miniature knight leaped off the board, sailed two spaces forward, then swerved to the side and settled again.  "Like a capital L," Sir Roderick explained.  "And this is a bishop..."
Anthea listened, enthralled.  It made so much more sense when he explained it!  Though it helped that the pieces looked like what they really were, not just little knobs and rods.  She settled down to make a pleasant evening of it, after all.
They played every day after that, with the ghost carefully coaching Anthea in tactics and gambits.  Finally she realized that he was deliberately letting her win two games out of three, and demanded he start playing to win.  He claimed that he did, but she was still suspicious of how often she came up victorious.
For Sir Roderick became her great friend, of course.  In winter, he strolled out with her in the very earliest morning, as visible by day as by night (though only to her), and showed her the beauties of newly fallen snow and the lacework it made of the branches in the woodlot.   She would have thought it a dreary waste otherwise, but with him she was able to see beauties that she never would have discovered by herself.
And she had need of it, for Mama, in despair at having missed a London Christmas, pined away and succumbed to pneumonia, dying between New Year's  and Twelfth Night.  When Anthea saw her eyes close for the last time, and Nanny managed to pry her away from the lifeless clay, she dashed out of the room and ran pell-mell down the stairs and into the library, where she threw herself among the cushions on the window seat and wept and wept.  She must have cried herself to sleep, for she woke with a start and found herself in darkness.
For a moment, the fear was so sharp as almost to make her cry out; then she was able to make out the familiar shapes of tables and chairs, and the racks of dusty old volumes on the walls, by a faint glow that somehow permeated the room.  Then that glow brightened and coalesced, drawing in on itself till it assumed the familiar form of her armored and headless friend.  "I had to watch over you, you see," Sir Roderick said, almost apologetically.  "I couldn't have you waking alone in the dark."
"Oh, Sir Roderick!  Oh, thank you!"  Anthea leaped up and dashed to her friend, throwing her arms about him—and right through him, and the chill bit into her.  She drew back, and the tears started afresh.  "Oh, Sir Roderick, it's terrible!  Mama has quite pined away—and has died!"
"Yes, Anthea," the ghost said quietly, "I know."
"You know?  But how..."  Then Anthea's eyes widened and she clapped a hand over her mouth—but her thoughts fairly shouted, Of course!  You knew the moment she came forth from her body—for she's a ghost now, too, isn't she?
"She is," Sir Roderick confirmed.
Anthea was so agitated that she didn't even notice that the ghost had read her thoughts.
"But she hasn't lingered, I'm afraid," Sir Roderick said.  "She was a good woman underneath it all, and departed almost immediately for Heaven.  She hadn't a fallen head to hold her here, you see."
"No, she had...  Oh, I mustn't say it!"
"No, you must," Sir Roderick said gently.  " 'A child who needed her,' is that what you were going to say?  Yes, she had, little lady, and she misses you sorely—I know, for she's telling me that now, even as we speak."
"Oh, is she truly?" Anthea cried.
"Yes, though she won't be able to do it for long, and not very often—and only another ghost can hear her.  When she realized she was about to die, she repented of her silliness in mourning her London life, for then she discovered how precious life had been, even though it wasn't exactly to her taste."  The ghost sighed, and Anthea somehow knew he would have been shaking his head, if he'd had one.  "Of course, it was too late then, for she'd let the sickness take far too firm a hold on her.  She never knew how much you meant to her, Anthea, until suddenly she found you beyond her reach.  Now she aches for you, child, and will surely do all she can to comfort and reassure you from where she is."
"Oh, Sir Roderick!"  Anthea threw herself into his arms, not minding the chill, snuggling down against the upholstery of the big old wing chair which was all she could feel, and wept and wept again, in the insubstantial embrace of a ghost.
Papa almost turned into a specter himself, after that.  He became wan and melancholy, and seemed to take very little notice of the life about him.  Alarmed, Anthea took every chance she could to evade Nanny—not hard, for the woman ignored her as much as possible—and crept in to be with Papa, and pay what attentions she could, for fear that he, too, might leave her for the buffering of death—and she must have succeeded to some extent, for though he didn't seem to take much interest in life, he didn't die, either.
It was a strain on her, and she probably couldn't have borne it if it hadn't been for the attentions of Sir Roderick.  She had a great deal of lost and lonely time, for Nanny seemed to feel that if she wasn't causing trouble, there was no need to bother with her—she'd far rather drink Father's port with the cook—and Papa wouldn't take much cosseting before he would send her away, so that he might be alone to wallow in self-pity.  Hurt, Anthea would wander off to the library and try to nap.  There she whiled away the time until evening with napping and reading, for there were a great many books in the library.  It was fortunate she did, for Papa either wasn't willing to spend money on a governess, or never thought of it—and in the evenings, Sir Roderick would guide her studies, suggesting books to her, and discussing them after she'd read them.  He insisted on a half-hour of mathematics every night, and a deal of science and history and geography, too—but he made it all so interesting that it was almost fun.  It never occurred to Anthea to wonder how he knew so much that hadn't been discovered until after he had died, or even that he knew so much of books when most medieval knights had never learned to read.
But there was leisure aplenty, too, and her grief slackened and sank beneath a rising tide of delight in the brave new world about her.  In spring, Sir Roderick showed her the new foals and calves, and pointed out hidden nests with half-a-dozen gaping beaks for mother birds to feed.  He showed her a precious little meadow filled with wildflowers which she would never have found by herself.  It was almost as beautiful by moonlight as by day—and she knew, for she came out there herself the next morning and found it even more enchanting with the day flowers opening their faces to the sun.  In summer, he taught her to lie lazily on a hillside making fanciful images of the cloud-shapes above her, to rejoice in the fury of the lightning and the thunder (provided she was safe indoors), and to watch for the Wee Folk to cavort beneath the moon.  (She never saw them, of course, but he did point out the rings where they'd been dancing.)  Then, in autumn, he showed her the glory of the golden wood and the rustling leaves, the cleverness and prudence of the squirrels as they hoarded nuts, the peaceful vista of fields after reaping, and finally, the tucking-down as the little creatures composed themselves for the long winter's sleep, and the geese passed overhead with distant honking in their pointed formation, going south to fabled lands of wonder.
And always, there was chess—in the evenings, in the boring afternoons of rainy days, and by the fire in the winter.  She became so adept at the game that she could handily beat him—though she was never sure he hadn't let her, and forced him to win a few out of spite.  She did wonder how he could see the pieces without a head—but then, she wondered how he could see her, too.
There was less time for that as she grew older, though, for Papa didn't tend to the estate, but let it go as it would, so for want of proper management the land yielded less and less as the years went by, and the tenants had less money to pay.  He wouldn't lower the rents, of course, so those who could left for better conditions, or for fancied jobs in London—and those who stayed were always fearfully behind in their rents.
Then Papa remarried that horrible woman, and Anthea's world came crashing down, what was left of it.
She couldn't understand what Papa saw in her, aside from money—though there did seem to be plenty of that.  He called in a tailor and was soon resplendent in new clothes—and off to London with his new wife.  The woman made it clear from the first (after the wedding) that she wanted nothing to do with her stepdaughter—so Anthea stayed behind at Windhaven, heartsick and lonely.  Sir Roderick consoled her and managed to boost her spirits to the point at which she began to take an active interest in the estate.  Within a few months she wished she hadn't, for Papa paid it no more attention than before, merely sending one of his wife's men to oversee the farm—and Anthea became certain the steward was skimming most of what little profit remained.  Sir Roderick confirmed this, though he could bring her no proof but his own witness, which wouldn't have been much use in court, so she had to let it pass and do without a new dress, or new curtains, or repairs to the roof.  The servants left as the income ran out, and neither Papa nor his wife showed the slightest interest in putting money into Windhaven, so more and more, she took care of the house by herself, cooking and straightening up as much as she could, though she knew better than to try to clean more than a few rooms by herself.  It would have been intolerably lonely without Sir Roderick.
Then Papa had some sort of horrible argument with That Woman, perhaps occasioned by the size of his gambling debts and her extravagances—but the long and the short of it was that he came back to Windhaven, chastised and beaten, and lapsed instantly into melancholy.
Anthea wasn't disposed toward any but the most chilly conduct toward him, but by and by began to pity him, for he was so very doleful.  Her old fear of having both parents pine away reasserted itself, and she took to showing him some slight kindness, attempting to chat with him over tea—a very new ceremony, but one which served nicely.  He reacted little, or not at all, at first, but she persevered, and gradually he emerged from his dejection and began to respond.  Little by little, with Sir Roderick's advice, she managed to coax him into showing some sort of interest in life again, and Papa repaid her attentions with growing fondness and eventually came out of his grief enough to value her company.  They played long games of chess in the evenings, and he taught her to play whist, piquet, and several other card games, though never very well, and began to enjoy her conversation as she grew older and more knowledgeable.  She was amazed at the depth of her own reaction to his attention—she had thought she would never even be able to forgive his neglect, but actually found an almost pathetically eager surge of delight.  She did her best to control it, but some of her warmth doubtless showed.
Anthea managed to come by the occasional newspaper and brought it home to read to him, asking him to explain the bewildering variety of events—for example, who was this Napoleon, and why was everyone so concerned about him?  Questions of this sort drew answers of surprising energy from her father, and slowly, little by little, he began to take an interest in the world around him again.
It was too late, though, for the damp and chill of the old house had settled into his bones, and he died when Anthea was only seventeen.  Once again, Sir Roderick consoled her through her grief and brought her out to life and light again—only to have her confronted with a heap of bills that she could not possibly pay.  Papa's wife, it seemed, had beaten him to the grave, but not by much, and had left her own stack of debts, which were added to his—so Anthea was sole heiress to a dearth of assets and a mountain of debts.
In desperation, she turned to Sir Roderick, her only source of support, and he took a midnight flit about the neighborhood to discover an honest and capable solicitor.  In the hands of that good man, Anthea discovered that, as a minor, she could not agree to anything legally binding, and therefore could not be held liable, as long as there was a relative to whom such decisions could be referred.  It was then that she remembered Aunt Trudy.
Aunt Trudy was Papa's sister, somewhat estranged by irritation with Mama, whom, she felt, should have taken far better care of Papa than she had.  When Papa had moved to the country and lapsed into melancholy, he had broken contact with her completely—he  had  not  even learned of her husband's demise, or her sons' and daughters' marriages.  Now, though, apprised of circumstances by the solicitor, Aunt Trudy, really Lady Brock, descended on Windhaven to weep buckets of tears at her brother's grave, every one of them sincere, then to press Anthea to her matronly bosom, which was amazingly soft and warm—and something   inside Anthea that had been knotted tight, loosened, and she found herself weeping like a watering pot in a real, flesh-and-blood embrace for the first time since she was ten, while Aunt Trudy made consoling noises and soothed her, then put her to bed.
Then Aunt Trudy and the solicitor, tackled the pile of bills and the horror of Papa's books, or lack of them, and called the steward to account.  The long and the short of it was that he was let go and sued for monies owing.  In his stead a reliable under-steward was appointed from Aunt Trudy's estates, inherited from her husband, Lord Brock.  Suddenly the old manse was under repair, the fields were put in order, and Aunt Trudy was sweeping Anthea away with her to London, just in time for the Season.


