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         They had been driving since dawn, but for the past two hours—since they had turned off the highway onto the winding road that led through the hill country—Kit Gordy
            had been sleeping. Perhaps not completely sleeping—a part of her mind had remained awake, conscious of the curves of the road,
            of the faint warmth of the September sunlight slanting through the window to warm her hair, and of the two voices in the front
            seat: her mother’s light and lilting, Dan’s low-pitched and even.
         

         
         But Kit rode with her eyes closed and her head settled against the back of the seat. In this way she could keep from joining
            the conversation. I will not talk to them, she told herself. I have nothing to say to them.
         

         
         When the car drew to a stop, she could not keep herself from opening her eyes. When she did, she found her mother turned sideways,
            looking back at her.
         

         
         “Hi, sleepyhead,” Mrs. Rolland said. “You’ve been missing a lot of pretty countryside—pastures and brooks and rolling hills.
            It’s been like something out of a picture book.”
         

         
         “Has it?” Kit asked with disinterest. She straightened in the seat and glanced out of the window. “Are we stopping for gas?”

         
         “That and directions,” Dan Rolland told her. “According to the map, this must be Blackwood Village, even though I can’t find
            a sign anywhere. It shouldn’t be far to the school now. Madame Duret’s letter said it was only about ten miles past the town
            limits.”
         

         
         The service station was small, with only one pump and one attendant, who could be seen through the open door, sitting with
            his feet propped on the cash register, reading a magazine. Kit glanced down the narrow street where the one block was lined
            with storefronts—a grocery store, a pharmacy, a hardware store, and a gift shop with a display of trendy items in the window.
         

         
         “It’s the middle of nowhere,” she said. “There isn’t even a movie theater.”

         
         “I think it’s nice,” Mrs. Rolland said. “I grew up in a little town like this one and it was delightful, with no noise, no
            pressure, everybody knowing everybody else. I didn’t realize places like this existed anymore.”
         

         
         “When we get back from Europe,” Dan said, “maybe we can find one. To live in, I mean.” His voice was gentle—phony, Kit thought—like something from a Sunday afternoon TV show. But her mother didn’t seem to think so. She smiled and tilted
            her head, looking almost girlish, despite the lines at the corners of her eyes and the faint sheen of silver in her dark hair.
         

         
         “Could we?” she asked. “But Dan, your work . . .”

         
         “They have lawyers in little towns as well as big ones. Or I could just drop law altogether and open a movie theater in Blackwood
            Village.”
         

         
         They laughed together, and Kit turned her head.

         
         “The middle of nowhere,” she grumbled again. “A whole year here! I won’t be able to stand it.”

         
          “I wouldn’t worry.” The gentleness was gone from Dan’s voice. “I doubt that you’ll be getting into the village very often.
            Your life will be pretty centered around the school.”
         

         
         He gave the horn a beep and the attendant looked up, startled, took a moment to adjust to the summons, and slowly laid his
            magazine on the counter. He stretched, yawned, and finally got to his feet to come begrudgingly out to the car.
         

         
         “Want some gas, Mister? You can pump it yourself and pay inside.”

         
         “I’ll do that,” Dan said, “but I also need directions. Can you tell us how to find the Blackwood School for Girls?”

         
         “Around here?” The man looked bewildered.

         
         “It’s a boarding school run by a Madame Duret. The post office address is Blackwood Village, but the school itself is supposed
            to be out of town a ways. It used to be a private home owned by a man named Brewer.”
         

         
         “Oh, the Brewer place!” The man nodded in recognition. “Well, sure, I know where that is. I did hear that some foreign lady
            had bought the place. She’s had some of the town people up there during the summer getting it into shape, fixing the roof
            and the grounds and all. I think she’s hired Bob Culler’s girl Natalie to do kitchen work.”
         

         
         “Can you tell us how to get there?” Dan asked patiently.

         
         “That’s easy enough. Just follow this road through town and out the other side. It’ll take you up into the hills, and you’ll
            see a private road cutting in from the left.”
         

         
         He turned and went back inside, and Kit sighed, leaning her head back against the seat.

         
         “Honey, please.” Her mother turned to look at her with worried eyes. “Just give the school a chance. The pictures were so
            lovely with that wonderful old house and the pond and the woods all around it, and Madame Duret was so charming when we met
            her last spring. You seemed happy enough about going when we first suggested it.”
         

         
         “That’s when I thought Tracy was going,” Kit said. “I still don’t see why I can’t go to Europe with you and Dan. I won’t be
            any trouble. I’m sixteen. I can take care of myself.”
         

         
         “Kit, that’s enough.” There was an edge to Dan’s voice. “We’ve been over it and over it. I know your position in the family
            has been different from that of most girls; with just the two of you, your mother has treated you as her equal rather than
            a child. You’re strong-willed and independent and very used to running things. But you are not going with us on our honeymoon.”
         

         
         “But I don’t see—” Kit began. Dan interrupted her.

         
         “No more, now. You’re upsetting your mother.”

         
         He got out of the car, filled the tank, and went inside to pay. Kit and her mom sat in silence until he returned, got into
            the car, and started the engine. They pulled out onto the street and drove past the block of shop fronts and past another
            two blocks of small white houses, and then across a bridge over a narrow river where water swirled in frothy tumult between
            gray stones. Then the town was behind them and they began to climb.
         

         
         Trees grew thicker along the sides of the road as the fields gave way to woodland. Dense and dark and still smelling of summer,
            they laced their branches across the road. Like guards, Kit thought, protecting something that lies beyond.
         

         
         Growing up in the city, she had never had a chance to really know trees, only the ones in the park and the few small, thin
            ones in front of the public library. If you watched those carefully you could mark the seasons by their leaves: translucent
            green ones in the springtime that then drooped in the summer and crinkled and fell with the autumn frost.
         

         
         The trees they passed now were different, wild and strange, living a separate life of their own. Country trees. Mountain trees.

         
         
            
            * * * 

         

         
         “There’s nothing lovelier than upstate New York in the autumn,” Kit’s mother had said when the brochure describing Blackwood
            arrived in the mail. “The school sounds perfect. A small, select number of students, individual instruction in music and art,
            and all sorts of advanced studies that you wouldn’t get in a public high school. When you graduate from Blackwood, Kit, you
            should be able to get into any college in the country.”
         

         
         “This Madame Duret has an impressive background,” Dan had added, studying the written material. “She was the owner and headmistress
            of a girls’ school in London and before that she had one in Paris. And she has a fantastic knowledge of art. I recall reading
            an article about her once in Newsweek. One of the paintings she picked up somewhere at an auction turned out to be an original Vermeer.”
         

         
         “That would interest Tracy,” Kit had said. Her best friend, Tracy Rosenblum, considered herself an artist.

         
         “I wonder,” her mother had said thoughtfully, “if the Rosenblums might want to consider sending Tracy to Blackwood. They can
            certainly afford it, and the two of you have always been inseparable.”
         

         
         “Do you think they might?” Kit’s enthusiasm suddenly went up. She and Tracy had been close friends since elementary school.
            Going away to boarding school wouldn’t be so bad if Tracy were going too.
         

         
         So for six weeks she had drifted along, accepting whatever came—her mother’s marriage to Dan, their plan for a European honeymoon,
            the reams of tests that were necessary for entrance to Blackwood—confident that soon she would escape it all with her best
            friend.
         

         
         Then the notice had arrived that Tracy had not been accepted. It was as though the bottom had dropped out of Kit’s world.

         
         “I’m not going!” she had stormed. “It won’t be any fun without Tracy.” But for the first time in her life, she found herself
            faced with a stubbornness that matched her own.
         

         
         “Of course you’re going,” Dan had told her firmly. “You’ll make new friends. Knowing you, I won’t be surprised if you’re elected
            president of the student body the first week you get there.” He had smiled when he said it but the tone of his voice had left
            no room for argument.
         

         
         
            
              

         

         
         Kit had clung to one last hope that her mother might intercede for her, but that had faded today with each passing mile. Now
            they were on the final lap of the journey, with Blackwood only a matter of minutes away. There could be no turning back at
            this point; it was time to face the inevitable.
         

         
         They almost missed the road because it was not paved. Dan hit the brakes, brought the car to a stop, and backed it up again.

         
         “Could that be it?” he asked, frowning. “There isn’t any name on it. You’d think there would be a sign of some sort directing
            us in.”
         

         
         “Let’s give it a try,” Kit’s mother suggested. “We’ve come a good ten miles, and there haven’t been any other roads.”

         
         “Nothing to lose, I guess.” Dan pulled into the lane, and Kit felt the tires sink a little in the rich, damp soil.

         
         They inched their way along for several yards, and then the road curved and suddenly the trees closed in around them. It was
            as if the highway behind them never existed, for they were in a world of cool darkness where the only sound was the rustle
            of leaves and the only odor the wild, sweet smell of earth and woods.
         

         
         “This can’t be right,” Dan said.

         
         They continued inching forward as the road twisted and rose and turned again, and suddenly they were passing through an open
            gate in a high spiked fence. Gravel crunched beneath the wheels.
         

         
         “This is it,” Kit exclaimed, surprised into speech. “There’s the sign—this is Blackwood!”

         
         For a moment she forgot that she did not want to be there and simply sat, staring wide-eyed at the vista that had opened before
            them. There on a rise above them stood a house such as she had never envisioned in her strangest dreams.
         

         
         It was huge, three stories tall with a black slate roof so steep that it seemed to fall rather than slope to its outer edge.
            The walls were of gray stone, no two of the same size and shape, yet arranged somehow, one upon another, so as to fit together
            like a child’s jigsaw puzzle. The huge front door was flanked by stone lions and the steps leading down to the driveway were
            fashioned of the same stone. Centered on the second-floor level there was a deep-set window of stained glass. The other windows
            were more ordinary in construction, but the late afternoon sunlight struck them now in such a way that it seemed as though
            the entire interior of the mansion was ablaze with orange flames.
         

         
         “Good lord!” Dan exclaimed, letting his breath out in a low whistle. “You won’t be missing a thing, Kit, by not going with
            us to Europe. You’re going to be living in a castle.”
         

         
         “It didn’t look like this in the brochure,” Kit said. “Did it?”

         
         She tried to picture the photograph of the school that had been part of the folder, but she could not see it in her mind.
            It seemed to her that it had been of an ordinary enough looking building, large, of course, as a school would have to be,
            but nothing special.
         

         
         “The picture didn’t do it justice,” her mother said now. “And to think, this was once a private residence! It’s hard to imagine
            what sort of people must have lived here, way up in the hills so far from the nearest little town.”
         

         
         Dan shifted into first gear and they continued up the driveway.

         
         But for some reason it seemed to Kit that they were not covering any distance. The house stood above them still, no closer
            than it had been when they had turned in at the gate. It was an illusion, she knew, something to do with the curve of the
            driveway and the angle at which they were approaching, but the car itself did not seem to be moving. It was as if the house
            were growing larger, reaching out its great gray arms to gather them in. She could not move her eyes from the glowing windows,
            dancing before her like a hundred miniature suns. Kit shivered with the sensation of an icy wind blowing across her heart.
         

         
         “Mom,” she said softly, and then, more loudly, “Mom?”

         
         “What is it, honey?” Her mother turned in the seat to look back at her.

         
         “I don’t want to stay here,” Kit said.

         
         “Now, look,” Dan said impatiently, “there’s no use rehashing this. We’re not taking you abroad with us, and that’s final.
            You’d better accept it, Kit. Your mother and—”
         

         
          “That’s not it,” Kit said frantically. “I don’t care where I stay, Dan. I’ll go back to the city and live with the Rosenblums
            while you and Mom are gone. Or I’ll go to another boarding school. There must be plenty of schools that would take me.”
         

         
         “What’s the matter, honey?” her mother asked with concern. “It’s a quaint-looking place, but it’s really pretty wonderful.
            You’ll get used to it. Before you know it, you’ll be as much at home here as you were in P.S. 37.”
         

         
         “I’ll never be at home here!” Kit cried. “Can’t you feel it, Mom? There’s something about the place—something—” She couldn’t
            find the right word, and so she fell silent as the house grew nearer and nearer and then was upon them.
         

         
         Dan stopped the car and got out and came around to open the doors. “Here we are,” he said. “Hop out. We may as well check
            in with Madame Duret, and I’ll come back out for the luggage.”
         

         
         And then Kit knew the word for which she had been searching. The word was “evil.”
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         The woman who answered the door was completely gray. Her hair was like gray straw, pulled back into a tight bun, and she had the sharp little eyes of a gray mouse.
            She wore a gray dress, hemmed low, and covered by a starched white apron.
         

         
         Her eyes flicked quickly from Kit to her mother and then to Dan. For a moment Kit had the impression that she was going to
            close the door in their faces.
         

         
         “I’m Mr. Rolland,” Dan said to block this possibility. “This is my wife and her daughter, Kathryn Gordy. Madame Duret is expecting
            us.”
         

         
         “This is Monday.” The gray woman spoke with a voice so heavily accented that it was difficult to comprehend the words. “Until
            tomorrow, the school, it does not open.”
         

         
         “We’re aware of that,” Dan said. “We made special arrangements for Kit to arrive a day early. Mrs. Rolland and I are leaving
            the country tomorrow and we need to drive back to the East Coast tonight.”
         

         
         “This is not the day,” the woman said again. “The classes, they do not begin yet.”

         
         “Lucretia!” A stern voice spoke from the hallway beyond. “These people are expected.”

         
         A moment later the maid had moved aside and Madame Duret herself stood framed in the doorway, smiling a greeting.

         
         She hasn’t changed, Kit thought, remembering when they had first seen her. That had been in May when Madame had come into the city to give Kit
            and Tracy entrance examinations. She had seemed an imposing figure then, and now, against the setting of Blackwood, she was
            even more so.
         

         
         Madame Duret was a tall woman, five foot nine or ten, with olive coloring and a striking, high-boned face. Her height was
            increased by a pile of rich, black hair which she wore high on her head like a crown, and the strength of her face was accentuated
            by black brows and a sharp, straight nose. But her most striking feature was her eyes. They were dark and deep-set with a
            gaze so intense that it could almost be felt physically.
         

         
         “How nice it is to see you again.” Madame’s voice was low-pitched and gracious, with only the slightest suggestion of a French
            accent. “You must forgive us. Life here has been so disorganized this week with all the preparations for our influx of young
            people that I did not have the opportunity to mention to Lucretia that one of our girls would be coming early.”
         

         
         “I hope we’re not inconveniencing you,” Mrs. Rolland said. “We leave for a cruise tomorrow. There was simply no way—”

         
         “But of course! Of course! Please come in. Did you have any trouble finding us?”

         
         “Not really,” Dan said. “We got directions from the village.”

         
         They fell into step behind Madame Duret as she moved ahead of them through a hallway with a high, arched ceiling into a pleasantly
            furnished room with a fireplace and a wide-screen TV.
         

         
         “Please, sit down.” Madame gestured them to chairs. “What may I offer you? Coffee, perhaps, or wine? What about a glass of
            sherry?”
         

         
         “That would be great,” Dan said. “Ginny?”

         
         “Lovely,” Kit’s mother said. “Thank you. Really, Madame Duret, I can’t get over this fantastic place. Was it actually once
            a private home?”
         

         
         “Indeed, it was,” Madame said. “Lucretia—” She addressed an aside to the little gray woman, who had appeared noiselessly in
            the doorway as though in response to a silent summons, “please to bring three sherries and a Coke. You would like a soda,
            Kathryn, would you not?”
         

         
         “Yes, please,” Kit said timidly.

         
         “This entire estate,” Madame continued, turning back to the Rollands, “was owned by a man named Brewer who died over ten years
            ago. Since that time it has stood vacant. The heirs, distant cousins of some kind, live on the West Coast and placed it in
            the hands of a realtor. No one has wanted to buy it, which is understandable; it is no normal one-family residence, as you
            can see, and standing empty all that time it picked up something of an unusual reputation. Teenagers from the village used
            to come up here on dates and they would go home with all sorts of weird stories about lights in the windows and bodiless creatures
            floating through the garden.” She laughed, and the Rollands laughed with her.
         

         
         “It sounds exciting,” Kit’s mother said. “I’m going to expect fantastic letters from my daughter telling us about the adventures
            she has here.”
         

         
         There was a break in the conversation as Lucretia came in with a tray. Kit took her glass, happy to have something to do with
            her hands. The terrible feeling that had come upon her at her first glimpse of Blackwood had somewhat faded, but the shadow
            of it still remained.
         

         
         “How many students are there going to be?” she asked.

         
         “That is never a certainty,” Madame Duret told her. “There are always first-day dropouts who get homesick at the thought of
            leaving their parents. We’ll know the final count at Orientation tomorrow. Personally, I think that going away to school is
            an educational experience that should be part of the life of every young woman.”
         

         
         The conversation continued, and Kit sat, sipping her Coke, only half-listening. Tomorrow, she thought, there will be other girls in this room. Perhaps, with young voices ringing through the halls, laughing and chatting and watching the giant television, the atmosphere
            at Blackwood would be different. Maybe, as Dan had suggested, there would be someone among the new arrivals who would be the
            same kind of friend as Tracy, close and companionable and always ready to share a good time.
         

         
         Dan glanced at his watch. “I hate to rush things, but we have a long drive ahead of us. I’d better go out and bring in Kit’s
            suitcases.”
         

         
         “Lucretia will show you where to bring them.” Madame Duret rose from her chair. “While you are getting the luggage, perhaps
            Mrs. Rolland would enjoy a quick look at Blackwood.”
         

         
         “I’d love it,” Kit’s mother told her. “This is a fascinating old mansion. Did you have to do a great deal of renovating?”

         
         “Not as much as one might suppose,” Madame said, leading the way out into the hall. “The original building was well constructed.
            The only actual rebuilding that had to be done was in the upstairs dormitory wing where there had once been a fire. The stone
            structure withstood it well, but the wood paneling was burned away and the furniture had to be replaced. I tried as much as
            I could to duplicate the style of the original pieces.”
         

         
         As she led the way down the hall, she gestured to various doorways, some closed, some open. “The room we just left is the
            living room or, as I prefer to call it, the parlor. This door to my right leads to my office and beyond that lies a suite
            of rooms that I share with my son, Jules. There is a guest residence out behind which has been converted to apartments for
            the other members of the faculty.
         

         
         “Here is the dining room, and on the far side of that is the kitchen. These doors lead to classrooms.” She paused at one door,
            opened it, and flicked on the light. A baby grand piano took up one whole corner of the room, while along the far wall there
            stood an array of musical instruments. Music racks, comfortable chairs, and a large and strangely high-tech recording system
            completed the furnishings.
         

         
         “This, of course, is the music room,” Madame Duret said. “Are you musically inclined, Kathryn?”

         
         “I had a year of piano,” Kit said, “back when I was eleven. I can’t say I was any good at it.”

         
         “You just got impatient,” her mother said. “You didn’t want to take the time to practice. I hope that here at Blackwood you’ll
            take advantage of the chance to get some musical training. It’s something that will give you pleasure all your life.”
         

         
         “We devote much time and effort to the study of the arts,” Madame told them, turning off the light and drawing the door closed.
            “If you had more time you would enjoy browsing through the library, which is very extensive. The paintings throughout the
            house represent a hobby of mine, collecting little-known works of famous artists. But I know that what you are most interested
            in seeing is where Kathryn herself will be living.”
         

         
         The stairway was curved and at its head an immense mirror seemed to double the length of the upstairs hallway. At the hall’s
            end was the stained-glass window that had been evident from the driveway, and the sun slanted through it, lighting the hallway
            in rainbow hues.
         

         
         A series of doors opened onto the hall from both sides. Madame Duret stopped in front of one of these, fumbled in her skirt
            pocket for a key, and inserted it in the brass lock. She turned it, withdrew it, and handed the key to Kit.
         

         
         “We believe in privacy at Blackwood,” she said. “Each student carries her own room key and is encouraged to keep her room
            locked when she is not in it. And here, Kathryn, is where you will be making your nest.”
         

         
         She pushed the door open, and Kit heard her mother catch her breath. She herself could not contain a small gasp of surprise,
            for the room was far more elaborate than anything she could have imagined.
         

         
         The largest piece of furniture was a bed of carved dark wood with a high canopy of rich red velvet. Beside it sat a small
            table bearing an ornate lamp with a ruffled shade. Heavy gold draperies bordered a window, and against the opposite wall there
            stood a walnut bureau, over which hung an oval mirror with a gilded frame. A Persian carpet covered the floor, and under the
            window there stood a rolltop desk with a study lamp.
         

         
         “If this is a dorm room,” Mrs. Rolland exclaimed, “it’s not the kind I ever dreamed of in school!”

         
         “It’s beautiful,” Kit agreed, stunned in spite of herself. Tentatively she reached out and let her hand caress the bedspread.
            “Is this real velvet?”
         

         
         “It is, indeed,” Madame Duret told her. “We want Blackwood to be more than just a school for our students; we want it to be
            an experience they will carry with them long after they have left its halls. We feel that beauty enriches the spirit and that
            young people should learn to be at ease with lovely things.”
         

         
         “But there’s just one bed.” The thought occurred to Kit suddenly. “Won’t I have a roommate?”

         
         “Not at Blackwood,” Madame said. “All our girls have private rooms and baths. I think privacy makes for better study habits,
            don’t you?”
         

         
         “I guess so,” Kit said, recalling the plans she and Tracy had made to room together. It was true that they would probably
            have done more talking than studying, but it would have been fun.
         

         
         “Hello, there!” Dan’s voice called from the top of the stairs. “I’ve got a couple of bags here that feel as though they must
            be stuffed with bricks. Where do you want them?”
         

         
         “Down here, dear,” Kit’s mother called back. “Come and see Kit’s room. You won’t believe it!”

         
         “Wow!” Dan appeared in the doorway, a suitcase in each hand. “This looks more like a palace than a school. You won’t be able
            to toss your stuff all over the place here, Kit.”
         

         
         “We trust our girls to take care of their rooms,” Madame Duret said easily. “And now, if you will excuse me, I must go down
            and speak to our kitchen staff about dinner. We never dine late, Kathryn, because the girl who does the cooking lives in the
            village and has to drive home every evening. Dinner will be served at six thirty in the dining room.”
         

         
         “Okay,” Kit said. “Thank you.”

         
         “Thank you, Madame Duret,” Kit’s mother said. “We’ll stop and say good-bye before we leave.”

         
         They all stood quietly, listening to the headmistress’s quick, strong footsteps as she hurried off down the hall.

         
         “Quite a woman,” Dan commented in a low voice. “Imagine what a job it must have been to turn this ancient place into a modern
            school.”
         

         
         “I’m certainly impressed.” Kit’s mother turned to her. “Honey—” And then suddenly she pulled her daughter to her, and Kit
            could hear the note of pleading in her voice. “Kit, dear, you will be happy here, won’t you? I’d never enjoy a moment of our
            trip if I thought you weren’t. We can make other arrangements, even if it means taking a different cruise later. Your happiness is the most important thing.”
         

         
         At that moment, Kit felt her resentment leave her. She had won, and she could not take advantage of the winning. Putting her
            arms around her mother, she gave her a warm hug.
         

         
         “Of course, I’ll like it,” she said thickly. “You and Dan have a wonderful honeymoon. You deserve it, Mom, if anybody ever
            did. I’m sorry I’ve been so annoying. I’ll be happy here—I promise.”
         

         
         There was a question nagging at the back of her mind. But Kit let it slide away now and become forgotten. Anyway, it didn’t
            really matter why her bedroom door at Blackwood had a lock on the outside—but not on the inside.
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         The bed was high and beautiful, but not particularly comfortable. Kit lay back upon the velvet bedspread and stared up at the wine-colored canopy. Somebody—was it
            Poe?—had written a story about a bed exactly like this one in which the canopy had sunk slowly at night to smother the person
            unlucky enough to be sleeping beneath it. They had read it last year in literature class and there had been squeals of incredulous
            laughter. Now the story didn’t seem so funny.
         

         
         I don’t like canopies, Kit decided, and I don’t like hard mattresses. But I am going to like it at Blackwood even if it kills me. I made Mom a promise.
         

         
         Her mother and Dan had been gone for over an hour now, and still she had not begun to unpack her suitcases. She climbed onto
            the bed at first simply to see what it felt like and, once there, she had remained, staring up at the canopy and thinking.
         

         
         She had been annoying over the past weeks. She could admit it now, and she was ashamed of herself. Her mother had been through enough
            hard work and loneliness since the death of Kit’s father, and she deserved any happiness that came her way. Maybe Dan wasn’t
            the person Kit herself would have gone out and selected for a stepfather, but if her mother loved him, then that was all that
            mattered. In all fairness, no man her mother chose as a second husband would have pleased Kit completely. She had been close
            to her father and no one could ever take his place.
         

         
         
            
              

         

         
         She had been the last person to see him. No one had ever believed that, but it was true. She had been seven at the time and
            had awakened in the night to find her father standing at the foot of her bed, gazing down at her. Although the room had been
            dark, she had been able to see him clearly, his head bent, his gray eyes wistful, and a world of love reflected in his square,
            strong-featured face. Kit had drawn herself up on her elbows and stared at him.
         

         
         “Dad?” she said. “What are you doing here? I thought you were in Chicago on business.”

         
         When he didn’t answer she shivered, realizing suddenly how cold the room had become even though it was midsummer. She lay
            back upon the pillow, pulling the sheet and bedspread up to her chin, and let her eyes close for a moment. When she opened
            them again it was morning, and sunlight streamed through the windows, falling in bright golden patterns upon the bedroom rug.
         

         
         She got up and dressed in shorts and a T-shirt and went downstairs. The house was filled with people.

         
         One of her aunts came over and put an arm around her and said, “Poor baby! Poor little love!”

         
         “What is it?” Kit asked. “What’s happened?” Her eyes took in the group before her. “Why is Mom crying?”

         
         “It’s your father, dear,” her aunt told her. “There was an accident last night and your mother only got the call about it
            this morning. Your father was in a taxi headed back to his hotel, when the driver ran a stop sign—”
         

         
         “But that can’t be true,” Kit interrupted in bewilderment. “He was here last night. I saw him. He came into my bedroom.”

         
         “You were dreaming, dear,” her aunt told her gently.

         
         “I wasn’t,” Kit insisted. “I was awake. Dad was here. I saw him.” Across the room she cried to her mother, “Daddy did come
            home last night, didn’t he? You must have gone to pick him up at the airport. Mom—”
         

         
         Her mother’s face was white and terrible in grief, but she came quickly and took Kit in her arms.

         
         “I wish he had, honey,” she said in a choking voice. “If only he had.”

         
         The year that followed saw many changes in their lives. Her mother, who had never worked before, took a course in business
            school and found a secretarial job with a law firm. She sold the house—“The payments are too much for me to manage,” she said,
            “and I can’t keep up the yard by myself”—and rented an apartment in the city close to the office where she worked.
         

         
         Kit knew it had not been easy. Her mother was a pretty, vivacious woman, and much as she loved her daughter, there was bound
            to be a void in her life, a terrible longing for adult companionship. This had been proven by the change in her spirits since
            she had found Dan.
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