Miss Mary is to
be taken directly
to her room.
Mr Craven gave
his orders.
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He won't see
the child.

Welcome to
Misselthwaite,
y  Miss Mary.

This room is where you'!l |
live. Please, keep to it:
you heard Pitcher, Mr

Craven won't see you, and
the rest of us certainly
don’t need a girl in the

way. You'll have the huge
park to yourself, and

that'll have to do.

Good night,
Miss Mary.



CHAPTER Il

THE CRYING
IN THE NIGHT



What's all
this grey
outside?

|
4 a8
| That t’here,? ' It's big an’ bare now,
That's th i but it’s fair lovely in |
moor! spring! It's covered wi' |
| growin’ things - gorse
an’ broom an’ heather.
N
It smells

You are a
very strange
housemaid. Are you
going to
be my
servant?

]
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I just love it.
I wouldn't live
away from th® =
moor for anythin’!

I'm Mrs
Medlock’s
servant...

I'm to wait
on you, but you
won't need much

waitin’ on.

g Who is goin
to dress me?

..and my
name’s Martha. *




In India, only ; Did no.blody
the servants i taught you
dress themselves. then?!

well, it's time
tha’ should

| younger,” as
my mother
always says. |

Eh? Canna’
tha'.. I mean,
can't you put
on your own

clothes?

. i BLA!
‘I won't have a
| child dressed in black |__ : 8LA BLABLA
a8 | - wanderin’ about like =S | \L BLABLA
That’s not Mr Craven ) a lost soul,” he said. = BLA

my dress. don’t want

ﬂyb‘:‘;sif ek \;‘vear K Mother doesn’t

hold with
black hersel’.

She thinks it
makes the place
sadder than it is. 2=y
“Put colour on

her,"” he said.

You do talk
a LOT for a
servant.

There y" are. |

Eh? Tha' ] %l.::.— \

i | can’t do that
You can put your |}{ | e It was the
shoes on now. | "\ / l "E:t‘hr | custom in India. |

\

did it for m Lol

well, it's
lucky you came
home, then!

N
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They tumble about on th’
moor all day an’ mother says
.. it’s as well, as th’ air of th’
; Tk ttens ‘em!

AR I TRARS
There v' are. There's twelve of us rT!’IE‘)"J’E lucky
’Ow?s Et,faf fe;, at ‘ome. My brothers if they get
a breakfast! and sisters would | porridge.

; jump with joy for a

breakfast like that! oo fa

My brother
Dickon’s twelve
years old, and he’s
made friends on th’
moor with a pony.
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2 ‘
l?gs.' 21 follaws our Dickon’s ﬁ! doi';‘}l‘t“e:?ghy  No.
him about an’ a kind lad an’ r porridge!? {
it lets him Eﬁ‘f all the animals s = .
- onits back. like him. H Aren't you

hungry?

He's gnm
and foxes that
knows him, an’
| squirrels an’

| birds eat out of
his hand...

I can't abide
to see all that
go to waste.

wrap up
warm...
..and out

= ”ﬁ\! you go. That'll

I ' It's not mine,

Ih]c ik rehsa ! And it’s not
ungry, wi | B

don't you taze i my day out.
it to hem. ’ e msome

\’ stomach!

they'd clean
this bare in
five minutes.




