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            Chapter one
   

         

         WHEN Jocelyn received the news that old Mrs. Fitzgerald had remembered her so generously in her will—with such amazing generosity, in fact!—she could not believe it. She made Mr. Dashwood, the solicitor, smile a little when she sat in his office and confronted him on the far side of his old-fashioned desk, and explained to him that so for as she knew Mrs. Fitzgerald could have had no reason at all for remembering her.

         "My mother, who married rather late in life, acted as her companion for years," she explained, "and I believe there was rather a close bond between them. When my mother left to get married, Mrs. Fitzgerald insisted on making a small settlement on her, and when I was a child I was allowed to visit her once, and stayed with her at Fairhaven. But apart from that one visit she never saw me again, and there was no reason at all why she should remember me in her will."

         "But, nevertheless, she did remember you—to the tune of some thirty-odd thousand pounds, and the house at Fairhaven!"

         Mr. Dashwood could not resist smiling this time with more amusement as he regarded the concerned face in front of him. For one thing, it was a face he would never have found the smallest objection to studying at any time—a fair, typically English face, despite the fact that the girl's mother had had nothing but Irish blood in her veins, lighted by blue eyes that made him think of bluebells lying in colorful patches in the woods; and framed in a cloud of lightbrown hair that looked as if it had been powdered with gold-dust.

         She wore a dainty little hat, and a neat suit, and her gloves and her shoes and her handbag were all very correct and unobtrusive.

         Another reason why he smiled, with that little glint of humor under his heavy eyebrows, was because it struck him as definitely singular that anyone should attempt to probe the reasons why a fortune had been left to them. Most people would have been thankful and nothing more. But this girl was not like that.

         "You may find the house a bit of a liability," he informed her. "It's large, and a bit unwieldy, and full, of course, of old-fashioned furniture—some of it probably very valuable. You may think it a good plan to sell the whole lot as it stands, if we can secure you a good enough offer."

         But for the first time Jocelyn adopted a positve attitude towards her new possessions.

         "I don't htink so," she said, giving the brown-gold head a shake. "If my memories of the house have not been affected by the lapse of time since I was there it is a lovely old house, and I know Mrs. Fitzgerald herself adored it." As she spoke she had a mental picture of the house, surrounded by emerald lawns, bowered in trees, with green hills rising behind it, and green slopes running before it down to the curling edges of the seas that seeped quietly on to Fairhaven sands. But there was a worried thought at the back of her mind, and she clasped both her slim hands together and leaned a little towards Mr. Dashwood; "but I'm almost certain Mrs. Fitzgerald had close relatives of her own to whom she could have left her property—why didn't she do so?" she added.

         Mr. Dashwood spread his plump hands in a gesture.

         "My dear Miss Cherril, don't hold me responsible for the whims of an elderly lady!" he begged rather whimsically: "Or for any lady, if it comes to that! Mrs. Fitzgerald certainly had nephews—three of them, as a matter of fact, and so far as I am aware they are all living in Fairhaven. But their existence has nothing whatever to do with you or I."

         "You mean—she didn't leave them anything at all?"

         "Nothing"—with a faint shrug of his shoulders— "so fas as I am aware."

         "Is it possible she made a settlement on one or other of them before she died?"

         "I don't think so—in fact. I'm quite certain she did nothing of the kind. You see," he explanied, with an almost fatherly glance this time, "I handled all her affairs, and have done so for years, and I would know whether any generous action of that sort had taken place. But this firm has certainly not drawn up any Deed of Settlement in favor of the Fitzgerald brothers. For one thing"—with an infinitesimal pause—"they were the least little bit of a thorn in their aunt's side."

         "You mean, they—they weren't all she would have liked them to be?"

         "Well"—he looked down at some papers on his desk, and straightened them—"Lucien Fitzgerald, her eldest nephew, is in no need of financial assistance from anyone, but the two younger lads are a couple of spendthrifts who, if they had expectations from her, have been doomed to disappointment. But I wouldn't let their disappointment worry you."

         But Jocelyn's feathery-light brows were drawn together in a faintly anxious frown, and the blue eyes were not altogether convinced.

         "Blood is thicker than water," she voiced it as her opinion, "and if they had been my nephews I would have had to do something about them. And I shall feel dreadful if, when I get out there, I find that— without intending to do so in the very least!—I've been the means of upsetting some of their future plans! Perhaps altering their plans altogether!"

         Mr. Dashwood continued to smile complacently, but there was just a faint edge of reproof to his voice as he observed:

         ''My dear young lady, if you'll forgive me for saying so, I do feel that you're rather casting doubts on the mental acumen of my late client, and the qualities which probably made her a very worthwhile relative to possess at certain periods in all three of those young men's lives! And the fact that she left them nothing is really no concern of yours, but that she has become your benefactress is something for which you can feel really grateful, and which must always endear her memory to you."

         Jocelyn felt as if she had been guilty of rank ingratitude by championing the cause of the nephews, but he went on with great briskness:

         "And now, how soon do you propose to go over to Ireland?" Once more his elderly eyes were beaming at her, and his wide smile was all encouragement. "I can advance you any money you may require at any time, you know. And if you'd like me to make reservations for you…? I expect you'd prefer to fly rather than risk a bad sea crossing, and if you take my advice you'll spend at least one night in Dublin —it's always worth seeing…."

         When she finally left his office Jocelyn felt as if she were living and moving in a dream, and nothing was any longer completely normal. She was a young woman who had just been bequeathed a disturbingly large sum of money, and a beautiful house—and in addition to both of these things she was going to Ireland for the second time in her life.

         But at the back of her mind that worry persisted. What of the three nephews…?

      

   


   
      
         
            Chapter two
   

         

         WHEN she arrived in Ireland it was raining, the skies weeping softly as they so often do weep in the Emerald Isle. Despite the rain she would have liked to have spent more than one night in Dublin, but she was anxious—almost consumingly anxious—to see again the house which had been left to her in Fairhaven, memories of which had lingered like a pleasing echo in her mind from the time that she was twelve.

         Fairhaven was no more than a cluster of houses, only two of which were large, set down beside the sea on a remote tip of the south-west coast. Inland there were mountains which looked like purple mist when the sun shone on them, and when the sun was not shining they seemed to interpose a barrier between Fairhaven and the rest of the world that was like a grim, grey wall. But within the barrier there were rolling hills that were so bright and green that the incredible depth and perfection of their color was almost a challenge to the eye, and where the waves broke upon the shore the shining strip of sand was palest wedding-ring gold.

         In summer the cottages that comprised Fairhaven village were smothered in torrents of climbing white roses, and bees hummed continually in gardens where the giant hollyhocks provided shade for drowsy hens, and even an occasional somnolent pig. A tiny stream twisted and fought its way down from the hills and formed a silver river which flowed beneath the village street, and children fished beside the river and sometimes sailed a home-made boat. On the gentle slopes where Himself and his fine house were located a fine forest of tall trees soared into the sky, and at the base of those trees in springtime primroses painted golden splashes, and bluebells lay crouched in sheets of mauve.

         But on the afternoon when Jocelyn was set down at what was really no more than a wayside halt— although the local inhabitants dignified it by use of the word "station"—the rain was coming down in a silvery-grey sheet, and on her brief journey from the train to the corrugated-iron roofed structure which served the purpose of a booking-hall and a cloakroom as well, she was very nearly completely drenched. Her mackintosh was over her arm, for she had not stopped to put it on before leaving her compartment, and the rain was trickling down the neck of her suit. Her absurd little hat—rather like a blown leaf sitting on the back of her head and her soft brown curls—looked ridiculous and inadequate with moisture forming rivers which ran from her hair down her cheeks and sparkled like diamond-drops on her chin.

         Jocelyn surrendered her ticket to the only porter on duty, and enquired of him whether she could get a taxi to take her to Fairhaven House. The porter rubbed his chin and looked at her thoughtfully— obviously mentally puzzling out the connection between her and a house that had been empty for months—and then pronounced it as his opinion, in a very strong brogue, that she would get no wheeled conveyance of any sort until the "Ixpriss", as he called it, came through in a couple of hours' time, when there might be one or two taxis to be had. Although, on the other hand, there might not!

         "Oh, but ——" Jocelyn was beginning, in consternation, when a very large, and very luxurious, long black car slid to a standstill at the foot of the station steps, and, instantly abandoning her, the porter went hastening rheumatically down the steps and addressed the liveried chauffeur through a sliding glass panel which the latter slid back a bare few inches—taking care not to admit any of the driving rain.

         On the back seat of the car a man without a hat, but with the high collar of a thick tweed coat up about his ears, and a plaid rug over his knees, seemed to be lying back very comfortably. His sleek dark head rested languidly against the pearl-grey upholstery behind him, and one rather long-fingered and very slender hand lay across the back of a fine black Aberdeen terrier, with bristling whiskers, who shared the seat with him.

         Jocelyn, her solitary suit-case reposing at her feet, stood on the steps feeling both self-conscious and unhappy as the rain continued to bounce off her, and the porter collected a number of parcels from some mysterious inner compartment of the corrugated-iron roofed structure and handed them over to the chauffeur, who stowed them away in the boot of the car. After which the representative of Irish railways thrust his head inside the car and indulged in a few noticeable gestures which, Jocelyn realized, could have meant that he was drawing attention to herself and her plight. And when he suddenly lifted a gnarled finger and beckoned her she was not so much surprised as tremendously relieved, especially when he said:

         "Tis Himself that will be having the goodness of heart to give you a lift as far as Fairhaven House. He'll be passing the gates, and he'll drop you off there, and the walk up the drive'll not be wetting you any more than you are at this minute," eyeing with disfavor her bedraggled appearance, and in particualr the frivolous little hat which, so far as he could see, served no useful purpose whatsoever.

         "Oh—oh, thank you!" Jocelyn exclaimed, and fumbled in her purse for a reward which took him temporarily aback, and then actually caused him to salute her with two fingers to his cap as he closed the car door upon her.

         There was a glass partiton between the owner of the vehicle and the uniformed man who drove him, and the atmosphere in that confined but beautifully appointed space was warm and snug on such a day, especially after the exposed draughtiness of the station steps. But Jocelyn was so afraid lest her dripping garments should do damage to the elegance of the well-sprung back seat—which would have accommodated another besides herself and the man with the plaid rug over his knees, who had scooped the Aberdeen up into the crook of his arm—that she didn't dare do more than perch rather uncomfortably on the extreme edge, so that the quietest masculine voice she had ever heard in her life observed with rather an amused note in it:

         "There's plenty of room, you know, and no reason at all why you shouldn't make yourself comfortable! There's even a spare rug if you don't mind reaching for it!"

         There was—folded neatly on the drop-down seat in front of her. But Jocelyn, feeling faintly surprised because he made no attempt to alter his position in the very slightest in the corner where his longlimbed body seemed to be stretched out very much at his ease, drew his attention to the drops that were still running off her on to the pearl-colored floorcovering, and flushed in a way that most people would have found infinitely attractive as she declared that she was not in the least cold.

         "Aren't you? But you do look most uncomfortably wet!" The amused note persisted in his voice, but otherwise it was rather sleepy. "Not at all a good day on which to arrive in Eire for the first time and receive those all-important first impressions! You're really rather unfortunate, Miss Cherril."

         She looked up at him quickly, in amazement, as he uttered her name. His eyes were grey, like wood smoke, under the blackest and thickest of eyelashes, and there was a gleam of lazy humor which seemed to dance in them.

         "How—how do you know who I am?" she asked, her eyes betraying her astonishment.

         "My dear Miss Cherril, you're going to Fairhaven House, and Fairhaven House, once the property of my aunt, has recently become the property of a young Englishwomen by the name of Miss Jocelyn Cherril. You're so obviously English that it would be impossible to make a mistake about your identity," he assured her, his long hands gently caressing the dog's well-kept coat while he did so.

         "Oh!" Jocelyn exclaimed, and felt that the exclamation was inadequate.

         "And realising who you were the instant I caught sight of you, I felt sorry that you should have chosen to arrive on such a day." She could not be certain whether the smile he directed towards her had any real commiseration in it or not, but certainly it revealed hard, and very perfect, teeth, which flashed whitely in his thin, dark face. "At this time of year" —it was late spring—"we could have welcomed you with something quite spectacular in the way of weather, if only the Fates had been kind—something blue, and green, and golden, and full of promise, which would no doubt have struck you as an excellent omen. As it is, I hope you won't allow our weeping skies to depress you, or make you wish that my late, good aunt had lived anywhere other than where she did live!"

         "Of—of course not," Jocelyn answered, maintaining her balance with difficulty on the extreme edge of the seat while they moved with amazing smoothness over the rough road which she had observed from the train, and which twisted and wound like a serpent, while the curtain of rain drove at them. And then, rather foolishly, she added: "Then, you must be—you must be Mrs. Fitzgerald's nephew?"

         "One of them," he replied, the faint smile in his eyes baffling her. "She possessed three."

         "Meaning that there are still three of you?"

         "Exactly." The curve of his lips—such beautifully cut lips, and he was certainly the most languidly elegant man, who was probably somewhere in his middle thirties, she had ever seen in her life—took on a kind of open, ironical mockery, as he inclined his sleek head a little towards her. "I am Lucien, Miss Cherril—older by a good many years than either of my two brothers, Blaize and Arthur—commonly known as Artie. You will almost certainly meet them before very long, if you intend to settle down over here for any length of time."

         "Which is what I very much hope to do," Jocelyn found herself confessing to him, with a sudden little burst of impulsiveness. "You see," she explained, more shyly, "this is not quite my first visit to Ireland. I was over here when I was twelve, and it was then that I first met Mrs. Fitzgerald."

         "I see," he murmured. The straight gaze of his eyes disconcerted her, for he seemed to find studying her a curiously rewarding pastime, in spite of the fact that she was by no means at her best just then, and she was very much aware of it herself. She put up a hand and whipped off the little straw hat which had found such small favor with the porter, and shook out her wet curls, and looked at him apologetically.

         "I explained to Mr. Dashwood that I couldn't think why your aunt remembered me so generously in her will," she said quickly, knowing that some explanation of the situation would have to be offered to him at some time or other, and the present moment seemed as good as any other was likely to be. "There was really no reason why she should have remembered me at all."

         "Wasn't there?" But this time his smile didn't merely confuse her; it was so full of a dry, quizzical humor that it made her lower her own eyes rather hastily, and once again that attractive soft flush rose up over her cheeks and stained them like the pink petals of a peony. "I wonder in which part of the world I was wandering when you were twelve, Miss Cherril?" he murmured, watching her lazily, and at the same time preventing the Aberdeen from hurling himself on to her lap, thereby upsetting her balance altogether. "I'm quite certain we didn't meet, otherwise I would have remembered—even if you were only twelve!"

         Jocelyn peeped at him in the midst of an acute kind of embarrassment which she could not quite understand, but she also was quite certain that they had never met before. For he was the sort of man one would not forget altogether, even if his image grew dim. And ten years previously—when he would have been still in his early twenties, and without those few silvery threads that lightened his dark hair above the temples—he must have been quite staggeringly handsome. Handsome enough to impress even a child of twelve!

         They had flashed between a pair of wrought-iron gates and seemed to be proceeding up a drive, and Jocelyn looked quickly about her as the realisation smote her that this must be Fairhaven House. But the car had not slowed, and the tunnel-like trees shut them in on either hand, and she could glimpse or remember nothing at all until all at once the trees opened out, and there was the broad carriage sweep she had never forgotten, and the dignified grey shape of the house itself.

         Not really a large house, but compact and comfortably Victorian, with flower-beds underneath the windows, and several steps leading up to an impressive front door. On the top of the steps, as the car came to rest, the figure of the late Mrs. Fitzgerald's housekeeper appeared, and Jocelyn looked up at her rather wonderingly, recognising the gaunt shape in the old-fashioned stiff black alpaca, but unable to believe that it was herself, in the guise of the new mistress, that the woman was there to welcome.

         "I did think of asking you to come and have tea with my mother," Lucien Fitzgerald said, still studying Jocelyn's face with that air of repressed amusement, "as it's such a brute of a day, and it struck me that you might feel rather lonely arriving here with nothing but a collection of old memories. And then I realised that Hannah would be waiting for you, and so she is."

         "Thank you. It was kind of you to think of anything of the kind," Jocelyn answered, and then waited for him to make some sort of a move, such as bending forward to open the door for her, if he did not himself intend to alight—even for a few moments, just for the sake of mere politeness—or even to sit suddenly upright and offer her his hand in farewell. But he did neither, although he certainly held out his hand to her, and as she put hers into it Hannah came hastening down the steps and anticipated the chauffeur by giving a wrench to the rear door, swinging it so uncomfortably wide that it admitted a fierce gust of rain and wind.

         "I'm not going to say good-bye," Lucien said, "because we shall almost certainly meet again, and probably quite soon. So we'll make it au revoir, shall we?"

         Hannah leaned anxiously into the car, and addressed herself to its owner.

         "And how are you today, Mr. Lucien, sir? 'Tis good to see you about, but the weather is fit for neither man nor beast."

         He gave her a smile which quite transformed his face, or so Jocelyn thought. It was extraordinarily gentle, and there was an amazing quality of sweetness about it.

         "Oh, I'm perfectly all right, Hannah," he assured her. "And—praise be!—whatever the weather, I never have actually to face up to it, because all I have to do is to sit in a car while Hudson gets wet opening and shutting the door, and doing various little commissions for me."

         He smiled at Jocelyn—not quite the same smile as that with which he had rewarded the housekeeper's enquiry—and then, in response to a wave of his hand, Hudson, the chauffeur, who had extracted Jocelyn's suit-case from the boot of the car and carried it into the house, slid into his seat behind the wheel and the long, gleaming black vehicle sped away silently back down the drive, beneath the dripping trees. And watching its departure Jocelyn thought—and was almost horror-stricken by the thought!—that from the moment she had first made the acquaintance of Lucien Fitzgerald to the moment she had bade him 'au revoir', she had never once seen him move anything other than his hand or his head.

         The rest of him had been utterly immobile in the car.

      

   


   
      
         
            Chapter three
   

         

         HANNAH, when she got her inside out of the rain, studied her intently for several seconds, holding her by the arms and looking into her face.

         "You don't need me to tell you, Miss Jocelyn," she said, "that you've grown! And you've grown the way Mrs. Fitzgerald said you'd grow—into a handsome enough colleen! But it's easy to teel at a glance that the half of you is English!"

         Jocelyn laughed.

         "You've scarcely altered at all, Hannah," she told her, and it was no more than the truth. The Hannah who had baked her gingerbread cakes, and insisted on her drinking endless glasses of milk because she was so thin—far too thin for Hannah to approve— when she was twelve, and the Hannah who now confronted her and held her tightly, welcomingly, by the arms, might differ from one another in the same fashion as a fresh photograph and a faded one would almost certainly differ from one another, but that was all. Even to the thin hair, greying for years, drawn back tightly into a bun at her nape, and the bunch of keys jingling at her waist, she was just the same old Hannah.

         "And you don't really feel any resentment because I—because Mrs. Fitzgerald—remembered me——?" Jocelyn asked, feeling suddenly anxious lest that feeling was somewhere in Hannah's heart.

         The old housekeeper shook her head quite dedidedly.

         "Why should I? Your mother was a good friend to Mrs. Fitzgerald, and if there are others who might have benefited——"

         She broke off, and Jocelyn interposed quickly:

         "Hannah! Those three nephews of Mrs. Fitzgerald's…. I feel rather dreadful about them! They were left nothing at all!"

         "I know," Hannah said, and compressed her lips together rather tightly, "but I wouldn't let that worry you."

         "But, after all—they're blood relations, and—and——"

         "Sometimes blood relations cause a lot of complications," Hannah expressed it as her opinion, "and personally I'm often glad that I don't possess any relations at all. There won't be anyone to quarrel about what I leave when I die!"

         "But—surely," Jocelyn insisted, "if Mrs. Fitzgerald had any fondness for them—or even if she hadn't, the fact that they seem to live almost on her doorstep, and that I'm a complete outsider—— Well, what do you imagine they'll think about me? What will the whole neighborhood think about me? I'll have to do something to make things more even——"

         "If you've any sense, Miss Jocelyn, you'll do nothing at all but take my advice," Hannah interrupted, "and, believe me, it'll be good advice!" She paused weightily. "Mr. Lucien Fitzgerald, whom you've just met, is in need of nothing at all you now possess—he's enough of his own to buy up this house, and several others like it, if he wanted to. As for Mr. Blaize——"

         "Tell me, Hannah," Jocelyn said quickly, because she had to know, "is Mr. Lucien an invalid? I mean, is he—is he a permanent invalid…? You—you asked how he was, and I noticed that he—he doesn't seem capable of making much movement?"

         "He isn't," the housekeeper answered, rather tersely. "He's paralysed all down one side, and I don't think there's anything anyone can do about it, although quite a few doctors—from London, and all over the place—have tried. He met with an accident several years ago. Nowadays he depends on Hudson to do everything for him, and Hudson is as devoted to him as a mother with only one child."

         "How many years ago did he meet with this accident?" Jocelyn asked, and was not quite sure why she wanted to know this.

         "Nearly ten," Hannah told her at once, and Jocelyn thought, with a fresh kind of little shock:

         "When I was twelve!

         "As for Mr. Blaize," the housekeeper continued, returning to a subject that she had no intention of being separated from until she had had a chance to do it justice, "I'm going warn you about him before ever you meet him! He's a charmer—a bird on a bough could never resist him, and as a general rule women don't want to resist him. And he knows it! And that makes him extra dangerous. Old Mrs. Fitzgerald adored him, but she was often ashamed to own him as her nephew."

         "That sounds a little bit incomprehensible to me," Jocelyn admitted, looking perplexed. "And in any case I still can't understand why she cut him out of her will."

         "Maybe you will when you get to know him," Hannah answered, more sourly.

         "And what about Arthur?" Jocelyn asked.

         "Oh, Artie's just a weakling."

         "And Mrs. Fitzgerald—their mother?"

         "Wait until you meet her," Hannah replied to this, more cagily. "And that you're bound to do before very long. Mount Clodagh, where the family have lived for generations, is the big house of the district, and a lot of entertaining is done there. Mrs. Fitzgerald—young Mrs. Fitzgerald, as we used to call her—has a weakness for it, and anyone who comes to settle in Fairhaven, as you have done, sooner or later finds that they've been put upon her visitinglist."

         "I see," Jocelyn murmured, and thought with a vague feeling of apprehension that if anyone had cause to dislike and mistrust her it was Mrs. Fitzgerald, the mother of Lucien, Blaize and Arthur, all three of whom had been overlooked and ignored in their late aunt's will on account of herself.

         But, later that evening, when the rain stopped and a watery sun shed its light over Fairhaven, and her whole new world looked very fresh and fair viewed from the windows of the house that was now hers, a feeling of wonderment because this amazing thing had happened and she was mistress of the house, with enough money to maintain it if she wished, drove every other thought and back-thought from her mind.

         Hannah served her a meal in the dining-room, a room that had always overawed her when she was twelve because of the magnificent display of silver on the sideboard. Today the thick carpet that had been so carefully preserved throughout the years, and the heavy velour hangings, struck her as slightly overpowering, as did the collection of valuable china and the knick-knacks in the drawing-room, and the festoons of austere portraits that frowned upon her when she ascended the stairs in the hall.

         But outside the heavily-draped windows there were lilac trees that tapped against the panes of glass, and a blaze of lavender-colored plumbago that formed a kind of shrubbery leading to the kitchen-garden. There was a tulip-tree in the centre of an emerald lawn that melted in misty woodland, and wallflowers that were going on blooming banked up in masses against the grey walls of the house. And behind the house there were the gentle green slopes that, farther inland, became misty mountains, and all the front windows of the house looked out towards the sea.

         Before she went to bed, Jocelyn stood in the open window of the drawing-room and felt the cool saltness of it on her face, and the scent of the wallflowers did something to her rather tensed-up nerves and soothed them.

         A bat flew past her ears in the dusk, and disappeared under the eaves of the house, and in some tall trees not very far away an owl hooted solemnly.

         Jocelyn shivered in a kind of unusual ectasy, because all this was hers, and it was so beautiful, and calm, and peaceful. After living in a two-roomed flat in London, and spending her days in a rather cramped little office where nothing ever happened, and Life had just seemed to flow past her, all this that had so recently happened to her was almost more than she could bear, or take in, at the moment.

         And then she caught sight of some lights twinkling on the hill facing her, and she asked herself, could they be the lights of Mount Clodagh? And, remembering Mount Clodagh, she remembered Lucien Fitzgerald, and all at once her feeling of elation passed.

         Ten years, she though, during which she had grown up and earned her living, and ended by inheriting a house—ten years he had been as she had seen him today, a man who moved only his head and his hands, and was dependent on a servant for all the things a normal man would be dependent on no other human being for. A man whose thin face gave away little of the suffering he must have endured, but whose dark hair prematurely sprinkled with frost spoke volumes.

         Her sense of elation passed altogether, and when the owl hooted again in the clump of tall trees she shivered a little and went indoors.
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