She came in summer.
Like the cornflowers and the delphiniums, she was just there suddenly, the next time I looked, as if pushed up from the earth during the heady nights.
Father introduced her as my “companion”, apparently the niece of some distant aunt I’d never heard about nor cared for. He said he thought I had been lonely and that she’d be nice company for me.
He knew I hadn’t been lonely. I’m never lonely.
She stood in that parlour, canvas bag clutched with dirty kid gloves, a stupid smile peering out from between hair like limp wheat and cheeks flushed like rose buds. She was just what he liked. Her jacket was wearing. I bet her mother had made her crinoline from scraps. Her name should have been something more common, like Sally or Nancy.
No.
It was Euphemia.
She was to have the room next to mine so we could share my dressing room. I didn’t dare argue. 
Father sent her upstairs to change. He sent me with her. We passed through the hallways and up the stairs, the maid before us lighting up the darkness with her lamp, casting shadows on the walls. When I turned my head at the corner of the step, I saw Euphemia running her grubby little fingers along the silken wallpaper.
How dare she.
She kept asking me all these incessant questions:
How long had I lived here?
All my life.
How many rooms were there?
I hadn’t counted them.
Did I like living there?
I’d never known any different.
“You don’t speak much, do you?” Euphemia remarked.
I could just feel the maid ahead smirk through the back of her cap.
It was a shame she just so happened to trip up on the last step. She was lucky, really, that she put her hand out so quickly to catch her fall. If the lamp had broken and she’d set the carpet alight, there’s no wonder what my father would have done to her.
Euphemia was so worried for her, pushing up past me, “Oh can I help you up? Can I do this for you, can I do that for you?”
God. She really had to be so virtuous, didn’t she?
I had the maid open her door.
Euphemia was a child. A child amazed by all that was mundane. It was such a big room, with a carpet, and wallpaper… on and on, as if she’d never seen the like of it before. She jumped onto the oak bed, the frame giving out a crack as she landed on the blankets and down. She didn’t even seem to care that the maid and I were watching her.
Vulgar.
She ran to the window next.
“Lor!” she breathed excitedly, irritatingly, surveying the flower gardens rolling down to the woods and reaching out towards the pine forests, the great trees half ablaze with the red of the setting sun.
“How tall are they?! Will we go there on our walks? Your father said you like to walk.”
“I don’t go out that far,” I replied, taking the lamp from the maid, and sending her away with that revolting canvas bag. It needed burning with everything in it.
I lingered by the door as Euphemia glanced back at me disappointedly from across the room.
“Oh, why not? It must be amazing to look up at them. I’ve never seen trees like it-” and she began talking of “home” or wherever it was she’d come from before. Evidently, she didn’t realise I wasn’t interested.
While she was talking, if that’s what it could be called, something occurred to me - something that actually stirred me, for once, into a kind of excitement. I was remembering a story that Nanny had once told me. Seizing a lull in Euphemia’s odious rhapsodising, I explained,
“I don’t go there, because they say that the devil walks the forest.”
I thought I’d failed at first. She smiled that stupid smile at me as I said it, as if I were the foolish one. It was as close to scoffing as I think she could have ever gotten.
“No he doesn’t.”
She stared at my expression, taken aback by my seriousness for a moment.
“Do you really believe that?”
“It’s a local legend that if you see the devil walking the grounds, or by the waterfall at the edge of the forest, you’ll be cursed with misfortune, and something will happen to your household within the year. That’s why-” I added, as that toothy mouth of hers began to let out another repugnant word, “- they call the waterfall the Devil’s Drop.”
There was silence for a moment.
I think the threat of my words was trickling from her ear and into her brain. The most satisfying thing about it was that that smile was gone. It had flitted into the cracks between the floorboards – the same ones that I knew would creak in the night and cause her to conjure up images of all that I had said. She’d hear the Devil stalking the halls, moving closer towards her room.
Only… if that had happened, it wouldn’t have been the Devil creeping towards her room.
But Euphemia was not so stupid as she looked. I’d misjudged that sudden sharp look of hers.
“You’re trying to scare me. I don’t believe you,” she answered, with mild contempt.
I think it was that abrupt change in her which incensed me more than anything else that evening. That decision, despite her strangeness within my house and the reason she’d been brought there, not to simply pander to me - not to be ruled by me. I believe it was that which caused me to say what I said next with all the promise of what was to come, of what she had no idea of.
“You will,” I said, and grabbing the doorhandle I smiled, “Goodnight.”
And I shut her in without the light.
