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I would like to dedicate this book to my parents for always having my back and being supportive during the hell being bipolar has been. They have been there during the good and bad times.

My husband for remaining by my side and helping me when things go bad. I love you for all eternity.

My beta readers who’ve been great at pushing me to finally finish this book.

And last but not least my best friend, editor, and author Sevannah Storm for all the encouragement and help while we both write.

To all the people suffering from Bipolar disorder

I have it and am proud to announce that I included it in this novel as a disease the main character has.

Bipolar disorder is one of the invisible diseases, which are extremely difficult to explain by the sufferers themselves and can lead to isolation.

This book has the potential of creating awareness for those who don’t know about it.

If after reading this book, you think it would clarify only the smallest bit of our disease to the ‘uninitiated’, so to speak, I will be happy.

It’s a fun book, if I say so myself, which you can share with others without coming across as pushing the bipolar element it’s not the main plot. I would greatly appreciate your review at the end.
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Chapter One
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The crumpled piece of paper in my hands brought me to Scotland. I’d read it at least a dozen times and still didn’t believe I had a great-aunt and never heard about her. Dad had never mentioned her and Mom was sure if he’d known, he would’ve told her. Now here I was on the last leg of my journey to meet the only surviving member on my father’s side. I fiddled with my hair and the dress I’d decided to wear. Mom helped me prepare, even though I’d almost reached forty. We were close, and I moved in with her temporarily. I read the letter once more.

Dear Ellen,

I, Helena Pet, am your great-aunt, and hereby invite you to stay at Balley House.

Everything will be explained once you arrive.

Please, do not feel pressured, but I hope to see you soon,

Love,

Helena

When the car stopped, I tapped the taxi driver on the shoulder. “Are you sure this is the right address?”

The impressive gate we arrived at was tall with spikes on top. The black swirls keeping it together flaked with rust. The property didn’t seem inhabited except for the light coming through the mansion’s window at the end of the cobblestone driveway. A stone wall with barbed wire was attached to the gate on either side and ran as far as I could see, most likely surrounding the property.

“This is Balley House. That’ll be twenty pounds, please,” the driver said.

“You’re not going to drive up there? They’re expecting me. I'm sure the gate will open any minute now.” I sat up straight, checking for movement.

“Lass, you could never pay me enough to go on that property.”

“Why?” I tried to make eye contact through the rearview mirror.

“Twenty pounds please,” he asked again, staring straight ahead. His grip on the steering wheel tightened.

I raised an eyebrow but didn’t ask again; I was late already. Taking my wallet out of my purse, I sighed at the little money I had left. The flight had been delayed, and I'd treated myself to a sundae. Once in Inverness, I ran for the last taxi in line, forgetting to withdraw more cash. Only eighty pounds remained, and the closest town hadn’t looked like it had an ATM.

I paid the driver and got out. He accepted the money and motioned for me to grab my bag from the trunk. He made no move to step out of the car and help. Balancing in my heels on the cobblestones, I marched over to the trunk and heaved my backpack out. I must’ve appeared ridiculous with my long black dress decorated with red flowers and a black and yellow hikers’ backpack. Thankfully, it had stopped raining. That didn't mean it would remain dry for long. I was in Scotland after all.

I draped my jacket over my left arm and struggled to get the backpack strap on my shoulder.

With all my might, I slammed the trunk shut. The second he revved his engine, I regretted the move. I wasn’t out of the way fast enough and received the full brunt of mud kicked up by the wheels. My new dress and shoes were soaked. This was not how I wanted to present myself to my long-lost great-aunt. Well, not lost, but more hushed up by my grandfather. I’d been going for a distinguished look and bought the outfit last minute. The black dress with red flowers wasn’t my usual attire, but I liked it.

Now it stuck to my legs and had traces of mud all over it.

Taking a deep breath, I hiked the backpack higher and hobbled over to the giant black gate. I searched for an intercom and lost my balance, falling against the gate. It opened with an eerie screech of unoiled hinges. I held on for dear life to fight gravity. Once I righted myself, I realised there was no way in hell I would make the walk down the drive in these heels. It was all cobblestone covered in moss. Struggling to get the shoes off and keep the backpack on, I nearly ended up on the ground. Shoes in one hand, jacket over the other arm, I marched forward on bare feet.

To top it off, it started drizzling. I couldn’t put my jacket on without setting everything in the mud first and decided against it. After sliding twice, I reverted to watching the cobblestones, rather than gaping at the house up ahead.

When I was contacted via a letter saying that my great-aunt requested my presence, I had never imagined a mansion. I mean, I’m all up north, right along Loch Ness. A nice little cottage was what I expected. Granddad hadn't been poor, but this was a gentry house. I should have guessed: the house had a name instead of an address. I was so lost in thought, I walked into a wall. At least it felt like a wall until it grabbed my arm to stop me from falling.

When I gazed up, I couldn’t see a thing through the thick curtain of hair that was plastered to my face. Another thing to curse about. I never left home without a scrunchie around my wrist, but my mother thought it was childish. Why do I still listen to my mom at my age? Because I trusted her opinion on this stuff. With one free hand, I wiped the long strands of hair out of my face and gazed into the most handsome face ever.

His muscular forearms were bare and attached to an impressive wide chest. The rolled-up sleeves of a checkered shirt didn’t hide his well-developed biceps. He was a big man overall. Not just tall, but a man that was filled out all over. I loved big men. Why he wasn’t wearing a jacket in this awful weather was beyond me. Not that it helped me much as the raincoat I brought along only covered my arm.

“Hi,” I said.

“Who are ya?” The frown accompanying the question was anything but welcoming, and his grip tightened.

Nothing mattered when his dreamy Scottish brogue erased all thoughts from my mind.

“Ellen,” came out breathy, and I swallowed the drool pooling in my mouth. Naughty Ellen, keep your mind out of the gutter, I admonished myself when I imagined him tearing the clothes off my body.

I was shivering but not from the cold. My nipples pebbled when his thumb caressed my bare wrist.

I imagined those hands all over my body. I would drop my bag and jump him. He'd grab my ass in his strong hands and use a tree to support my back while he ravaged my mouth. I closed my eyes and squeezed my legs together.

A drop of rain in my nostril brought me back. I sputtered and gazed again into the mesmerising eyes.

“Um, sorry, my name is Ellen Pet. Ms. Helena Pet is expecting me.” I frowned in dismay when he let go of me.

Putting a hand behind his head, he grew red. “I’m sorry, let me take your bag and let’s get out of the rain,” he said gruffly.

Ha, his manners embarrassed him. It was cute. He grabbed the backpack, while I still processed his strange behavior, or why he hadn't given me his name.

When he turned, I noticed we were standing at the bottom of the stairs to the open front door. I slipped on the moss-covered first step and ended up having both hands on his very nice butt, which I had been ogling instead of paying attention to my feet.

“If you’re finished fondling my arse, can we move on?” His brogue was heavy and gave me shivers as it washed over me. My face heated up.

The entrance must have once been amazing, now it appeared run down. Curtains were ripped or missing. The giant staircase leading to the first floor missed a step if I wasn’t mistaken. The chandelier was covered in cobwebs with only half the bulbs emitting light, giving the lobby a somewhat gloomy feel, must’ve been beautiful back in the day.

With him being so tall, I had to jog to keep up. I only got a few glimpses of my surroundings. An old standing clock, a well-worn carpet, and some dust-covered pictures passed the review. I counted the doors, to make sure I could make my way back if things didn't work out. On the left, before the start of the staircase, there was a large wooden door with beautiful carvings. On the right, I counted two doors before he opened one leading to what seemed to be the dining room. The next one was mine.

“Here you go. If you want to freshen up, make sure you let the water run for a minute, as it is red brown when it first exits the faucet.” He dumped my backpack at the entrance of a bedroom and left me with that interesting bit of information. I turned in a circle to examine the room.

“Dinner is in an hour,” he yelled from the hallway. I listened for his retreating footsteps. Guess I would have to find my own way to the dining room.

I didn’t have a minute to waste. I wanted to take a shower and get dressed in some decent dry clothes. Dropping my bag on the bed, I nearly choked. So much dust puffed up from the sheets, I was temporarily blind. When the dust settled, I took in the room. The four-poster bed dominating the room was all that made it special. The wall paper was a light shade of grey, the wooden floor a dark brown and even the sheets were some shade of brown. It was all dark and drab.

Dread settled in. I wouldn’t fit in. I loved colours, and it appeared Ms. Helena Pet was one of those black and brown ladies. Maybe, she wouldn’t mind that a youngster brought in some colour. However, if she was a strict as Granddad the few times I met him, I don’t think we’d connect. and my stay will be a short one.

Opening my bag, I took out my clothes, careful not to put them on the dusty bed. The first set of doors was the closet. I opened it and was pleased to find no cobwebs, and as long as I put everything on hangers, I didn’t have to worry about the dust on the shelves. Perusing my options, I decided on my yellow light and wide trousers, and a white blouse that was fitted around the chest, but fell loose under it to hide my ‘love handles’. The other shoes I'd brought, apart from my soaked pumps, were a pair of sandals and heavy boots. The bathroom had a bathtub/shower and a sink, all in a seventies pink with the walls tiled in baby blue squares. They had brown stains. Disgusting. Turning the knob on the faucet, I was glad I got the warning. The red-coloured water resembled blood pouring into the tub. Fascinated, I watched it turn from red to brown to yellow, then when it was nearly clear; I tested the temperature. Cold. I turned the cold tab off and twisted the hot full force. Still freezing cold.

One look in the mirror showed my hair sticking to my face, and the mascara my mom insisted on, would make a raccoon think we were related if he could see my face right now. Why I listened to my mother at thirty-five was simple: she was good at first impressions. Me, I sucked. Guess today would not be any different. A cold shower was not on my agenda. I would fix it all as best I could.

I was not a make-up person, and I’d forgotten to bring make-up remover. Toilet paper it was. After getting rid of all the dirt from my face and legs, I dried my hair and grimaced when I tried to take my hairbrush through it. Searching the bottom of my bag, I found my prized scrunchies. Flipping my hair to the ground, I twisted it into a messy bun and fastened it with one. Glancing at my reflection, I shrugged. Guess I wouldn’t be impressing anyone today. My face was red from rubbing with the toilet paper. A pimple here and there marred my forehead. My blue eyes shone bright between my red-rubbed eyelids.

Not much else I could do about it. It wasn’t as if I was here to pick up a husband, even though a certain burly man with a tight ass, intense eyes, and a sexy Scottish brogue, made my legs turn to jelly.

I was here to meet my great-aunt, and I hoped she wasn’t as uptight as my granddad. Sighing, I put on my trousers and the white blouse. I twisted a scarf around my neck in case it was as cold in the dining room as here and put on the most decent shoes I had; a pair of sandals. I was pretty sure trekking boots would not be appreciated. I glanced around the room for a clock. The walls were bare and painted a soft coffee colour. Grabbing my orange sling bag, I found my phone. An hour had nearly passed, and I still needed to locate the dining room. Before moving on, I went back inside, grabbed another one of my shawls, and wound it around the doorknob. Satisfied I would find my way to my room later with this marker, I hurried down the hall.
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Chapter Two
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Shivering, I searched for a clue as to where I should go. The corridor was dark because quite a few lights weren’t working. With it being autumn and Scotland, the draught seeped from every door.

I knocked before entering the room we passed through earlier, hoping it was the place everyone would be.

“Come in,” a gentle voice called out.

I hesitantly took a few steps and gasped when I raised my gaze. Unlike the rest of what I’d seen so far, this room was gorgeous. Even though we’d passed it to get to my room, I hadn’t had time to admire it. The fire in the fireplace lit up the entire area.

The oval shiny wooden dining table with six chairs was set for four. The red and blue square carpet, albeit worn, was clean and covered a polished wooden floor.

In front of the fireplace sat two large Bordeaux high-back red chairs, a leather sofa in the same colour, and a small coffee table.

A small and rather frail-looking lady occupied one chair when I approached. Could this be my great-aunt?

“Come closer, child,” the woman encouraged.

I paused before straightening and rounding the chair to gape at the woman sitting in her long orange loose-fitting gown. It was like looking in a mirror and adding a few wrinkles and colouring my hair silver. Lavender blue eyes stared back at me. The same small button nose and large mouth gaped. Her mass of silver hair was in a messy bun on top of her head.

This could be me in forty years.

“I can see you got my good looks.” She laughed, ending in a snort. I couldn’t help smiling back. She was right, and it was creeping me out, but I guessed, I just met my great-aunt. This couldn’t be a mistake.

“I apologize for being late, but the taxi driver wasn’t friendly. He dropped me at the gate then drove off, splashing me in mud.” I couldn’t keep my hands still as I talked, fiddling with my scarf and lowering my head. In my mind, I looked like a schoolgirl being called into the principal’s office.

Why was I always so nervous when meeting new people? My mom would’ve talked up a storm by now. She was the social one but having broken her leg, she couldn’t go out much and tried to push me to be brave so she could live vicariously through me. I’d moved back in to take care of her, not to be pushed to go out. And I needed to save on rent now that I was travelling again.

“Townsfolk think the place is haunted, you see.” She winked at me. “I must apologize for waiting this long to contact you. Your grandfather wouldn’t have allowed it had I done it when he was alive, you see. But that’s a story for another time. Please sit.”

Before I could take her up on her offer, I was attacked from behind. Strong hands grabbed my shoulders and turned me.

“Good Lord, she looks just like you fourty years ago,” a woman squealed.

I was staring into a huge cleavage, and before I could react, my face was squished against it. When the mystery woman released me, I didn’t dare glance into her eyes. My cheeks heated. What in the world was going on?

“Let me look at you, lassie.” She held me at arm's length.

I frowned. At thirty-nine I was hardly a child. When I dragged my gaze up, sparkling brown eyes appraised me up and down. Her elaborate white hairdo bobbed when she nodded with a smile at what she saw. This woman was wearing an honest-to-God corset with a hoop skirt. She could have stepped right out of some risque establishment as the ‘madame’ of the ladies of pleasure.

“Grandma, let her go,” a male voice told her.

The handsome Scot I’d met before entered with a platter of steaming food. He wore a pink apron with oven mittens to match. I burst out laughing and couldn’t hold back a snort or two, which got the other ladies giggling alongside me and a raised eyebrow from Mr. Handsome.

“Haha, hilarious. It’s the only apron in the house, and I didn’t want to get this shirt dirty on this special occasion.” He focused on us, “Ms. Ellen, Ms. Helena, and grandma, please join me at the table?”

“Oh, that’s right, I haven’t introduced everyone yet. Gosh, my manners got lost somewhere in this wine, I think.” Helena glanced up from her wineglass.

“I’m Petra, Helena’s best friend, and this here is my grandson, Kerr,” Petra interrupted before Helena could get the introductions over with.

“Best and most annoying friend,” Helena said with a theatrical sigh.

“Woman, you love me, and don’t think to deny it.” They clinked their glasses together and grinned like idiots. So weird seeing them act as if they were teenagers.

“My grandson here helps around the house and is trying to renovate it from top to bottom.” Petra patted his hand, revealing their close relationship.

“And playing guard dog?” I chuckled. Everyone looked at me in various states of shock.

“Sorry, but he grabbed onto me as if he was going to throw me over his shoulder and drag me off the property.” I hid my face by taking a sip of wine.

“Oh, that, yes, we get quite a few tourists wanting to check out the ‘Haunted House’. Sorry about that,” Petra smacked him on the back of the head, “He should’ve known we had a visitor arriving today.”

Their relationship was an affectionate one. She smacked him on the head again, but it was half-hearted. He grumbled but took it as if he was used to this reaction from his grandma his whole life.

I was kind of jealous, because Granddad had been so cold and distant and Grandma died before I was born. My family consisted of me and my mom now that Dad had passed away. The person sitting on my left at this very table was my last living relative besides Mom. I was planning on getting to know her, and hopefully, she would like me enough to let me in her life a bit.

The banter between the three of them was enjoyable. They must have been together for a long time to get along so well. I enjoyed my dinner, listening to their stories.

“What do you do for a living, lass?” Petra asked, and just like that, all eyes were on me.

“I...” The grandfather clock decided that precise moment to gong its way throughout the house. It was eight in the evening. I guess I was saved by the gong. I wasn’t sure if I wanted to reveal too much about myself, without knowing why I’d been invited to visit after all these years of being unaware I even had a great-grandaunt. Especially being unemployed and living back home.

Helena pushed herself from the table. “Is that the time? We should have an early nightcap, then off to bed. What does everyone think?”

Petra was pouting because she was probably hoping for an answer to her question.

Helena winked at me, and I offered a weak smile in return.

Kerr cleared the table as the ladies moved towards the seating area. I collected the plates and followed Kerr out of the door. I was surprised to find the kitchen across the hallway. That seemed odd.

“The grand kitchen is downstairs, but this one is  easier to manage. No grand dinners to prepare for, no need for a full-time cook to help out. Helena ordered me to install a new kitchen.” He shrugged when entering a kitchen that made me breathless in awe. This was a small kitchen? It was as twice as large as the bedroom I was staying in. The wooden floor and beams on the ceiling were gorgeous. There was an honest-to-God fireplace, with a fire dancing within.

I love to bake, and the giant stove made me drool–six gas burners and a big oven. A bright red framed window looked out over a courtyard or something, and the rest of the kitchen was covered from head to toe in cabinets. All in wood radiating warmth.

“If this wasn’t a kitchen before, what was it?” I wondered aloud.

“It was a guest bedroom. I got a blank cheque and went all out.” His smile was filled with pride as it should be.

“It’s beautiful. Straight out of one of those decorating books,” I gushed.

“Thanks,” he said, blushing bright red.

“I had to keep my mom in mind. She comes over to cook twice a week. And she had to love it.” He left after dropping off the plates.

I nodded. That made sense. Placing the dishes in the Belfast sink underneath the window, I could imagine myself cooking here and doing the dishes while enjoying the view. I was about to turn on the water when Kerr entered with the rest of the dishes.

“Don’t bother. The hot water is finished for today. I will need to start the fire tomorrow morning for the boiler to heat. I forgot this morning, so the hot water is out.”

Lighting a fire for a boiler? Sounded old-fashioned. I’d have to ask about that later.

“Do you live here?” I asked.

“I live out back in a cottage. Long story short. My grandma moved in when my granddad died. She arranged for me to live in the cottage and practice my day job there in return for being the handyman in the house. I’m supposed to return the house to its previous glory. That is why I’m allowed to live here for free.” He looked at his hands.

“Sounds like my great-aunt got the better deal here,” I said.

His smile caught my breath. I grabbed onto the sink to steady myself when he turned my way. Having that smile focused on me was like being hit in the stomach. Wow. His eyes twinkled in the soft light, and a dimple appeared on one side.

“Thanks, though I’m not sure if this place will ever be finished before it’s swallowed everyone’s money,” he said.

We were so lost in each other’s gaze, that the shouting of our names startled us both. I laughed and gazed at my shoes, uncomfortable all of a sudden.

The moment gone, Kerr held the door for me. I kept as much distance between our bodies as possible and frowned. I was about to jump his bones with only a smile as seduction. Not sure what would happen if our bodies touched again. I already knew the shape of his ass, and my body ached for more. I’d been single for much too long. But more than a casual fling wasn’t in my future. My last relationship made sure of that.

We entered the dining area again, and I scrunched up my face at the seating arrangement.

The ladies had each taken the single seats, leaving the twin sofa for us.

Out of the corner of my eye, I noticed Kerr lifting an eyebrow in his grandmothers’ direction, who was fascinated with the amber liquid in their small glasses. I guess some meddlesome matchmaking was going on. I didn’t think there was much effort anyone needed to do. At least not from my side on the sexual attraction part. And I hadn’t seen a ring on his finger, plus he seemed interested just now in the kitchen.

“Let’s raise our glass to happy reunions.” Helena’s eyes were misty. I wasn’t sure what was in the glass she handed me, but after raising our glasses, I sipped it anyway. Tears sprang into my eyes while I tried to suppress a cough.

“Are you okay?” Helena’s eyes were twinkling, and Kerr was patting my back. When I could breathe again, I croaked a thank you. His hand stayed on my back and I wasn’t inclined to dislodge it. I restrained myself from purring like a kitten and crawling closer to him.

“What is this?” I held my glass up, still gasping for breath which might not necessarily be purely from the booze.

“My favourite whiskey.” Helena smiled.
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Chapter Three
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It was still early, but I was wide awake. The cold entered through the window panes, freezing my nose off. I tried to hold my pee as long as I could. With a deep breath, I grabbed my clothes, ignoring the water puddle that had formed under the dress hanging on the side of the closet. I’d clean it up later when I’d had a nice cleansing hot shower.

I closed the door to the bathroom, hoping to keep the cold out, and stripped. When I stepped under the stream, I screamed.

Not a ladylike scream, but a bloodcurdling scream. I jumped out of the shower. When a loud bang followed by a grunt came from the bedroom, I grabbed a towel mid-scream.. The grunt turned into a curse. I swung the bathroom door open. My eyes widened. I couldn’t do anything but stare at Kerr standing there huffing and puffing with wood splinters in his hair. I glanced behind him at the source of the splinters.

“What the hell, Kerr. Why did you break the door down?” I clutched the tiny towel tighter around my chest. Of course, I had to grab the smallest towel off the rack.

“You screamed bloody murder.” He gazed around the room, bewildered.

At his explanation, my cheeks glowed. I mumbled, “The water’s freezing.”

When I didn’t get an answer, I glanced up. Kerr was now leaning against the wall, with his arms crossed. Those biceps made my nipples hard. Or was it the chill in the room? My gaze tracked the bobbing of his Adam’s Apple, his strong chin, the dimple in his cheek. Wait, what?

I glanced up and narrowed my eyes.

“Are you laughing at me? You? The one who broke down the door because of a scream?” I took a step closer when his smirk disappeared, and he straightened.

When I waved my hand at the broken door, my towel fell to the ground.

I froze. He inhaled sharply, checking me out before averting his gaze.

I ducked for the towel and covered myself again.

“Get out,” I growled.

With his hands held up in surrender, he backed away. He stopped and raised his chin. I arched my eyebrow when our gazes connected.

“Just making sure you found the towel.” He grinned and winked.

I moved the towel deliberately, giving him a quick glimpse of one breast. He blinked, took a step back, and stumbled, falling backward over the door. I laughed and ran to the bathroom, slamming that door shut.

After dressing without the heat of the shower I so desperately needed, I put a towel under the still-wet dress. The warmth in my cheeks had died, and I shivered. I stepped over the broken door and caught Kerr getting an earful from his grandmother. Grinning, I tiptoed closer to listen.

“Where’s she going to stay now? All the other rooms are without a bathroom, rotting floorboards, broken windows, or... or... at least nothing fit for human habitation,” Petra screamed.

“What’s all this noise about?” Helena asked with a yawn.

In a shrill voice, Petra explained the situation.

“Well, that’s easy, she can stay in Kerr’s guest bedroom.” Helena huffed and banged her door closed.

“Grandma?” Kerr asked.

“You heard Helena. I’ll make coffee while you make sure your guestroom is decent. We will break the news during breakfast,” she said.

“I need to light the boiler first or neither you nor Helena can take a hot shower.” Kerr sighed.

“No complaining about that wood boiler. You insisted it was a good investment, and we agreed based on you firing it up whenever needed,” she growled.

“Yes, yes, I know.” Kerr sounded like a petulant toddler.

“Now, off you go.”

Another door opened and closed.

“Oh, hi, Thomas sorry to interrupt, I’ll be right out of your way.” Petra’s muffled voice carried down the hallway. My eyebrows went up. I didn’t know there were other people in the house.

I covered my mouth in time to stop the scream that wanted to escape at Kerr’s sudden appearance.

“Why would you sneak up on me like that?” I gasped, clutching my chest.

“You’re the one eavesdropping,” he whispered in my ear, after which he winked and, carrying a load of branches, moved past me. I ran after him. I was curious to see where he was going and what this wood boiler entailed. I got an explanation of how the thing works. Mostly, it was a wood stove that somehow heated water via its gasses.

I didn’t understand the details, but with all the dead trees and wood out back, I could see the benefit of this being cheaper and more ecological than other heating systems. But it still seemed like a lot of work.

“Plus, there are always people who have too much wood to use themselves,” he explained further, pointing out different items.

It heated the water for the cast-iron heaters throughout the house same as the hot water from the tabs. And all the water was rainwater except for the kitchen.

I nodded during the one-sided conversation. Still, I was annoyed about the cold shower, which was completely his fault.

“I will go pack my bag again then.” I sighed and left Kerr with his wood boiler.

Half an hour later, Kerr led me through the house to a backdoor. There we strode down a path into a wooded area.

A clearing showed the most beautiful cottage I had ever seen. It seemed to have jumped out of one of those country renovation magazines. It was perfect. White walls with burgundy red windows and shutters. A dark red front door with a brass knocker. Surrounding the house was a wilderness of flora. It might have once been a garden but now it colourfully combined weeds and wildflowers.
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