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By Miss Rachel Bunting
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We always resorted to hide and seek on those miserable, overcast days when the governess had stopped lessons and our only occupation was to read or to explore the many rooms of our stately home. Jeffrey always insisted on counting first of course and, quite merrily, Jane and I always agreed. We had different hiding places most of the time. Jane, being the more adventurous, liked to clamber under four-poster beds or down to the pantry with the dragon-like cook, while I only ever really hid in one place, my library.

    The library was across the drawing room in the entrance hall and was perhaps my favourite place in the world. Upon entering, pushing a little harder on the door as it, rather annoyingly, stuck at the hinges, you were immediately overwhelmed with a calming feeling. Perhaps it was the soft leather sofas mother enjoyed to recline on after dinner before giving in to our persuasions for a story. Or perhaps it was the artefacts, which father and mother had gathered from their trips to exotic lands, their history intoxicating the room. Or perhaps it was the secret door which I had proudly discovered on my eighth birthday, embedded in a bookcase. Or perhaps it was simply the books. Oh, the books; shelves upon shelves, rows upon rows, bookcase upon bookcase of beautiful books! They seemed to tremble when you ran your fingers over their spines as if enticing you to pick them up lovingly and delve into the secrets they guarded. Some were in foreign tongues which, even now, are unknown to me. Some were about subjects like physics which never appealed to me but always seemed to amaze father. Some held pictures of waterfalls and strange animals which captivated Jane and I for hours on end. 

   When I was far younger I often came here with Jane and Jeffrey and we would create our very own headquarters. We would take the books out from the glass covered bookcases and using them, chairs that never seemed to be used and blankets from our beds we constructed a tent in my library. We would pretend to be intrepid explorers in the coldest Arctic with the wolves howling outside or outlaws in the middle of Sherwood and, more than once, we were hunters in the wilds of Africa. And, of course, explorers needed sustenance so we pleaded with Cook to have supplies of cake and lemonade.
    Jeffrey always caught me when I was hiding in the library, usually because he had an uncanny knack of surprising me from behind as I stood in a mesmerised daze in the library threshold.

    And even today as I go through the library I am mesmerised. These days I like to go through with the tour group. Of course I watch their reaction to the ornate ceilings, beautiful hallways and sprawling lawns but mostly I love their gasps at my library. I wonder if they know I am here, hiding in the shadows? Do they know of the adventures, the troubles and the laughter the books in this library have heard? And as they close my library door and I come out of the shadows with my mother to chat about the visitors of that day, and they move on to the drawing room, their guide reciting little interesting facts, do they know I am still here, haunting the books and the shelves of my library?
