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      Chapter I. DRAMATIS PERSONAE

    






      “How goes it, Frank? Down first, as usual.”

     






      “The early bird gets the worm, Major.”

     






      “Deuced ungallant speech, considering that the lovely Octavia is the

      worm,” and with a significant laugh the major assumed an Englishman's

      favorite attitude before the fire.

    






      His companion shot a quick glance at him, and an expression of anxiety

      passed over his face as he replied, with a well-feigned air of

      indifference, “You are altogether too sharp, Major. I must be on my guard

      while you are in the house. Any new arrivals? I thought I heard a carriage

      drive up not long ago.”

     






      “It was General Snowdon and his charming wife. Maurice Treherne came while

      we were out, and I've not seen him yet, poor fellow!”

     






      “Aye, you may well say that; his is a hard case, if what I heard is true.

      I'm not booked up in the matter, and I should be, lest I make some blunder

      here, so tell me how things stand, Major. We've a good half hour before

      dinner. Sir Jasper is never punctual.”

     






      “Yes, you've a right to know, if you are going to try your fortune with

      Octavia.”

     






      The major marched through the three drawing rooms to see that no

      inquisitive servant was eavesdropping, and, finding all deserted, he

      resumed his place, while young Annon lounged on a couch as he listened

      with intense interest to the major's story.

    






      “You know it was supposed that old Sir Jasper, being a bachelor, would

      leave his fortune to his two nephews. But he was an oddity, and as the

      title must go to young Jasper by right, the old man said Maurice

      should have the money. He was poor, young Jasper rich, and it seemed but

      just, though Madame Mère was very angry when she learned how the will was

      made.”

     






      “But Maurice didn't get the fortune. How was that?”

     






      “There was some mystery there which I shall discover in time. All went

      smoothly till that unlucky yachting trip, when the cousins were wrecked.

      Maurice saved Jasper's life, and almost lost his own in so doing. I fancy

      he wishes he had, rather than remain the poor cripple he is. Exposure,

      exertion, and neglect afterward brought on paralysis of the lower limbs,

      and there he is—a fine, talented, spirited fellow tied to that

      cursed chair like a decrepit old man.”

     






      “How does he bear it?” asked Annon, as the major shook his gray head, with

      a traitorous huskiness in his last words.

    






      “Like a philosopher or a hero. He is too proud to show his despair at such

      a sudden end to all his hopes, too generous to complain, for Jasper is

      desperately cut up about it, and too brave to be daunted by a misfortune

      which would drive many a man mad.”

     






      “Is it true that Sir Jasper, knowing all this, made a new will and left

      every cent to his namesake?”

     






      “Yes, and there lies the mystery. Not only did he leave it away from poor

      Maurice, but so tied it up that Jasper cannot transfer it, and at his

      death it goes to Octavia.”

     






      “The old man must have been demented. What in heaven's name did he mean by

      leaving Maurice helpless and penniless after all his devotion to Jasper?

      Had he done anything to offend the old party?”

     






      “No one knows; Maurice hasn't the least idea of the cause of this sudden

      whim, and the old man would give no reason for it. He died soon after, and

      the instant Jasper came to the title and estate he brought his cousin

      home, and treats him like a brother. Jasper is a noble fellow, with all

      his faults, and this act of justice increases my respect for him,” said

      the major heartily.

    






      “What will Maurice do, now that he can't enter the army as he intended?”

       asked Annon, who now sat erect, so full of interest was he.

    






      “Marry Octavia, and come to his own, I hope.”

     






      “An excellent little arrangement, but Miss Treherne may object,” said

      Annon, rising with sudden kindling of the eye.

    






      “I think not, if no one interferes. Pity, with women, is akin to love, and

      she pities her cousin in the tenderest fashion. No sister could be more

      devoted, and as Maurice is a handsome, talented fellow, one can easily

      foresee the end, if, as I said before, no one interferes to disappoint the

      poor lad again.”

     






      “You espouse his cause, I see, and tell me this that I may stand aside.

      Thanks for the warning, Major; but as Maurice Treherne is a man of unusual

      power in many ways, I think we are equally matched, in spite of his

      misfortune. Nay, if anything, he has the advantage of me, for Miss

      Treherne pities him, and that is a strong ally for my rival. I'll be as

      generous as I can, but I'll not stand aside and relinquish the

      woman I love without a trial first.”

     






      With an air of determination Annon faced the major, whose keen eyes had

      read the truth which he had but newly confessed to himself. Major Royston

      smiled as he listened, and said briefly, as steps approached, “Do your

      best. Maurice will win.”

     






      “We shall see,” returned Annon between his teeth.

    






      Here their host entered, and the subject of course was dropped. But the

      major's words rankled in the young man's mind, and would have been doubly

      bitter had he known that their confidential conversation had been

      overheard. On either side of the great fireplace was a door leading to a

      suite of rooms which had been old Sir Jasper's. These apartments had been

      given to Maurice Treherne, and he had just returned from London, whither

      he had been to consult a certain famous physician. Entering quietly, he

      had taken possession of his rooms, and having rested and dressed for

      dinner, rolled himself into the library, to which led the curtained door

      on the right. Sitting idly in his light, wheeled chair, ready to enter

      when his cousin appeared, he had heard the chat of Annon and the major. As

      he listened, over his usually impassive face passed varying expressions of

      anger, pain, bitterness, and defiance, and when the young man uttered his

      almost fierce “We shall see,” Treherne smiled a scornful smile and

      clenched his pale hand with a gesture which proved that a year of

      suffering had not conquered the man's spirit, though it had crippled his

      strong body.

    






      A singular face was Maurice Treherne's; well-cut and somewhat haughty

      features; a fine brow under the dark locks that carelessly streaked it;

      and remarkably piercing eyes. Slight in figure and wasted by pain, he

      still retained the grace as native to him as the stern fortitude which

      enabled him to hide the deep despair of an ambitious nature from every

      eye, and bear his affliction with a cheerful philosophy more pathetic than

      the most entire abandonment to grief. Carefully dressed, and with no hint

      at invalidism but the chair, he bore himself as easily and calmly as if

      the doom of lifelong helplessness did not hang over him. A single motion

      of the hand sent him rolling noiselessly to the curtained door, but as he

      did so, a voice exclaimed behind him, “Wait for me, cousin.” And as he

      turned, a young girl approached, smiling a glad welcome as she took his

      hand, adding in a tone of soft reproach, “Home again, and not let me know

      it, till I heard the good news by accident.”

     






      “Was it good news, Octavia?” and Maurice looked up at the frank face with

      a new expression in those penetrating eyes of his. His cousin's open

      glance never changed as she stroked the hair off his forehead with the

      caress one often gives a child, and answered eagerly, “The best to me; the

      house is dull when you are away, for Jasper always becomes absorbed in

      horses and hounds, and leaves Mamma and me to mope by ourselves. But tell

      me, Maurice, what they said to you, since you would not write.”

     






      “A little hope, with time and patience. Help me to wait, dear, help me to

      wait.”

     






      His tone was infinitely sad, and as he spoke, he leaned his cheek against

      the kind hand he held, as if to find support and comfort there. The girl's

      face brightened beautifully, though her eyes filled, for to her alone did

      he betray his pain, and in her alone did he seek consolation.

    






      “I will, I will with heart and hand! Thank heaven for the hope, and trust

      me it shall be fulfilled. You look very tired, Maurice. Why go in to

      dinner with all those people? Let me make you cozy here,” she added

      anxiously.

    






      “Thanks, I'd rather go in, it does me good; and if I stay away, Jasper

      feels that he must stay with me. I dressed in haste, am I right, little

      nurse?”

     






      She gave him a comprehensive glance, daintily settled his cravat, brushed

      back a truant lock, and, with a maternal air that was charming, said, “My

      boy is always elegant, and I'm proud of him. Now we'll go in.” But with

      her hand on the curtain she paused, saying quickly, as a voice reached

      her, “Who is that?”

     






      “Frank Annon. Didn't you know he was coming?” Maurice eyed her keenly.

    






      “No, Jasper never told me. Why did he ask him?”

     






      “To please you.”

     






      “Me! When he knows I detest the man. No matter, I've got on the color he

      hates, so he won't annoy me, and Mrs. Snowdon can amuse herself with him.

      The general has come, you know?”

     






      Treherne smiled, well pleased, for no sign of maiden shame or pleasure did

      the girl's face betray, and as he watched her while she peeped, he thought

      with satisfaction, Annon is right, I have the advantage, and I'll

      keep it at all costs.

    






      “Here is Mamma. We must go in,” said Octavia, as a stately old lady made

      her appearance in the drawing room.

    






      The cousins entered together and Annon watched them covertly, while

      seemingly intent on paying his respects to Madame Mère, as his hostess was

      called by her family.

    






      “Handsomer than ever,” he muttered, as his eye rested on the blooming

      girl, looking more like a rose than ever in the peach-colored silk which

      he had once condemned because a rival admired it. She turned to reply to

      the major, and Annon glanced at Treherne with an irrepressible frown, for

      sickness had not marred the charm of that peculiar face, so colorless and

      thin that it seemed cut in marble; but the keen eyes shone with a

      wonderful brilliancy, and the whole countenance was alive with a power of

      intellect and will which made the observer involuntarily exclaim, “That

      man must suffer a daily martyrdom, so crippled and confined; if it last

      long he will go mad or die.”

     






      “General and Mrs. Snowden,” announced the servant, and a sudden pause

      ensued as everyone looked up to greet the newcomers.

    






      A feeble, white-haired old man entered, leaning on the arm of an

      indescribably beautiful woman. Not thirty yet, tall and nobly molded, with

      straight black brows over magnificent eyes; rippling dark hair gathered up

      in a great knot, and ornamented with a single band of gold. A sweeping

      dress of wine-colored velvet, set off with a dazzling neck and arms

      decorated like her stately head with ornaments of Roman gold. At the first

      glance she seemed a cold, haughty creature, born to dazzle but not to win.

      A deeper scrutiny detected lines of suffering in that lovely face, and

      behind the veil of reserve, which pride forced her to wear, appeared the

      anguish of a strong-willed woman burdened by a heavy cross. No one would

      dare express pity or offer sympathy, for her whole air repelled it, and in

      her gloomy eyes sat scorn of herself mingled with defiance of the scorn of

      others. A strange, almost tragical-looking woman, in spite of beauty,

      grace, and the cold sweetness of her manner. A faint smile parted her lips

      as she greeted those about her, and as her husband seated himself beside

      Lady Treherne, she lifted her head with a long breath, and a singular

      expression of relief, as if a burden was removed, and for the time being

      she was free. Sir Jasper was at her side, and as she listened, her eye

      glanced from face to face.

    






      “Who is with you now?” she asked, in a low, mellow voice that was full of

      music.

    






      “My sister and my cousin are yonder. You may remember Tavia as a child,

      she is little more now. Maurice is an invalid, but the finest fellow

      breathing.”

     






      “I understand,” and Mrs. Snowdon's eyes softened with a sudden glance of

      pity for one cousin and admiration for the other, for she knew the facts.

    






      “Major Royston, my father's friend, and Frank Annon, my own. Do you know

      him?” asked Sir Jasper.

    






      “No.”

     






      “Then allow me to make him happy by presenting him, may I?”

     






      “Not now. I'd rather see your cousin.”

     






      “Thanks, you are very kind. I'll bring him over.”

     






      “Stay, let me go to him,” began the lady, with more feeling in face and

      voice than one would believe her capable of showing.

    






      “Pardon, it will offend him, he will not be pitied, or relinquish any of

      the duties or privileges of a gentleman which he can possibly perform. He

      is proud, we can understand the feeling, so let us humor the poor fellow.”

     






      Mrs. Snowdon bowed silently, and Sir Jasper called out in his hearty,

      blunt way, as if nothing was amiss with his cousin, “Maurice, I've an

      honor for you. Come and receive it.”

     






      Divining what it was, Treherne noiselessly crossed the room, and with no

      sign of self-consciousness or embarrassment, was presented to the handsome

      woman. Thinking his presence might be a restraint, Sir Jasper went away.

      The instant his back was turned, a change came over both: an almost grim

      expression replaced the suavity of Treherne's face, and Mrs. Snowdon's

      smile faded suddenly, while a deep flush rose to her brow, as her eyes

      questioned his beseechingly.

    






      “How dared you come?” he asked below his breath.

    






      “The general insisted.”

     






      “And you could not change his purpose; poor woman!”

     






      “You will not be pitied, neither will I,” and her eyes flashed; then the

      fire was quenched in tears, and her voice lost all its pride in a pleading

      tone.

    






      “Forgive me, I longed to see you since your illness, and so I 'dared' to

      come.”

     






      “You shall be gratified; look, quite helpless, crippled for life,

      perhaps.”

     






      The chair was turned from the groups about the fire, and as he spoke, with

      a bitter laugh Treherne threw back the skin which covered his knees, and

      showed her the useless limbs once so strong and fleet. She shrank and

      paled, put out her hand to arrest him, and cried in an indignant whisper,

      “No, no, not that! You know I never meant such cruel curiosity, such

      useless pain to both—”

     






      “Be still, someone is coming,” he returned inaudibly; adding aloud, as he

      adjusted the skin and smoothed the rich fur as if speaking of it, “Yes, it

      is a very fine one, Jasper gave it to me. He spoils me, like a dear,

      generous-hearted fellow as he is. Ah, Octavia, what can I do for you?”

     






      “Nothing, thank you. I want to recall myself to Mrs. Snowdon's memory, if

      she will let me.”

     






      “No need of that; I never forget happy faces and pretty pictures. Two

      years ago I saw you at your first ball, and longed to be a girl again.”

     






      As she spoke, Mrs. Snowdon pressed the hand shyly offered, and smiled at

      the spirited face before her, though the shadow in her own eyes deepened

      as she met the bright glance of the girl.

    






      “How kind you were that night! I remember you let me chatter away about my

      family, my cousin, and my foolish little affairs with the sweetest

      patience, and made me very happy by your interest. I was homesick, and

      Aunt could never bear to hear of those things. It was before your

      marriage, and all the kinder, for you were the queen of the night, yet had

      a word for poor little me.”

     






      Mrs. Snowdon was pale to the lips, and Maurice impatiently tapped the arm

      of his chair, while the girl innocently chatted on.

    






      “I am sorry the general is such an invalid; yet I dare say you find great

      happiness in taking care of him. It is so pleasant to be of use to those

      we love.” And as she spoke, Octavia leaned over her cousin to hand him the

      glove he had dropped.

    






      The affectionate smile that accompanied the act made the color deepen

      again in Mrs. Snowdon's cheek, and lit a spark in her softened eyes. Her

      lips curled and her voice was sweetly sarcastic as she answered, “Yes, it

      is charming to devote one's life to these dear invalids, and find one's

      reward in their gratitude. Youth, beauty, health, and happiness are small

      sacrifices if one wins a little comfort for the poor sufferers.”

     






      The girl felt the sarcasm under the soft words and drew back with a

      troubled face.

    






      Maurice smiled, and glanced from one to the other, saying significantly,

      “Well for me that my little nurse loves her labor, and finds no sacrifice

      in it. I am fortunate in my choice.”

     






      “I trust it may prove so—” Mrs. Snowdon got no further, for at that

      moment dinner was announced, and Sir Jasper took her away. Annon

      approached with him and offered his arm to Miss Treherne, but with an air

      of surprise, and a little gesture of refusal, she said coldly:

    






      “My cousin always takes me in to dinner. Be good enough to escort the

      major.” And with her hand on the arm of the chair, she walked away with a

      mischievous glitter in her eyes.

    






      Annon frowned and fell back, saying sharply, “Come, Major, what are you

      doing there?”

     






      “Making discoveries.”

     




















 



















      Chapter II. BYPLAY

    






      A right splendid old dowager was Lady Treherne, in her black velvet and

      point lace, as she sat erect and stately on a couch by the drawing-room

      fire, a couch which no one dare occupy in her absence, or share uninvited.

      The gentlemen were still over their wine, and the three ladies were alone.

      My lady never dozed in public, Mrs. Snowdon never gossiped, and Octavia

      never troubled herself to entertain any guests but those of her own age,

      so long pauses fell, and conversation languished, till Mrs. Snowdon roamed

      away into the library. As she disappeared, Lady Treherne beckoned to her

      daughter, who was idly making chords at the grand piano. Seating herself

      on the ottoman at her mother's feet, the girl took the still handsome hand

      in her own and amused herself with examining the old-fashioned jewels that

      covered it, a pretext for occupying her telltale eyes, as she suspected

      what was coming.

    






      “My dear, I'm not pleased with you, and I tell you so at once, that you

      may amend your fault,” began Madame Mère in a tender tone, for though a

      haughty, imperious woman, she idolized her children.

    






      “What have I done, Mamma?” asked the girl.

    






      “Say rather, what have you left undone. You have been very rude to Mr.

      Annon. It must not occur again; not only because he is a guest, but

      because he is your—brother's friend.”

     






      My lady hesitated over the word “lover,” and changed it, for to her

      Octavia still seemed a child, and though anxious for the alliance, she

      forbore to speak openly, lest the girl should turn willful, as she

      inherited her mother's high spirit.

    






      “I'm sorry, Mamma. But how can I help it, when he teases me so that I

      detest him?” said Octavia, petulantly.

    






      “How tease, my love?”

     






      “Why, he follows me about like a dog, puts on a sentimental look when I

      appear; blushes, and beams, and bows at everything I say, if I am polite;

      frowns and sighs if I'm not; and glowers tragically at every man I speak

      to, even poor Maurice. Oh, Mamma, what foolish creatures men are!” And the

      girl laughed blithely, as she looked up for the first time into her

      mother's face.

    






      My lady smiled, as she stroked the bright head at her knee, but asked

      quickly, “Why say 'even poor Maurice,' as if it were impossible for anyone

      to be jealous of him?”

     






      “But isn't it, Mamma? I thought strong, well men regarded him as one set

      apart and done with, since his sad misfortune.”

     






      “Not entirely; while women pity and pet the poor fellow, his comrades will

      be jealous, absurd as it is.”

     






      “No one pets him but me, and I have a right to do it, for he is my

      cousin,” said the girl, feeling a touch of jealousy herself.

    






      “Rose and Blanche Talbot outdo you, my dear, and there is no cousinship to

      excuse them.”

     






      “Then let Frank Annon be jealous of them, and leave me in peace. They

      promised to come today; I'm afraid something has happened to prevent

      them.” And Octavia gladly seized upon the new subject. But my lady was not

      to be eluded.

    






      “They said they could not come till after dinner. They will soon arrive.

      Before they do so, I must say a few words, Tavia, and I beg you to give

      heed to them. I desire you to be courteous and amiable to Mr. Annon, and

      before strangers to be less attentive and affectionate to Maurice. You

      mean it kindly, but it looks ill, and causes disagreeable remarks.”

     






      “Who blames me for being devoted to my cousin? Can I ever do enough to

      repay him for his devotion? Mamma, you forget he saved your son's life.”

     






      Indignant tears filled the girl's eyes, and she spoke passionately,

      forgetting that Mrs. Snowdon was within earshot of her raised voice. With

      a frown my lady laid her hand on her daughter's lips, saying coldly, “I do

      not forget, and I religiously discharge my every obligation by every care

      and comfort it is in my power to bestow. You are young, romantic, and

      tender-hearted. You think you must give your time and health, must

      sacrifice your future happiness to this duty. You are wrong, and unless

      you learn wisdom in season, you will find that you have done harm, not

      good.”

     






      “God forbid! How can I do that? Tell me, and I will be wise in time.”

     






      Turning the earnest face up to her own, Lady Treherne whispered anxiously,

      “Has Maurice ever looked or hinted anything of love during this year he

      has been with us, and you his constant companion?”

     






      “Never, Mamma; he is too honorable and too unhappy to speak or think of

      that. I am his little nurse, sister, and friend, no more, nor ever shall

      be. Do not suspect us, or put such fears into my mind, else all our

      comfort will be spoiled.”

     






      Flushed and eager was the girl, but her clear eyes betrayed no tender

      confusion as she spoke, and all her thought seemed to be to clear her

      cousin from the charge of loving her too well. Lady Treherne looked

      relieved, paused a moment, then said, seriously but gently, “This is well,

      but, child, I charge you tell me at once, if ever he forgets himself, for

      this thing cannot be. Once I hoped it might, now it is impossible;

      remember that he continue a friend and cousin, nothing more. I warn you in

      time, but if you neglect the warning, Maurice must go. No more of this;

      recollect my wish regarding Mr. Annon, and let your cousin amuse himself

      without you in public.”

     






      “Mamma, do you wish me to like Frank Annon?”

     






      The abrupt question rather disturbed my lady, but knowing her daughter's

      frank, impetuous nature, she felt somewhat relieved by this candor, and

      answered decidedly, “I do. He is your equal in all respects; he loves you,

      Jasper desires it, I approve, and you, being heart-whole, can have no just

      objection to the alliance.”

     






      “Has he spoken to you?”

     






      “No, to your brother.”

     






      “You wish this much, Mamma?”

     






      “Very much, my child.”

     






      “I will try to please you, then.” And stifling a sigh, the girl kissed her

      mother with unwonted meekness in tone and manner.

    






      “Now I am well pleased. Be happy, my love. No one will urge or distress

      you. Let matters take their course, and if this hope of ours can be

      fulfilled, I shall be relieved of the chief care of my life.”

     






      A sound of girlish voices here broke on their ears, and springing up,

      Octavia hurried to meet her friends, exclaiming joyfully, “They have come!

      they have come!”

     






      Two smiling, blooming girls met her at the door, and, being at an

      enthusiastic age, they gushed in girlish fashion for several minutes,

      making a pretty group as they stood in each other's arms, all talking at

      once, with frequent kisses and little bursts of laughter, as vents for

      their emotion. Madame Mère welcomed them and then went to join Mrs.

      Snowdon, leaving the trio to gossip unrestrained.

    






      “My dearest creature, I thought we never should get here, for Papa had a

      tiresome dinner party, and we were obliged to stay, you know,” cried Rose,

      the lively sister, shaking out the pretty dress and glancing at herself in

      the mirror as she fluttered about the room like a butterfly.

    






      “We were dying to come, and so charmed when you asked us, for we haven't

      seen you this age, darling,” added Blanche, the pensive one, smoothing her

      blond curls after a fresh embrace.

    






      “I'm sorry the Ulsters couldn't come to keep Christmas with us, for we

      have no gentlemen but Jasper, Frank Annon, and the major. Sad, isn't it?”

       said Octavia, with a look of despair, which caused a fresh peal of

      laughter.

    






      “One apiece, my dear, it might be worse.” And Rose privately decided to

      appropriate Sir Jasper.

    






      “Where is your cousin?” asked Blanche, with a sigh of sentimental

      interest.

    






      “He is here, of course. I forget him, but he is not on the flirting list,

      you know. We must amuse him, and not expect him to amuse us, though

      really, all the capital suggestions and plans for merrymaking always come

      from him.”

     






      “He is better, I hope?” asked both sisters with real sympathy, making

      their young faces womanly and sweet.

    






      “Yes, and has hopes of entire recovery. At least, they tell him so, though

      Dr. Ashley said there was no chance of it.”

     






      “Dear, dear, how sad! Shall we see him, Tavia?”

     






      “Certainly; he is able to be with us now in the evening, and enjoys

      society as much as ever. But please take no notice of his infirmity, and

      make no inquiries beyond the usual 'How do you do.' He is sensitive, and

      hates to be considered an invalid more than ever.”

     






      “How charming it must be to take care of him, he is so accomplished and

      delightful. I quite envy you,” said Blanche pensively.

    






      “Sir Jasper told us that the General and Mrs. Snowdon were coming. I hope

      they will, for I've a most intense curiosity to see her—” began

      Rose.

    






      “Hush, she is here with Mamma! Why curious? What is the mystery? For you

      look as if there was one,” questioned Octavia under her breath.

    






      The three charming heads bent toward one another as Rose replied in a

      whisper, “If I knew, I shouldn't be inquisitive. There was a rumor that

      she married the old general in a fit of pique, and now repents. I asked

      Mamma once, but she said such matters were not for young girls to hear,

      and not a word more would she say. N'importe, I have wits of my

      own, and I can satisfy myself. The gentlemen are coming! Am I all right,

      dear?” And the three glanced at one another with a swift scrutiny that

      nothing could escape, then grouped themselves prettily, and waited, with a

      little flutter of expectation in each young heart.

    






      In came the gentlemen, and instantly a new atmosphere seemed to pervade

      the drawing room, for with the first words uttered, several romances

      began. Sir Jasper was taken possession of by Rose, Blanche intended to

      devote herself to Maurice Treherne, but Annon intercepted her, and Octavia

      was spared any effort at politeness by this unexpected move on the part of

      her lover.

    






      “He is angry, and wishes to pique me by devoting himself to Blanche. I

      wish he would, with all my heart, and leave me in peace. Poor Maurice, he

      expects me, and I long to go to him, but must obey Mamma.” And Octavia

      went to join the group formed by my lady, Mrs. Snowdon, the general, and

      the major.

    






      The two young couples flirted in different parts of the room, and Treherne

      sat alone, watching them all with eyes that pierced below the surface,

      reading the hidden wishes, hopes, and fears that ruled them. A singular

      expression sat on his face as he turned from Octavia's clear countenance

      to Mrs. Snowdon's gloomy one. He leaned his head upon his hand and fell

      into deep thought, for he was passing through one of those fateful moments

      which come to us all, and which may make or mar a life. Such moments come

      when least looked for: an unexpected meeting, a peculiar mood, some

      trivial circumstance, or careless word produces it, and often it is gone

      before we realize its presence, leaving aftereffects to show us what we

      have gained or lost. Treherne was conscious that the present hour, and the

      acts that filled it, possessed unusual interest, and would exert an

      unusual influence on his life. Before him was the good and evil genius of

      his nature in the guise of those two women. Edith Snowdon had already

      tried her power, and accident only had saved him. Octavia, all unconscious

      as she was, never failed to rouse and stimulate the noblest attributes of

      mind and heart. A year spent in her society had done much for him, and he

      loved her with a strange mingling of passion, reverence, and gratitude. He

      knew why Edith Snowdon came, he felt that the old fascination had not lost

      its charm, and though fear was unknown to him, he was ill pleased at the

      sight of the beautiful, dangerous woman. On the other hand, he saw that

      Lady Treherne desired her daughter to shun him and smile on Annon; he

      acknowledged that he had no right to win the young creature, crippled and

      poor as he was, and a pang of jealous pain wrung his heart as he watched

      her.

    






      Then a sense of power came to him, for helpless, poor, and seemingly an

      object of pity, he yet felt that he held the honor, peace, and happiness

      of nearly every person present in his hands. It was a strong temptation to

      this man, so full of repressed passion and power, so set apart and shut

      out from the more stirring duties and pleasures of life. A few words from

      his lips, and the pity all felt for him would be turned to fear, respect,

      and admiration. Why not utter them, and enjoy all that was possible? He

      owed the Trehernes nothing; why suffer injustice, dependence, and the

      compassion that wounds a proud man deepest? Wealth, love, pleasure might

      be his with a breath. Why not secure them now?

    






      His pale face flushed, his eye kindled, and his thin hand lay clenched

      like a vise as these thoughts passed rapidly through his mind. A look, a

      word at that moment would sway him; he felt it, and leaned forward,

      waiting in secret suspense for the glance, the speech which should decide

      him for good or ill. Who shall say what subtle instinct caused Octavia to

      turn and smile at him with a wistful, friendly look that warmed his heart?

      He met it with an answering glance, which thrilled her strangely, for

      love, gratitude, and some mysterious intelligence met and mingled in the

      brilliant yet soft expression which swiftly shone and faded in her face.

      What it was she could not tell; she only felt that it filled her with an

      indescribable emotion never experienced before. In an instant it all

      passed, Lady Treherne spoke to her, and Blanche Talbot addressed Maurice,

      wondering, as she did so, if the enchanting smile he wore was meant for

      her.

    






      “Mr. Annon having mercifully set me free, I came to try to cheer your

      solitude; but you look as if solitude made you happier than society does

      the rest of us,” she said without her usual affectation, for his manner

      impressed her.

    






      “You are very kind and very welcome. I do find pleasures to beguile my

      loneliness, which gayer people would not enjoy, and it is well that I can,

      else I should turn morose and tyrannical, and doom some unfortunate to

      entertain me all day long.” He answered with a gentle courtesy which was

      his chief attraction to womankind.

    






      “Pray tell me some of your devices, I'm often alone in spirit, if not so

      in the flesh, for Rose, though a dear girl, is not congenial, and I find

      no kindred soul.”

     






      A humorous glimmer came to Treherne's eyes, as the sentimental damsel

      beamed a soft sigh and drooped her long lashes effectively. Ignoring the

      topic of “kindred souls,” he answered coldly, “My favorite amusement is

      studying the people around me. It may be rude, but tied to my corner, I

      cannot help watching the figures around me, and discovering their little

      plots and plans. I'm getting very expert, and really surprise myself

      sometimes by the depth of my researches.”

     






      “I can believe it; your eyes look as if they possessed that gift. Pray

      don't study me.” And the girl shrank away with an air of genuine

      alarm.

    






      Treherne smiled involuntarily, for he had read the secret of that shallow

      heart long ago, and was too generous to use the knowledge, however

      flattering it might be to him. In a reassuring tone he said, turning away

      the keen eyes she feared, “I give you my word I never will, charming as it

      might be to study the white pages of a maidenly heart. I find plenty of

      others to read, so rest tranquil, Miss Blanche.”

     






      “Who interests you most just now?” asked the girl, coloring with pleasure

      at his words. “Mrs. Snowdon looks like one who has a romance to be read,

      if you have the skill.”

     






      “I have read it. My lady is my study just now. I thought I knew her well,

      but of late she puzzles me. Human minds are more full of mysteries than

      any written book and more changeable than the cloud shapes in the air.”

     






      “A fine old lady, but I fear her so intensely I should never dare to try

      to read her, as you say.” Blanche looked toward the object of discussion

      as she spoke, and added, “Poor Tavia, how forlorn she seems. Let me ask

      her to join us, may I?”

     






      “With all my heart” was the quick reply.

    






      Blanche glided away but did not return, for my lady kept her as well as

      her daughter.

    






      “That test satisfies me; well, I submit for a time, but I think I can

      conquer my aunt yet.” And with a patient sigh Treherne turned to observe

      Mrs. Snowdon.

    






      She now stood by the fire talking with Sir Jasper, a handsome, reckless,

      generous-hearted young gentleman, who very plainly showed his great

      admiration for the lady. When he came, she suddenly woke up from her

      listless mood and became as brilliantly gay as she had been unmistakably

      melancholy before. As she chatted, she absently pushed to and fro a small

      antique urn of bronze on the chimneypiece, and in doing so she more than

      once gave Treherne a quick, significant glance, which he answered at last

      by a somewhat haughty nod. Then, as if satisfied, she ceased toying with

      the ornament and became absorbed in Sir Jasper's gallant badinage.

    






      The instant her son approached Mrs. Snowdon, Madame Mère grew anxious, and

      leaving Octavia to her friends and lover, she watched Jasper. But her

      surveillance availed little, for she could neither see nor hear anything

      amiss, yet could not rid herself of the feeling that some mutual

      understanding existed between them. When the party broke up for the night,

      she lingered till all were gone but her son and nephew.

    






      “Well, Madame Ma Mère, what troubles you?” asked Sir Jasper, as she looked

      anxiously into his face before bestowing her good-night kiss.

    






      “I cannot tell, yet I feel ill at ease. Remember, my son, that you are the

      pride of my heart, and any sin or shame of yours would kill me. Good

      night, Maurice.” And with a stately bow she swept away.

    






      Lounging with both elbows on the low chimneypiece, Sir Jasper smiled at

      his mother's fears, and said to his cousin, the instant they were alone,

      “She is worried about E.S. Odd, isn't it, what instinctive antipathies

      women take to one another?”

     






      “Why did you ask E.S. here?” demanded Treherne.

    






      “My dear fellow, how could I help it? My mother wanted the general, my

      father's friend, and of course his wife must be asked also. I couldn't

      tell my mother that the lady had been a most arrant coquette, to put it

      mildly, and had married the old man in a pet, because my cousin and I

      declined to be ruined by her.”

     






      “You could have told her what mischief she makes wherever she goes,

      and for Octavia's sake have deferred the general's visit for a time. I

      warn you, Jasper, harm will come of it.”

     






      “To whom, you or me?”

     






      “To both, perhaps, certainly to you. She was disappointed once when she

      lost us both by wavering between your title and my supposed fortune. She

      is miserable with the old man, and her only hope is in his death, for he

      is very feeble. You are free, and doubly attractive now, so beware, or she

      will entangle you before you know it.”

     






      “Thanks, Mentor. I've no fear, and shall merely amuse myself for a week—they

      stay no longer.” And with a careless laugh, Sir Jasper strolled away.

    






      “Much mischief may be done in a week, and this is the beginning of it,”

       muttered Treherne, as he raised himself to look under the bronze vase for

      the note. It was gone!

    




















 



















      Chapter III. WHO WAS IT?

    






      Who had taken it? This question tormented Treherne all that sleepless

      night. He suspected three persons, for only these had approached the fire

      after the note was hidden. He had kept his eye on it, he thought, till the

      stir of breaking up. In that moment it must have been removed by the

      major, Frank Annon, or my lady; Sir Jasper was out of the question, for he

      never touched an ornament in the drawing room since he had awkwardly

      demolished a whole étagère of costly trifles, to his mother's and

      sister's great grief. The major evidently suspected something, Annon was

      jealous, and my lady would be glad of a pretext to remove her daughter

      from his reach. Trusting to his skill in reading faces, he waited

      impatiently for morning, resolving to say nothing to anyone but Mrs.

      Snowdon, and from her merely to inquire what the note contained.

    






      Treherne usually was invisible till lunch, often till dinner; therefore,

      fearing to excite suspicion by unwonted activity, he did not appear till

      noon. The mailbag had just been opened, and everyone was busy over their

      letters, but all looked up to exchange a word with the newcomer, and

      Octavia impulsively turned to meet him, then checked herself and hid her

      suddenly crimsoned face behind a newspaper. Treherne's eye took in

      everything, and saw at once in the unusually late arrival of the mail a

      pretext for discovering the pilferer of the note.

    






      “All have letters but me, yet I expected one last night. Major, have you

      got it among yours?” And as he spoke, Treherne fixed his penetrating eyes

      full on the person he addressed.

    






      With no sign of consciousness, no trace of confusion, the major carefully

      turned over his pile, and replied in the most natural manner, “Not a trace

      of it; I wish there was, for nothing annoys me more than any delay or

      mistake about my letters.”

     






      He knows nothing of it, thought Treherne, and turned to Annon, who was

      deep in a long epistle from some intimate friend, with a talent for

      imparting news, to judge from the reader's interest.

    






      “Annon, I appeal to you, for I must discover who has robbed me of

      my letter.”

     






      “I have but one, read it, if you will, and satisfy yourself” was the brief

      reply.

    






      “No, thank you. I merely asked in joke; it is doubtless among my lady's.

      Jasper's letters and mine often get mixed, and my lady takes care of his

      for him. I think you must have it, Aunt.”

     






      Lady Treherne looked up impatiently. “My dear Maurice, what a coil about a

      letter! We none of us have it, so do not punish us for the sins of your

      correspondent or the carelessness of the post.”

     






      She was not the thief, for she is always intensely polite when she intends

      to thwart me, thought Treherne, and, apologizing for his rudeness in

      disturbing them, he rolled himself to his nook in a sunny window and

      became apparently absorbed in a new magazine.

    






      Mrs. Snowdon was opening the general's letters for him, and, having

      finished her little task, she roamed away into the library, as if in

      search of a book. Presently returning with one, she approached Treherne,

      and, putting it into his hand, said, in her musically distinct voice, “Be

      so kind as to find for me the passage you spoke of last night. I am

      curious to see it.”

     






      Instantly comprehending her stratagem, he opened it with apparent

      carelessness, secured the tiny note laid among the leaves, and, selecting

      a passage at hazard, returned her book and resumed his own. Behind the

      cover of it he unfolded and read these words:

    






    I understand, but do not be anxious; the line I left was merely

    this—“I must see you alone, tell me when and where.” No one can

    make much of it, and I will discover the thief before dinner. Do

    nothing, but watch to whom I speak first on entering, when we meet

    in the evening, and beware of that person.








      Quietly transferring the note to the fire with the wrapper of the

      magazine, he dismissed the matter from his mind and left Mrs. Snowdon to

      play detective as she pleased, while he busied himself about his own

      affairs.

    






      It was a clear, bright December day, and when the young people separated

      to prepare for a ride, while the general and the major sunned themselves

      on the terrace, Lady Treherne said to her nephew, “I am going for an

      airing in the pony carriage. Will you be my escort, Maurice?”

     






      “With pleasure,” replied the young man, well knowing what was in store for

      him.

    






      My lady was unusually taciturn and grave, yet seemed anxious to say

      something which she found difficult to utter. Treherne saw this, and ended

      an awkward pause by dashing boldly into the subject which occupied both.

    






      “I think you want to say something to me about Tavie, Aunt. Am I right?”

     






      “Yes.”

     






      “Then let me spare you the pain of beginning, and prove my sincerity by

      openly stating the truth, as far as I am concerned. I love her very

      dearly, but I am not mad enough to dream of telling her so. I know that it

      is impossible, and I relinquish my hopes. Trust me. I will keep silent and

      see her marry Annon without a word of complaint, if you will it. I see by

      her altered manner that you have spoken to her, and that my little friend

      and nurse is to be mine no longer. Perhaps you are wise, but if you do

      this on my account, it is in vain—the mischief is done, and while I

      live I shall love my cousin. If you do it to spare her, I am dumb, and

      will go away rather than cause her a care or pain.”

     






      “Do you really mean this, Maurice?” And Lady Treherne looked at him with a

      changed and softened face.

    






      Turning upon her, Treherne showed her a countenance full of suffering and

      sincerity, of resignation and resolve, as he said earnestly, “I do mean

      it; prove me in any way you please. I am not a bad fellow, Aunt, and I

      desire to be better. Since my misfortune I've had time to test many

      things, myself among others, and in spite of many faults, I do cherish the

      wish to keep my soul honest and true, even though my body be a wreck. It

      is easy to say these things, but in spite of temptation, I think I can

      stand firm, if you trust me.”

     






      “My dear boy, I do trust you, and thank you gratefully for this frankness.

      I never forget that I owe Jasper's life to you, and never expect to repay

      that debt. Remember this when I seem cold or unkind, and remember also

      that I say now, had you been spared this affliction, I would gladly have

      given you my girl. But—”

     






      “But, Aunt, hear one thing,” broke in Treherne. “They tell me that any

      sudden and violent shock of surprise, joy, or sorrow may do for me what

      they hope time will achieve. I said nothing of this, for it is but a

      chance; yet, while there is any hope, need I utterly renounce Octavia?”

     






      “It is hard to refuse, and yet I cannot think it wise to build upon a

      chance so slight. Once let her have you, and both are made unhappy, if the

      hope fail. No, Maurice, it is better to be generous, and leave her free to

      make her own happiness elsewhere. Annon loves her, she is heart-whole, and

      will soon learn to love him, if you are silent. My poor boy, it seems

      cruel, but I must say it.”

     






      “Shall I go away, Aunt?” was all his answer, very firmly uttered, though

      his lips were white.

    






      “Not yet, only leave them to themselves, and hide your trouble if you can.

      Yet, if you prefer, you shall go to town, and Benson shall see that you

      are comfortable. Your health will be a reason, and I will come, or write

      often, if you are homesick. It shall depend on you, for I want to be just

      and kind in this hard case. You shall decide.”

     






      “Then I will stay. I can hide my love; and to see them together will soon

      cease to wound me, if Octavia is happy.”

     






      “So let it rest then, for a time. You shall miss your companion as little

      as possible, for I will try to fill her place. Forgive me, Maurice, and

      pity a mother's solicitude, for these two are the last of many children,

      and I am a widow now.”

     






      Lady Treherne's voice faltered, and if any selfish hope or plan lingered

      in her nephew's mind, that appeal banished it and touched his better

      nature. Pressing her hand he said gently, “Dear Aunt, do not lament over

      me. I am one set apart for afflictions, yet I will not be conquered by

      them. Let us forget my youth and be friendly counselors together for the

      good of the two whom we both love. I must say a word about Jasper, and you

      will not press me to explain more than I can without breaking my promise.”

     






      “Thank you, thank you! It is regarding that woman, I know. Tell me all you

      can; I will not be importunate, but I disliked her the instant I saw her,

      beautiful and charming as she seems.”

     






      “When my cousin and I were in Paris, just before my illness, we met her.

      She was with her father then, a gay old man who led a life of pleasure,

      and was no fit guardian for a lovely daughter. She knew our story and,

      having fascinated both, paused to decide which she would accept: Jasper,

      for his title, or me, for my fortune. This was before my uncle changed his

      will, and I believed myself his heir; but, before she made her choice,

      something (don't ask me what, if you please) occurred to send us from

      Paris. On our return voyage we were wrecked, and then came my illness,

      disinheritance, and helplessness. Edith Dubarry heard the story, but rumor

      reported it falsely, and she believed both of us had lost the fortune. Her

      father died penniless, and in a moment of despair she married the general,

      whose wealth surrounds her with the luxury she loves, and whose failing

      health will soon restore her liberty—”

     






      “And then, Maurice?” interrupted my lady.

    






      “She hopes to win Jasper, I think.”

     






      “Never! We must prevent that at all costs. I had rather see him dead

      before me, than the husband of such a woman. Why is she permitted to visit

      homes like mine? I should have been told this sooner,” exclaimed my lady

      angrily.

    






      “I should have told you had I known it, and I reproved Jasper for his

      neglect. Do not be needlessly troubled, Aunt. There is no blemish on Mrs.

      Snowdon's name, and, as the wife of a brave and honorable man, she is

      received without question; for beauty, grace, or tact like hers can make

      their way anywhere. She stays but a week, and I will devote myself to her;

      this will save Jasper, and, if necessary, convince Tavie of my

      indifference—” Then he paused to stifle a sigh.

    






      “But yourself, have you no fears for your own peace, Maurice? You must not

      sacrifice happiness or honor, for me or mine.”

     






      “I am safe; I love my cousin, and that is my shield. Whatever happens

      remember that I tried to serve you, and sincerely endeavored to forget

      myself.”

     






      “God bless you, my son! Let me call you so, and feel that, though I deny

      you my daughter, I give you heartily a mother's care and affection.”

     






      Lady Treherne was as generous as she was proud, and her nephew had

      conquered her by confidence and submission. He acted no part, yet, even in

      relinquishing all, he cherished a hope that he might yet win the heart he

      coveted. Silently they parted, but from that hour a new and closer bond

      existed between the two, and exerted an unsuspected influence over the

      whole household.

    































      Maurice waited with some impatience for Mrs. Snowdon's entrance, not only

      because of his curiosity to see if she had discovered the thief, but

      because of the part he had taken upon himself to play. He was equal to it,

      and felt a certain pleasure in it for a threefold reason. It would serve

      his aunt and cousin, would divert his mind from its own cares, and,

      perhaps by making Octavia jealous, waken love; for, though he had chosen

      the right, he was but a man, and moreover a lover.

    






      Mrs. Snowdon was late. She always was, for her toilet was elaborate, and

      she liked to enjoy its effects upon others. The moment she entered

      Treherne's eye was on her, and to his intense surprise and annoyance she

      addressed Octavia, saying blandly, “My dear Miss Treherne, I've been

      admiring your peacocks. Pray let me see you feed them tomorrow. Miss

      Talbot says it is a charming sight.”

     






      “If you are on the terrace just after lunch, you will find them there, and

      may feed them yourself, if you like” was the cool, civil reply.

    






      “She looks like a peacock herself in that splendid green and gold dress,

      doesn't she?” whispered Rose to Sir Jasper, with a wicked laugh.

    






      “Faith, so she does. I wish Tavie's birds had voices like Mrs. Snowdon's;

      their squalling annoys me intensely.”

     






      “I rather like it, for it is honest, and no malice or mischief is hidden

      behind it. I always distrust those smooth, sweet voices; they are

      insincere. I like a full, clear tone; sharp, if you please, but decided

      and true.”

     






      “Well said, Octavia. I agree with you, and your own is a perfect sample of

      the kind you describe.” And Treherne smiled as he rolled by to join Mrs.

      Snowdon, who evidently waited for him, while Octavia turned to her brother

      to defend her pets.

    






      “Are you sure? How did you discover?” said Maurice, affecting to admire

      the lady's bouquet, as he paused beside her.

    






      “I suspected it the moment I saw her this morning. She is no actress; and

      dislike, distrust, and contempt were visible in her face when we met. Till

      you so cleverly told me my note was lost, I fancied she was disturbed

      about her brother—or you.”

     






      A sudden pause and a keen glance followed the last softly uttered word,

      but Treherne met it with an inscrutable smile and a quiet “Well, what

      next?”

     






      “The moment I learned that you did not get the note I was sure she had it,

      and, knowing that she must have seen me put it there, in spite of her

      apparent innocence, I quietly asked her for it. This surprised her, this

      robbed the affair of any mystery, and I finished her perplexity by sending

      it to the major the moment she returned it to me, as if it had been

      intended for him. She begged pardon, said her brother was thoughtless, and

      she watched over him lest he should get into mischief; professed to think

      I meant the line for him, and behaved like a charming simpleton, as she

      is.”

     






      “Quite a tumult about nothing. Poor little Tavie! You doubtlessly

      frightened her so that we may safely correspond hereafter.”

     






      “You may give me an answer, now and here.”

     






      “Very well, meet me on the terrace tomorrow morning; the peacocks will

      make the meeting natural enough. I usually loiter away an hour or two

      there, in the sunny part of the day.”

     






      “But the girl?”

     






      “I'll send her away.”

     






      “You speak as if it would be an easy thing to do.”

     






      “It will, both easy and pleasant.”

     






      “Now you are mysterious or uncomplimentary. You either care nothing for a

      tête-à-tête with her, or you will gladly send her out of my way. Which is

      it?”

     






      “You shall decide. Can I have this?”

     






      She looked at him as he touched a rose with a warning glance, for the

      flower was both an emblem of love and of silence. Did he mean to hint that

      he recalled the past, or to warn her that someone was near? She leaned

      from the shadow of the curtain where she sat, and caught a glimpse of a

      shadow gliding away.

    






      “Who was it?” she asked, below her breath.

    






      “A Rose,” he answered, laughing. Then, as if the danger was over, he said,

      “How will you account to the major for the message you sent him?”

     






      “Easily, by fabricating some interesting perplexity in which I want sage

      counsel. He will be flattered, and by seeming to take him into my

      confidence, I can hoodwink the excellent man to my heart's content, for he

      annoys me by his odd way of mounting guard over me at all times. Now take

      me in to dinner, and be your former delightful self.”

     






      “That is impossible,” he said, yet proved that it was not.

    




















 



















      Chapter IV. FEEDING THE PEACOCKS

    






      It was indeed a charming sight, the twelve stately birds perched on the

      broad stone balustrade, or prancing slowly along the terrace, with the sun

      gleaming on their green and golden necks and the glories of their gorgeous

      plumes, widespread, or sweeping like rich trains behind them. In pretty

      contrast to the splendid creatures was their young mistress, in her simple

      morning dress and fur-trimmed hood and mantle, as she stood feeding the

      tame pets from her hand, calling their fanciful names, laughing at their

      pranks, and heartily enjoying the winter sunshine, the fresh wind, and the

      girlish pastime. As Treherne slowly approached, he watched her with

      lover's eyes, and found her very sweet and blithe, and dearer in his sight

      than ever. She had shunned him carefully all the day before, had parted at

      night with a hasty handshake, and had not come as usual to bid him

      good-morning in the library. He had taken no notice of the change as yet,

      but now, remembering his promise to his aunt, he resolved to let the girl

      know that he fully understood the relation which henceforth was to exist

      between them.

    






      “Good-morning, cousin. Shall I drive you away, if I take a turn or two

      here?” he said, in a cheerful tone, but with a half-reproachful glance.

    






      She looked at him an instant, then went to him with extended hand and

      cheeks rosier than before, while her frank eyes filled, and her voice had

      a traitorous tremor in it, as she said, impetuously: “I will be

      myself for a moment, in spite of everything. Maurice, don't think me

      unkind, don't reproach me, or ask my leave to come where I am. There is a

      reason for the change you see in me; it's not caprice, it is obedience.”

     






      “My dear girl, I know it. I meant to speak of it, and show you that I

      understand. Annon is a good fellow, as worthy of you as any man can be,

      and I wish you all the happiness you deserve.”

     






      “Do you?” And her eyes searched his face keenly.

    






      “Yes; do you doubt it?” And so well did he conceal his love, that neither

      face, voice, nor manner betrayed a hint of it.

    






      Her eyes fell, a cloud passed over her clear countenance, and she withdrew

      her hand, as if to caress the hungry bird that gently pecked at the basket

      she held. As if to change the conversation, she said playfully, “Poor

      Argus, you have lost your fine feathers, and so all desert you, except

      kind little Juno, who never forgets her friends. There, take it all, and

      share between you.”

     






      Treherne smiled, and said quickly, “I am a human Argus, and you have been

      a kind little Juno to me since I lost my plumes. Continue to be so, and

      you will find me a very faithful friend.”

     






      “I will.” And as she answered, her old smile came back and her eyes met

      his again.

    






      “Thanks! Now we shall get on happily. I don't ask or expect the old life—that

      is impossible. I knew that when lovers came, the friend would fall into

      the background; and I am content to be second, where I have so long been

      first. Do not think you neglect me; be happy with your lover, dear, and

      when you have no pleasanter amusement, come and see old Maurice.”

     






      She turned her head away, that he might not see the angry color in her

      cheeks, the trouble in her eyes, and when she spoke, it was to say

      petulantly, “I wish Jasper and Mamma would leave me in peace. I hate

      lovers and want none. If Frank teases, I'll go into a convent and so be

      rid of him.”

     






      Maurice laughed, and turned her face toward himself, saying, in his

      persuasive voice, “Give him a trial first, to please your mother. It can

      do no harm and may amuse you. Frank is already lost, and, as you are

      heart-whole, why not see what you can do for him? I shall have a new

      study, then, and not miss you so much.”

     






      “You are very kind; I'll do my best. I wish Mrs. Snowdon would come, if

      she is coming; I've an engagement at two, and Frank will look tragical if

      I'm not ready. He is teaching me billiards, and I really like the game,

      though I never thought I should.”

     






      “That looks well. I hope you'll learn a double lesson, and Annon find a

      docile pupil in both.”

     






      “You are very pale this morning; are you in pain, Maurice?” suddenly asked

      Octavia, dropping the tone of assumed ease and gaiety under which she had

      tried to hide her trouble.

    






      “Yes, but it will soon pass. Mrs. Snowdon is coming. I saw her at the hall

      door a moment ago. I will show her the peacocks, if you want to go. She

      won't mind the change, I dare say, as you don't like her, and I do.”

     






      “No, I am sure of that. It was an arrangement, perhaps? I understand. I

      will not play Mademoiselle De Trop.”

     






      Sudden fire shone in the girl's eyes, sudden contempt curled her lip, and

      a glance full of meaning went from her cousin to the door, where Mrs.

      Snowdon appeared, waiting for her maid to bring her some additional

      wrappings.

    






      “You allude to the note you stole. How came you to play that prank,

      Tavie?” asked Treherne tranquilly.

    






      “I saw her put it under the urn. I thought it was for Jasper, and I took

      it,” she said boldly.

    






      “Why for Jasper?”

     






      “I remembered his speaking of meeting her long ago, and describing her

      beauty enthusiastically—and so did you.”

     






      “You have a good memory.”

     






      “I have for everything concerning those I love. I observed her manner of

      meeting my brother, his devotion to her, and, when they stood laughing

      together before the fire, I felt sure that she wished to charm him again.”

     






      “Again? Then she did charm him once?” asked Treherne, anxious to know how

      much Jasper had told his sister.

    






      “He always denied it, and declared that you were the favorite.”

     






      “Then why not think the note for me?” he asked.

    






      “I do now” was the sharp answer.

    






      “But she told you it was for the major, and sent it.”

     






      “She deceived me; I am not surprised. I am glad Jasper is safe, and I wish

      you a pleasant tête-à-tête.”

     






      Bowing with unwonted dignity, Octavia set down her basket, and walked away

      in one direction as Mrs. Snowdon approached in another.

    






      “I have done it now,” sighed Treherne, turning from the girlish figure to

      watch the stately creature who came sweeping toward him with noiseless

      grace.

    






      Brilliancy and splendor became Mrs. Snowdon; she enjoyed luxury, and her

      beauty made many things becoming which in a plainer woman would have been

      out of taste, and absurd. She had wrapped herself in a genuine Eastern

      burnous of scarlet, blue, and gold; the hood drawn over her head framed

      her fine face in rich hues, and the great gilt tassels shone against her

      rippling black hair. She wore it with grace, and the barbaric splendor of

      the garment became her well. The fresh air touched her cheeks with a

      delicate color; her usually gloomy eyes were brilliant now, and the smile

      that parted her lips was full of happiness.

    






      “Welcome, Cleopatra!” cried Treherne, with difficulty repressing a laugh,

      as the peacocks screamed and fled before the rustling amplitude of her

      drapery.

    






      “I might reply by calling you Thaddeus of Warsaw, for you look very

      romantic and Polish with your pale, pensive face, and your splendid furs,”

       she answered, as she paused beside him with admiration very visibly

      expressed in her eyes.

    






      Treherne disliked the look, and rather abruptly said, as he offered her

      the basket of bread, “I have disposed of my cousin, and offered to do the

      honors of the peacocks. Here they are—will you feed them?”

     






      “No, thank you—I care nothing for the fowls, as you know; I came to

      speak to you,” she said impatiently.

    






      “I am at your service.”

     






      “I wish to ask you a question or two—is it permitted?”

     






      “What man ever refused Mrs. Snowdon a request?”

     






      “Nay, no compliments; from you they are only satirical evasions. I was

      deceived when abroad, and rashly married that old man. Tell me truly how

      things stand.”

     






      “Jasper has all. I have nothing.”

     






      “I am glad of it.”

     






      “Many thanks for the hearty speech. You at least speak sincerely,” he said

      bitterly.

    






      “I do, Maurice—I do; let me prove it.”

     






      Treherne's chair was close beside the balustrade. Mrs. Snowdon leaned on

      the carved railing, with her back to the house and her face screened by a

      tall urn. Looking steadily at him, she said rapidly and low, “You thought

      I wavered between you and Jasper, when we parted two years ago. I did; but

      it was not between title and fortune that I hesitated. It was between duty

      and love. My father, a fond, foolish old man, had set his heart on seeing

      me a lady. I was his all; my beauty was his delight, and no untitled man

      was deemed worthy of me. I loved him tenderly. You may doubt this, knowing

      how selfish, reckless, and vain I am, but I have a heart, and with better

      training had been a better woman. No matter, it is too late now. Next my

      father, I loved you. Nay, hear me—I will clear myself in your

      eyes. I mean no wrong to the general. He is kind, indulgent, generous; I

      respect him—I am grateful, and while he lives, I shall be true to

      him.”

     






      “Then be silent now. Do not recall the past, Edith; let it sleep, for both

      our sakes,” began Treherne; but she checked him imperiously.

    






      “It shall, when I am done. I loved you, Maurice; for, of all the gay,

      idle, pleasure-seeking men I saw about me, you were the only one who

      seemed to have a thought beyond the folly of the hour. Under the seeming

      frivolity of your life lay something noble, heroic, and true. I felt that

      you had a purpose, that your present mood was but transitory—a young

      man's holiday, before the real work of his life began. This attracted,

      this won me; for even in the brief regard you then gave me, there was an

      earnestness no other man had shown. I wanted your respect; I longed to

      earn your love, to share your life, and prove that even in my neglected

      nature slept the power of canceling a frivolous past by a noble future.

      Oh, Maurice, had you lingered one week more, I never should have been the

      miserable thing I am!”

     






      There her voice faltered and failed, for all the bitterness of lost love,

      peace, and happiness sounded in the pathetic passion of that exclamation.

      She did not weep, for tears seldom dimmed those tragical eyes of hers; but

      she wrung her hands in mute despair, and looked down into the

      frost-blighted gardens below, as if she saw there a true symbol of her own

      ruined life. Treherne uttered not a word, but set his teeth with an almost

      fierce glance toward the distant figure of Sir Jasper, who was riding

      gaily away, like one unburdened by a memory or a care.

    






      Hurriedly Mrs. Snowdon went on, “My father begged and commanded me to

      choose your cousin. I could not break his heart, and asked for time,

      hoping to soften him. While I waited, that mysterious affair hurried you

      from Paris, and then came the wreck, the illness, and the rumor that old

      Sir Jasper had disinherited both nephews. They told me you were dying, and

      I became a passive instrument in my father's hands. I promised to recall

      and accept your cousin, but the old man died before it was done, and then

      I cared not what became of me.

    






      “General Snowdon was my father's friend; he pitied me; he saw my desolate,

      destitute state, my despair and helplessness. He comforted, sustained, and

      saved me. I was grateful; and when he offered me his heart and home, I

      accepted them. He knew I had no love to give; but as a friend, a daughter,

      I would gladly serve him, and make his declining years as happy as I

      could. It was all over, when I heard that you were alive, afflicted, and

      poor. I longed to come and live for you. My new bonds became heavy fetters

      then, my wealth oppressed me, and I was doubly wretched—for I dared

      not tell my trouble, and it nearly drove me mad. I have seen you now; I

      know that you are happy; I read your cousin's love and see a peaceful life

      in store for you. This must content me, and I must learn to bear it as I

      can.”

     






      She paused, breathless and pale, and walked rapidly along the terrace, as

      if to hide or control the agitation that possessed her.

    






      Treherne still sat silent, but his heart leaped within him, as he thought,

      “She sees that Octavia loves me! A woman's eye is quick to detect love in

      another, and she asserts what I begin to hope. My cousin's manner just

      now, her dislike of Annon, her new shyness with me; it may be true, and if

      it is—Heaven help me—what am I saying! I must not hope, nor

      wish, nor dream; I must renounce and forget.”

     






      He leaned his head upon his hand, and sat so still Mrs. Snowdon rejoined

      him, pale, but calm and self-possessed. As she drew near, she marked his

      attitude, the bitter sadness of his face, and hope sprang up within her.

      Perhaps she was mistaken; perhaps he did not love his cousin; perhaps he

      still remembered the past, and still regretted the loss of the heart she

      had just laid bare before him. Her husband was failing, and might die any

      day. And then, free, rich, beautiful, and young, what might she not become

      to Treherne, helpless, poor, and ambitious? With all her faults, she was

      generous, and this picture charmed her fancy, warmed her heart, and

      comforted her pain.

    






      “Maurice,” she said softly, pausing again beside him, “if I mistake you

      and your hopes, it is because I dare ask nothing for myself; but if ever a

      time shall come when I have liberty to give or help, ask of me anything,

      and it is gladly yours.”

     






      He understood her, pitied her, and, seeing that she found consolation in a

      distant hope, he let her enjoy it while she might. Gravely, yet

      gratefully, he spoke, and pressed the hand extended to him with an

      impulsive gesture.

    






      “Generous as ever, Edith, and impetuously frank. Thank you for your

      sincerity, your kindness, and the affection you once gave me. I say

      'once,' for now duty, truth, and honor bar us from each other. My life

      must be solitary, yet I shall find work to do, and learn to be content.

      You owe all devotion to the good old man who loves you, and will not fail

      him, I am sure. Leave the future and the past, but let us make the present

      what it may be—a time to forgive and forget, to take heart and begin

      anew. Christmas is a fitting time for such resolves, and the birth of

      friendship such as ours may be.”

     






      Something in his tone and manner struck her, and, eyeing him with soft

      wonder, she exclaimed, “How changed you are!”

     






      “Need you tell me that?” And he glanced at his helpless limbs with a

      bitter yet pathetic look of patience.

    






      “No, no—not so! I mean in mind, not body. Once you were gay and

      careless, eager and fiery, like Jasper; now you are grave and quiet, or

      cheerful, and so very kind. Yet, in spite of illness and loss, you seem

      twice the man you were, and something wins respect, as well as admiration—and

      love.”

     






      Her dark eyes filled as the last word left her lips, and the beauty of a

      touched heart shone in her face. Maurice looked up quickly, asking with

      sudden earnestness, “Do you see it? Then it is true. Yes, I am

      changed, thank God! And she has done it.”

     






      “Who?” demanded his companion jealously.

    






      “Octavia. Unconsciously, yet surely, she has done much for me, and this

      year of seeming loss and misery has been the happiest, most profitable of

      my life. I have often heard that afflictions were the best teachers, and I

      believe it now.”

     






      Mrs. Snowdon shook her head sadly.

    






      “Not always; they are tormentors to some. But don't preach, Maurice. I am

      still a sinner, though you incline to sainthood, and I have one question

      more to ask. What was it that took you and Jasper so suddenly away from

      Paris?”

     






      “That I can never tell you.”

     






      “I shall discover it for myself, then.”

     






      “It is impossible.”

     






      “Nothing is impossible to a determined woman.”

     






      “You can neither wring, surprise, nor bribe this secret from the two

      persons who hold it. I beg of you to let it rest,” said Treherne

      earnestly.

    






      “I have a clue, and I shall follow it; for I am convinced that something

      is wrong, and you are—”

     






      “Dear Mrs. Snowdon, are you so charmed with the birds that you forget your

      fellow-beings, or so charmed with one fellow-being that you forget the

      birds?”

     






      As the sudden question startled both, Rose Talbot came along the terrace,

      with hands full of holly and a face full of merry mischief, adding as she

      vanished, “I shall tell Tavie that feeding the peacocks is such congenial

      amusement for lovers, she and Mr. Annon had better try it.”

     






      “Saucy gypsy!” muttered Treherne.

    






      But Mrs. Snowdon said, with a smile of double meaning, “Many a true word

      is spoken in jest.”

     




















 



















      Chapter V. UNDER THE MISTLETOE

    






      Unusually gay and charming the three young friends looked, dressed alike

      in fleecy white with holly wreaths in their hair, as they slowly descended

      the wide oaken stairway arm in arm. A footman was lighting the hall lamps,

      for the winter dusk gathered early, and the girls were merrily chatting

      about the evening's festivity when suddenly a loud, long shriek echoed

      through the hall. A heavy glass shade fell from the man's hand with a

      crash, and the young ladies clung to one another aghast, for mortal terror

      was in the cry, and a dead silence followed it.

    






      “What was it, John?” demanded Octavia, very pale, but steady in a moment.

    






      “I'll go and see, miss.” And the man hurried away.

    






      “Where did the dreadful scream come from?” asked Rose, collecting her wits

      as rapidly as possible.

    






      “Above us somewhere. Oh, let us go down among people; I am frightened to

      death,” whispered Blanche, trembling and faint.

    






      Hurrying into the parlor, they found only Annon and the major, both

      looking startled, and both staring out of the windows.

    






      “Did you hear it? What could it be? Don't go and leave us!” cried the

      girls in a breath, as they rushed in.

    






      The gentlemen had heard, couldn't explain the cry, and were quite ready to

      protect the pretty creatures who clustered about them like frightened

      fawns. John speedily appeared, looking rather wild, and as eager to tell

      his tale as they to listen.

    






      “It's Patty, one of the maids, miss, in a fit. She went up to the north

      gallery to see that the fires was right, for it takes a power of wood to

      warm the gallery even enough for dancing, as you know, miss. Well, it was

      dark, for the fires was low and her candle went out as she whisked open

      the door, being flurried, as the maids always is when they go in there.

      Halfway down the gallery she says she heard a rustling, and stopped. She's

      the pluckiest of 'em all, and she called out, 'I see you!' thinking it was

      some of us trying to fright her. Nothing answered, and she went on a bit,

      when suddenly the fire flared up one flash, and there right before her was

      the ghost.”

     






      “Don't be foolish, John. Tell us what it was,” said Octavia sharply,

      though her face whitened and her heart sank as the last word passed the

      man's lips.

    






      “It was a tall, black figger, miss, with a dead-white face and a black

      hood. She see it plain, and turned to go away, but she hadn't gone a dozen

      steps when there it was again before her, the same tall, dark thing with

      the dead-white face looking out from the black hood. It lifted its arm as

      if to hold her, but she gave a spring and dreadful screech, and ran to

      Mrs. Benson's room, where she dropped in a fit.”

     






      “How absurd to be frightened by the shadows of the figures in armor that

      stand along the gallery!” said Rose, boldly enough, though she would have

      declined entering the gallery without a light.

    






      “Nay, I don't wonder, it's a ghostly place at night. How is the poor

      thing?” asked Blanche, still hanging on the major's arm in her best

      attitude.

    






      “If Mamma knows nothing of it, tell Mrs. Benson to keep it from her,

      please. She is not well, and such things annoy her very much,” said

      Octavia, adding as the man turned away, “Did anyone look in the gallery

      after Patty told her tale?”

     






      “No, miss. I'll go and do it myself; I'm not afraid of man, ghost, or

      devil, saving your presence, ladies,” replied John.

    






      “Where is Sir Jasper?” suddenly asked the major.

    






      “Here I am. What a deuce of a noise someone has been making. It disturbed

      a capital dream. Why, Tavie, what is it?” And Sir Jasper came out of the

      library with a sleepy face and tumbled hair.

    






      They told him the story, whereat he laughed heartily, and said the maids

      were a foolish set to be scared by a shadow. While he still laughed and

      joked, Mrs. Snowdon entered, looking alarmed, and anxious to know the

      cause of the confusion.

    






      “How interesting! I never knew you kept a ghost. Tell me all about it, Sir

      Jasper, and soothe our nerves by satisfying our curiosity,” she said in

      her half-persuasive, half-commanding way, as she seated herself on Lady

      Treherne's sacred sofa.

    






      “There's not much to tell, except that this place used to be an abbey, in

      fact as well as in name. An ancestor founded it, and for years the monks

      led a jolly life here, as one may see, for the cellar is twice as large as

      the chapel, and much better preserved. But another ancestor, a gay and

      gallant baron, took a fancy to the site for his castle, and, in spite of

      prayers, anathemas, and excommunication, he turned the poor fellows out,

      pulled down the abbey, and built this fine old place. Abbot Boniface, as

      he left his abbey, uttered a heavy curse on all who should live here, and

      vowed to haunt us till the last Treherne vanished from the face of the

      earth. With this amiable threat the old party left Baron Roland to his

      doom, and died as soon as he could in order to begin his cheerful

      mission.”

     






      “Did he haunt the place?” asked Blanche eagerly.

    






      “Yes, most faithfully from that time to this. Some say many of the monks

      still glide about the older parts of the abbey, for Roland spared the

      chapel and the north gallery which joined it to the modern building. Poor

      fellows, they are welcome, and once a year they shall have a chance to

      warm their ghostly selves by the great fires always kindled at Christmas

      in the gallery.”

     






      “Mrs. Benson once told me that when the ghost walked, it was a sure sign

      of a coming death in the family. Is that true?” asked Rose, whose

      curiosity was excited by the expression of Octavia's face, and a certain

      uneasiness in Sir Jasper's manner in spite of his merry mood.

    






      “There is a stupid superstition of that sort in the family, but no one

      except the servants believes it, of course. In times of illness some silly

      maid or croaking old woman can easily fancy they see a phantom, and, if

      death comes, they are sure of the ghostly warning. Benson saw it before my

      father died, and old Roger, the night my uncle was seized with apoplexy.

      Patty will never be made to believe that this warning does not forebode

      the death of Maurice or myself, for the gallant spirit leaves the ladies

      of our house to depart in peace. How does it strike you, Cousin?”

     






      Turning as he spoke, Sir Jasper glanced at Treherne, who had entered while

      he spoke.

    






      “I am quite skeptical and indifferent to the whole affair, but I agree

      with Octavia that it is best to say nothing to my aunt if she is ignorant

      of the matter. Her rooms are a long way off, and perhaps she did not hear

      the confusion.”

     






      “You seem to hear everything; you were not with us when I said that.” And

      Octavia looked up with an air of surprise.

    






      Smiling significantly, Treherne answered, “I hear, see, and understand

      many things that escape others. Jasper, allow me to advise you to smooth

      the hair which your sleep has disarranged. Mrs. Snowdon, permit me. This

      rich velvet catches the least speck.” And with his handkerchief he

      delicately brushed away several streaks of white dust which clung to the

      lady's skirt.

    






      Sir Jasper turned hastily on his heel and went to remake his toilet; Mrs.

      Snowdon bit her lip, but thanked Treherne sweetly and begged him to fasten

      her glove. As he did so, she said softly, “Be more careful next time.

      Octavia has keen eyes, and the major may prove inconvenient.”

     






      “I have no fear that you will,” he whispered back, with a malicious

      glance.

    






      Here the entrance of my lady put an end to the ghostly episode, for it was

      evident that she knew nothing of it. Octavia slipped away to question

      John, and learn that no sign of a phantom was to be seen. Treherne devoted

      himself to Mrs. Snowdon, and the major entertained my lady, while Sir

      Jasper and the girls chatted apart.

    






      It was Christmas Eve, and a dance in the great gallery was the yearly

      festival at the abbey. All had been eager for it, but the maid's story

      seemed to have lessened their enthusiasm, though no one would own it. This

      annoyed Sir Jasper, and he exerted himself to clear the atmosphere by

      affecting gaiety he did not feel. The moment the gentlemen came in after

      dinner he whispered to his mother, who rose, asked the general for his

      arm, and led the way to the north gallery, whence the sound of music now

      proceeded. The rest followed in a merry procession, even Treherne, for two

      footmen carried him up the great stairway, chair and all.

    






      Nothing could look less ghostly now than the haunted gallery. Fires roared

      up a wide chimney at either end, long rows of figures clad in armor stood

      on each side, one mailed hand grasping a lance, the other bearing a

      lighted candle, a device of Sir Jasper's. Narrow windows pierced in the

      thick walls let in gleams of wintry moonlight; ivy, holly, and evergreen

      glistened in the ruddy glow of mingled firelight and candle shine. From

      the arched stone roof hung tattered banners, and in the midst depended a

      great bunch of mistletoe. Red-cushioned seats stood in recessed window

      nooks, and from behind a high-covered screen of oak sounded the blithe air

      of Sir Roger de Coverley.

    






      With the utmost gravity and stateliness my lady and the general led off

      the dance, for, according to the good old fashion, the men and maids in

      their best array joined the gentlefolk and danced with their betters in a

      high state of pride and bashfulness. Sir Jasper twirled the old

      housekeeper till her head spun around and around and her decorous skirts

      rustled stormily; Mrs. Snowdon captivated the gray-haired butler by her

      condescension; and John was made a proud man by the hand of his young

      mistress. The major came out strong among the pretty maids, and Rose

      danced the footmen out of breath long before the music paused.

    






      The merriment increased from that moment, and when the general surprised

      my lady by gallantly saluting her as she unconsciously stood under the

      mistletoe, the applause was immense. Everyone followed the old gentleman's

      example as fast as opportunities occurred, and the young ladies soon had

      as fine a color as the housemaids. More dancing, games, songs, and all

      manner of festival devices filled the evening, yet under cover of the

      gaiety more than one little scene was enacted that night, and in an hour

      of seeming frivolity the current of several lives was changed.

    






      By a skillful maneuver Annon led Octavia to an isolated recess, as if to

      rest after a brisk game, and, taking advantage of the auspicious hour,

      pleaded his suit. She heard him patiently and, when he paused, said

      slowly, yet decidedly, and with no sign of maiden hesitation, “Thanks for

      the honor you do me, but I cannot accept it, for I do not love you. I

      think I never can.”

     






      “Have you tried?” he asked eagerly.

    






      “Yes, indeed I have. I like you as a friend, but no more. I know Mamma

      desires it, that Jasper hopes for it, and I try to please them, but love

      will not be forced, so what can I do?” And she smiled in spite of herself

      at her own blunt simplicity.

    






      “No, but it can be cherished, strengthened, and in time won, with patience

      and devotion. Let me try, Octavia; it is but fair, unless you have already

      learned from another the lesson I hope to teach. Is it so?”

     






      “No, I think not. I do not understand myself as yet, I am so young, and

      this so sudden. Give me time, Frank.”

     






      She blushed and fluttered now, looked half angry, half beseeching, and

      altogether lovely.

    






      “How much time shall I give? It cannot take long to read a heart like

      yours, dear.” And fancying her emotion a propitious omen, he assumed the

      lover in good earnest.

    






      “Give me time till the New Year. I will answer then, and, meantime, leave

      me free to study both myself and you. We have known each other long, I

      own, but, still, this changes everything, and makes you seem another

      person. Be patient, Frank, and I will try to make my duty a pleasure.”

     






      “I will. God bless you for the kind hope, Octavia. It has been mine for

      years, and if I lose it, it will go hardly with me.”

     






      Later in the evening General Snowdon stood examining the antique screen.

      In many places carved oak was pierced quite through, so that voices were

      audible from behind it. The musicians had gone down to supper, the young

      folk were quietly busy at the other end of the hall, and as the old

      gentleman admired the quaint carving, the sound of his own name caught his

      ear. The housekeeper and butler still remained, though the other servants

      had gone, and sitting cosily behind the screen chatted in low tones

      believing themselves secure.

    






      “It was Mrs. Snowdon, Adam, as I'm a living woman, though I

      wouldn't say it to anyone but you. She and Sir Jasper were here wrapped in

      cloaks, and up to mischief, I'll be bound. She is a beauty, but I don't

      envy her, and there'll be trouble in the house if she stays long.”

     






      “But how do you know, Mrs. Benson, she was here? Where's your proof, mum?”

       asked the pompous butler.

    






      “Look at this, and then look at the outlandish trimming of the lady's

      dress. You men are so dull about such matters you'd never observe these

      little points. Well, I was here first after Patty, and my light shone on

      this jet ornament lying near where she saw the spirit. No one has any such

      tasty trifles but Mrs. Snowdon, and these are all over her gown. If that

      ain't proof, what is?”

     






      “Well, admitting it, I then say what on earth should she and Master be up

      here for, at such a time?” asked the slow-witted butler.

    






      “Adam, we are old servants of the family, and to you I'll say what

      tortures shouldn't draw from to another. Master has been wild, as you

      know, and it's my belief that he loved this lady abroad. There was a talk

      of some mystery, or misdeed, or misfortune, more than a year ago, and she

      was in it. I'm loath to say it, but I think Master loves her still, and

      she him. The general is an old man, she is but young, and so spirited and

      winsome she can't in reason care for him as for a fine, gallant gentleman

      like Sir Jasper. There's trouble brewing, Adam, mark my words. There's

      trouble brewing for the Trehernes.”

     






      So low had the voices fallen that the listener could not have caught the

      words had not his ear been strained to the utmost. He did hear all, and

      his wasted face flashed with the wrath of a young man, then grew pale and

      stern as he turned to watch his wife. She stood apart from the others

      talking to Sir Jasper, who looked unusually handsome and debonair as he

      fanned her with a devoted air.

    






      Perhaps it is true, thought the old man bitterly. They are well matched,

      were lovers once, no doubt, and long to be so again. Poor Edith, I was

      very blind. And with his gray head bowed upon his breast the general stole

      away, carrying an arrow in his brave old heart.

    































      “Blanche, come here and rest, you will be ill tomorrow; and I promised

      Mamma to take care of you.” With which elder-sisterly command Rose led the

      girl to an immense old chair, which held them both. “Now listen to me and

      follow my advice, for I am wise in my generation, though not yet gray.

      They are all busy, so leave them alone and let me show you what is to be

      done.”

     






      Rose spoke softly, but with great resolution, and nodded her pretty head

      so energetically that the holly berries came rolling over her white

      shoulders.

    






      “We are not as rich as we might be, and must establish ourselves as soon

      and as well as possible. I intend to be Lady Treherne. You can be the

      Honorable Mrs. Annon, if you give your mind to it.”

     






      “My dear child, are you mad?” whispered Blanche.

    






      “Far from it, but you will be if you waste your time on Maurice. He is

      poor, and a cripple, though very charming, I admit. He loves Tavie, and

      she will marry him, I am sure. She can't endure Frank, but tries to

      because my lady commands it. Nothing will come of it, so try your

      fascinations and comfort the poor man; sympathy now will foster love

      hereafter.”

     






      “Don't talk so here, Rose, someone will hear us,” began her sister, but

      the other broke in briskly.

    






      “No fear, a crowd is the best place for secrets. Now remember what I say,

      and make your game while the ball is rolling. Other people are careful not

      to put their plans into words, but I'm no hypocrite, and say plainly what

      I mean. Bear my sage counsel in mind and act wisely. Now come and begin.”

     






      Treherne was sitting alone by one of the great fires, regarding the gay

      scene with serious air. For him there was neither dancing nor games; he

      could only roam about catching glimpses of forbidden pleasures, impossible

      delights, and youthful hopes forever lost to him. Sad but not morose was

      his face, and to Octavia it was a mute reproach which she could not long

      resist. Coming up as if to warm herself, she spoke to him in her usually

      frank and friendly way, and felt her heart beat fast when she saw how

      swift a change her cordial manner wrought in him.

    






      “How pretty your holly is! Do you remember how we used to go and gather it

      for festivals like this, when we were happy children?” he asked, looking

      up at her with eyes full of tender admiration.

    






      “Yes, I remember. Everyone wears it tonight as a badge, but you have none.

      Let me get you a bit, I like to have you one of us in all things.”

     






      She leaned forward to break a green sprig from the branch over the

      chimneypiece; the strong draft drew in her fleecy skirt, and in an instant

      she was enveloped in flames.

    






      “Maurice, save me, help me!” cried a voice of fear and agony, and before

      anyone could reach her, before he himself knew how the deed was done,

      Treherne had thrown himself from his chair, wrapped the tiger skin tightly

      about her, and knelt there clasping her in his arms heedless of fire,

      pain, or the incoherent expressions of love that broke from his lips.

    




















 



















      Chapter VI. MIRACLES

    






      Great was the confusion and alarm which reigned for many minutes, but when

      the panic subsided two miracles appeared. Octavia was entirely uninjured,

      and Treherne was standing on his feet, a thing which for months he had not

      done without crutches. In the excitement of the moment, no one observed

      the wonder; all were crowding about the girl, who, pale and breathless but

      now self-possessed, was the first to exclaim, pointing to her cousin, who

      had drawn himself up, with the help of his chair, and leaned there

      smiling, with a face full of intense delight.

    






      “Look at Maurice! Oh, Jasper, help him or he'll fall!”

     






      Sir Jasper sprung to his side and put a strong arm about him, while a

      chorus of wonder, sympathy, and congratulations rose about them.

    






      “Why, lad, what does it mean? Have you been deceiving us all this time?”

       cried Jasper, as Treherne leaned on him, looking exhausted but truly

      happy.

    






      “It means that I am not to be a cripple all my life; that they did not

      deceive me when they said a sudden shock might electrify me with a more

      potent magnetism than any they could apply. It has, and if I am

      cured I owe it all to you, Octavia.”

     






      He stretched his hands to her with a gesture of such passionate gratitude

      that the girl covered her face to hide its traitorous tenderness, and my

      lady went to him, saying brokenly, as she embraced him with maternal

      warmth, “God bless you for this act, Maurice, and reward you with a

      perfect cure. To you I owe the lives of both my children; how can I thank

      you as I ought?”

     






      “I dare not tell you yet,” he whispered eagerly, then added, “I am growing

      faint, Aunt. Get me away before I make a scene.”

     






      This hint recalled my lady to her usual state of dignified

      self-possession. Bidding Jasper and the major help Treherne to his room

      without delay, she begged Rose to comfort her sister, who was sobbing

      hysterically, and as they all obeyed her, she led her daughter away to her

      own apartment, for the festivities of the evening were at an end.

    






      At the same time Mrs. Snowdon and Annon bade my lady good-night, as if

      they also were about to retire, but as they reached the door of the

      gallery Mrs. Snowdon paused and beckoned Annon back. They were alone now,

      and, standing before the fire which had so nearly made that Christmas Eve

      a tragical one, she turned to him with a face full of interest and

      sympathy as she said, nodding toward the blackened shreds of Octavia's

      dress, and the scorched tiger skin which still lay at their feet, “That

      was both a fortunate and an unfortunate little affair, but I fear

      Maurice's gain will be your loss. Pardon my frankness for Octavia's sake;

      she is a fine creature, and I long to see her given to one worthy of her.

      I am a woman to read faces quickly; I know that your suit does not prosper

      as you would have it, and I desire to help you. May I?”

     






      “Indeed you may, and command any service of me in return. But to what do I

      owe this unexpected friendliness?” cried Annon, both grateful and

      surprised.

    






      “To my regard for the young lady, my wish to save her from an unworthy

      man.”

     






      “Do you mean Treherne?” asked Annon, more and more amazed.

    






      “I do. Octavia must not marry a gambler!”

     






      “My dear lady, you labor under some mistake; Treherne is by no means a

      gambler. I owe him no goodwill, but I cannot hear him slandered.”

     






      “You are generous, but I am not mistaken. Can you, on your honor, assure

      me that Maurice never played?”

     






      Mrs. Snowdon's keen eyes were on him, and he looked embarrassed for a

      moment, but answered with some hesitation, “Why, no, I cannot say that,

      but I can assure you that he is not an habitual gambler. All young men of

      his rank play more or less, especially abroad. It is merely an amusement

      with most, and among men is not considered dishonorable or dangerous.

      Ladies think differently, I believe, at least in England.”

     






      At the word “abroad,” Mrs. Snowdon's face brightened, and she suddenly

      dropped her eyes, as if afraid of betraying some secret purpose.

    






      “Indeed we do, and well we may, many of us having suffered from this

      pernicious habit. I have had special cause to dread and condemn it, and

      the fear that Octavia should in time suffer what I have suffered as a girl

      urges me to interfere where otherwise I should be dumb. Mr. Annon, there

      was a rumor that Maurice was forced to quit Paris, owing to some

      dishonorable practices at the gaming table. Is this true?”

     






      “Nay, don't ask me; upon my soul I cannot tell you. I only know that

      something was amiss, but what I never learned. Various tales were

      whispered at the clubs, and Sir Jasper indignantly denied them all. The

      bravery with which Maurice saved his cousin, and the sad affliction which

      fell upon him, silenced the gossip, and it was soon forgotten.”

     






      Mrs. Snowdon remained silent for a moment, with brows knit in deep

      thought, while Annon uneasily watched her. Suddenly she glanced over her

      shoulder, drew nearer, and whispered cautiously, “Did the rumors of which

      you speak charge him with—” and the last word was breathed into

      Annon's ear almost inaudibily.

    






      He started, as if some new light broke on him, and stared at the speaker

      with a troubled face for an instant, saying hastily, “No, but now you

      remind me that when an affair of that sort was discussed the other day

      Treherne looked very odd, and rolled himself away, as if it didn't

      interest him. I can't believe it, and yet it may be something of the kind.

      That would account for old Sir Jasper's whim, and Treherne's steady denial

      of any knowledge of the cause. How in heaven's name did you learn this?”

     






      “My woman's wit suggested it, and my woman's will shall confirm or destroy

      the suspicion. My lady and Octavia evidently know nothing, but they shall

      if there is any danger of the girl's being won by him.”

     






      “You would not tell her!” exclaimed Annon.

    






      “I will, unless you do it” was the firm answer.

    






      “Never! To betray a friend, even to gain the woman I love, is a thing I

      cannot do; my honor forbids it.”

     






      Mrs. Snowdon smiled scornfully.

    






      “Men's code of honor is a strong one, and we poor women suffer from it.

      Leave this to me; do your best, and if all other means fail, you may be

      glad to try my device to prevent Maurice from marrying his cousin.

      Gratitude and pity are strong allies, and if he recovers, his strong will

      will move heaven and earth to gain her. Good night.” And leaving her last

      words to rankle in Annon's mind, Mrs. Snowdon departed to endure sleepless

      hours full of tormenting memories, newborn hopes, and alternations of

      determination and despair.

    






      Treherne's prospect of recovery filled the whole house with delight, for

      his patient courage and unfailing cheerfulness had endeared him to all. It

      was no transient amendment, for day by day he steadily gained strength and

      power, passing rapidly from chair to crutches, from crutches to a cane and

      a friend's arm, which was always ready for him. Pain returned with

      returning vitality, but he bore it with a fortitude that touched all who

      witnessed it. At times motion was torture, yet motion was necessary lest

      the torpidity should return, and Treherne took his daily exercise with

      unfailing perseverance, saying with a smile, though great drops stood upon

      his forehead, “I have something dearer even than health to win. Hold me

      up, Jasper, and let me stagger on, in spite of everything, till my twelve

      turns are made.”

     






      He remembered Lady Treherne's words, “If you were well, I'd gladly give my

      girl to you.” This inspired him with strength, endurance, and a happiness

      which could not be concealed. It overflowed in looks, words, and acts; it

      infected everyone, and made these holidays the blithest the old abbey had

      seen for many a day.

    






      Annon devoted himself to Octavia, and in spite of her command to be left

      in peace till the New Year, she was very kind—so kind that hope

      flamed up in his heart, though he saw that something like compassion often

      shone on him from her frank eyes, and her compliance had no touch of the

      tender docility which lovers long to see. She still avoided Treherne, but

      so skillfully that few observed the change but Annon and himself. In

      public Sir Jasper appeared to worship at the sprightly Rose's shrine, and

      she fancied her game was prospering well.

    






      But had any one peeped behind the scenes it would have been discovered

      that during the half hour before dinner, when everyone was in their

      dressing rooms and the general taking his nap, a pair of ghostly black

      figures flitted about the haunted gallery, where no servant ventured

      without orders. The major fancied himself the only one who had made this

      discovery, for Mrs. Snowdon affected Treherne's society in public, and was

      assiduous in serving and amusing the “dear convalescent,” as she called

      him. But the general did not sleep; he too watched and waited, longing yet

      dreading to speak, and hoping that this was but a harmless freak of

      Edith's, for her caprices were many, and till now he had indulged them

      freely. This hesitation disgusted the major, who, being a bachelor, knew

      little of women's ways, and less of their powers of persuasion. The day

      before New Year he took a sudden resolution, and demanded a private

      interview with the general.

    






      “I have come on an unpleasant errand, sir,” he abruptly began, as the old

      man received him with an expression which rather daunted the major. “My

      friendship for Lady Treherne, and my guardianship of her children, makes

      me jealous of the honor of the family. I fear it is in danger, sir; pardon

      me for saying it, but your wife is the cause.”

     






      “May I trouble you to explain, Major Royston” was all the general's reply,

      as his old face grew stern and haughty.

    






      “I will, sir, briefly. I happen to know from Jasper that there were love

      passages between Miss Dubarry and himself a year or more ago in Paris. A

      whim parted them, and she married. So far no reproach rests upon either,

      but since she came here it has been evident to others as well as myself

      that Jasper's affection has revived, and that Mrs. Snowdon does not reject

      and reprove it as she should. They often meet, and from Jasper's manner I

      am convinced that mischief is afloat. He is ardent, headstrong, and

      utterly regardless of the world's opinion in some cases. I have watched

      them, and what I tell you is true.”

     






      “Prove it.”

     






      “I will. They meet in the north gallery, wrapped in dark cloaks, and play

      ghost if anyone comes. I concealed myself behind the screen last evening

      at dusk, and satisfied myself that my suspicions were correct. I heard

      little of their conversation, but that little was enough.”

     






      “Repeat it, if you please.”

     






      “Sir Jasper seemed pleading for some promise which she reluctantly gave,

      saying, 'While you live I will be true to my word with everyone but him.

      He will suspect, and it will be useless to keep it from him.'

    






      “'He will shoot me for this if he knows I am the traitor,' expostulated

      Jasper.

    






      “'He shall not know that; I can hoodwink him easily, and serve my purpose

      also.'

    






      “'You are mysterious, but I leave all to you and wait for my reward. When

      shall I have it, Edith?' She laughed, and answered so low I could not

      hear, for they left the gallery as they spoke. Forgive me, General, for

      the pain I inflict. You are the only person to whom I have spoken, and you

      are the only person who can properly and promptly prevent this affair from

      bringing open shame and scandal on an honorable house. To you I leave it,

      and will do my part with this infatuated young man if you will withdraw

      the temptation which will ruin him.”

     






      “I will. Thank you, Major. Trust to me, and by tomorrow I will prove that

      I can act as becomes me.”

     






      The grief and misery in the general's face touched the major; he silently

      wrung his hand and went away, thanking heaven more fervently than ever

      that no cursed coquette of a woman had it in her power to break his heart.

    






      While this scene was going on above, another was taking place in the

      library. Treherne sat there alone, thinking happy thoughts evidently, for

      his eyes shone and his lips smiled as he mused, while watching the

      splendors of a winter sunset. A soft rustle and the faint scent of violets

      warned him of Mrs. Snowdon's approach, and a sudden foreboding told him

      that danger was near. The instant he saw her face his fear was confirmed,

      for exultation, resolve, and love met and mingled in the expression it

      wore. Leaning in the window recess, where the red light shone full on her

      lovely face and queenly figure, she said, softly yet with a ruthless

      accent below the softness, “Dreaming dreams, Maurice, which will never

      come to pass, unless I will it. I know your secret, and I shall use it to

      prevent the fulfillment of the foolish hope you cherish.”

     






      “Who told you?” he demanded, with an almost fierce flash of the eye and an

      angry flush.

    






      “I discovered it, as I warned you I should. My memory is good, I recall

      the gossip of long ago, I observe the faces, words, and acts of those whom

      I suspect, and unconscious hints from them give me the truth.”

     






      “I doubt it,” and Treherne smiled securely.

    






      She stooped and whispered one short sentence into his ear. Whatever it was

      it caused him to start up with a pale, panic-stricken face, and eye her as

      if she had pronounced his doom.

    






      “Do you doubt it now?” she asked coldly.

    






      “He told you! Even your skill and craft could not discover it alone,” he

      muttered.

    






      “Nay, I told you nothing was impossible to a determined woman. I needed no

      help, for I knew more than you think.”

     






      He sank down again in a despairing attitude and hid his face, saying

      mournfully, “I might have known you would hunt me down and dash my hopes

      when they were surest. How will you use this unhappy secret?”

     






      “I will tell Octavia, and make her duty less hard. It will be kind to both

      of you, for even with her this memory would mar your happiness; and it

      saves her from the shame and grief of discovering, when too late, that she

      has given herself to a—”

     






      “Stop!” he cried, in a tone that made her start and pale, as he rose out

      of his chair white with a stern indignation which awed her for a moment.

      “You shall not utter that word—you know but half the truth, and if

      you wrong me or trouble the girl I will turn traitor also, and tell the

      general the game you are playing with my cousin. You feign to love me as

      you feigned before, but his title is the bait now as then, and you fancy

      that by threatening to mar my hopes you will secure my silence, and gain

      your end.”

     






      “Wrong, quite wrong. Jasper is nothing to me; I use him as a tool,

      not you. If I threaten, it is to keep you from Octavia, who cannot forgive

      the past and love you for yourself, as I have done all these miserable

      months. You say I know but half the truth. Tell me the whole and I will

      spare you.”

     






      If ever a man was tempted to betray a trust it was Treherne then. A word,

      and Octavia might be his; silence, and she might be lost; for this woman

      was in earnest, and possessed the power to ruin his good name forever. The

      truth leaped to his lips and would have passed them, had not his eye

      fallen on the portrait of Jasper's father. This man had loved and

      sheltered the orphan all his life, had made of him a son, and, dying,

      urged him to guard and serve and save the rebellious youth he left, when

      most needing a father's care.

    






      “I promised, and I will keep my promise at all costs,” sighed Treherne,

      and with a gesture full of pathetic patience he waved the fair tempter

      from him, saying steadily, “I will never tell you, though you rob me of

      that which is dearer than my life. Go and work your will, but remember

      that when you might have won the deepest gratitude of the man you profess

      to love, you chose instead to earn his hatred and contempt.”

     






      Waiting for no word of hers, he took refuge in his room, and Edith Snowdon

      sank down upon the couch, struggling with contending emotions of love and

      jealousy, remorse and despair. How long she sat there she could not tell;

      an approaching step recalled her to herself, and looking up she saw

      Octavia. As the girl approached down the long vista of the drawing rooms,

      her youth and beauty, innocence and candor touched that fairer and more

      gifted woman with an envy she had never known before. Something in the

      girl's face struck her instantly: a look of peace and purity, a sweet

      serenity more winning than loveliness, more impressive than dignity or

      grace. With a smile on her lips, yet a half-sad, half-tender light in her

      eyes, and a cluster of pale winter roses in her hand, she came on till she

      stood before her rival and, offering the flowers, said, in words as simple

      as sincere, “Dear Mrs. Snowdon, I cannot let the last sun of the old year

      set on any misdeeds of mine for which I may atone. I have disliked,

      distrusted, and misjudged you, and now I come to you in all humility to

      say forgive me.”

     






      With the girlish abandon of her impulsive nature Octavia knelt down before

      the woman who was plotting to destroy her happiness, laid the roses like a

      little peace offering on her lap, and with eloquently pleading eyes waited

      for pardon. For a moment Mrs. Snowdon watched her, fancying it a

      well-acted ruse to disarm a dangerous rival; but in that sweet face there

      was no art; one glance showed her that. The words smote her to the heart

      and won her in spite of pride or passion, as she suddenly took the girl

      into her arms, weeping repentant tears. Neither spoke, but in the silence

      each felt the barrier which had stood between them vanishing, and each

      learned to know the other better in that moment than in a year of common

      life. Octavia rejoiced that the instinct which had prompted her to make

      this appeal had not misled her, but assured her that behind the veil of

      coldness, pride, and levity which this woman wore there was a heart aching

      for sympathy and help and love. Mrs. Snowdon felt her worser self slip

      from her, leaving all that was true and noble to make her worthy of the

      test applied. Art she could meet with equal art, but nature conquered her.

      For spite of her misspent life and faulty character, the germ of virtue,

      which lives in the worst, was there, only waiting for the fostering sun

      and dew of love to strengthen it, even though the harvest be a late one.

    






      “Forgive you!” she cried, brokenly. “It is I who should ask forgiveness of

      you—I who should atone, confess, and repent. Pardon me, pity

      me, love me, for I am more wretched than you know.”

     






      “Dear, I do with heart and soul. Believe it, and let me be your friend”

       was the soft answer.

    






      “God knows I need one!” sighed the poor woman, still holding fast the only

      creature who had wholly won her. “Child, I am not good, but not so bad

      that I dare not look in your innocent face and call you friend. I never

      had one of my own sex. I never knew my mother; and no one ever saw in me

      the possibility of goodness, truth, and justice but you. Trust and love

      and help me, Octavia, and I will reward you with a better life, if I can

      do no more.”

     






      “I will, and the new year shall be happier than the old.”

     






      “God bless you for that prophecy; may I be worthy of it.”

     






      Then as a bell warned them away, the rivals kissed each other tenderly,

      and parted friends. As Mrs. Snowdon entered her room, she saw her husband

      sitting with his gray head in his hands, and heard him murmur despairingly

      to himself, “My life makes her miserable. But for the sin of it I'd die to

      free her.”

     






      “No, live for me, and teach me to be happy in your love.” The clear voice

      startled him, but not so much as the beautiful changed face of the wife

      who laid the gray head on her bosom, saying tenderly, “My kind and patient

      husband, you have been deceived. From me you shall know all the truth, and

      when you have forgiven my faulty past, you shall see how happy I will try

      to make your future.”

     




















 



















      Chapter VII. A GHOSTLY REVEL

    






      “Bless me, how dull we are tonight!” exclaimed Rose, as the younger

      portion of the party wandered listlessly about the drawing rooms that

      evening, while my lady and the major played an absorbing game of piquet,

      and the general dozed peacefully at last.

    






      “It is because Maurice is not here; he always keeps us going, for he is a

      fellow of infinite resources,” replied Sir Jasper, suppressing a yawn.

    






      “Have him out then,” said Annon.

    






      “He won't come. The poor lad is blue tonight, in spite of his improvement.

      Something is amiss, and there is no getting a word from him.”

     






      “Sad memories afflict him, perhaps,” sighed Blanche.

    






      “Don't be absurd, dear, sad memories are all nonsense; melancholy is

      always indigestion, and nothing is so sure a cure as fun,” said Rose

      briskly. “I'm going to send in a polite invitation begging him to come and

      amuse us. He'll accept, I haven't a doubt.”

     






      The message was sent, but to Rose's chagrin a polite refusal was returned.

    






      “He shall come. Sir Jasper, do you and Mr. Annon go as a deputation

      from us, and return without him at your peril” was her command.

    






      They went, and while waiting their reappearance the sisters spoke of what

      all had observed.

    






      “How lovely Mrs. Snowdon looks tonight. I always thought she owed half her

      charms to her skill in dress, but she never looked so beautiful as in that

      plain black silk, with those roses in her hair,” said Rose.

    






      “What has she done to herself?” replied Blanche. “I see a change, but

      can't account for it. She and Tavie have made some beautifying discovery,

      for both look altogether uplifted and angelic all of a sudden.”

     






      “Here come the gentlemen, and, as I'm a Talbot, they haven't got him!”

       cried Rose as the deputation appeared, looking very crestfallen. “Don't

      come near me,” she added, irefully, “you are disloyal cowards, and I doom

      you to exile till I want you. I am infinite in resources as well as

      this recreant man, and come he shall. Mrs. Snowdon, would you mind asking

      Mr. Treherne to suggest something to wile away the rest of this evening?

      We are in despair, and can think of nothing, and you are all-powerful with

      him.”

     






      “I must decline, since he refuses you” was the decided answer, as Mrs.

      Snowdon moved away.

    






      “Tavie, dear, do go; we must have him; he always obeys you, and you

      would be such a public benefactor, you know.”

     






      Without a word Octavia wrote a line and sent it by a servant. Several

      minutes passed, and the gentlemen began to lay wagers on the success of

      her trial. “He will not come for me, you may be sure,” said Octavia. As

      the words passed her lips he appeared.

    






      A general laugh greeted him, but, taking no notice of the jests at his

      expense, he turned to Octavia, saying quietly, “What can I do for you,

      Cousin?”

     






      His colorless face and weary eyes reproached her for disturbing him, but

      it was too late for regret, and she answered hastily, “We are in want of

      some new and amusing occupation to wile away the evening. Can you suggest

      something appropriate?”

     






      “Why not sit round the hall fire and tell stories, while we wait to see

      the old year out, as we used to do long ago?” he asked, after a moment's

      thought.

    






      “I told you so! There it is, just what we want.” And Sir Jasper looked

      triumphant.

    






      “It's capital—let us begin at once. It is after ten now, so we shall

      not have long to wait,” cried Rose, and, taking Sir Jasper's arm, she led

      the way to the hall.

    






      A great fire always burned there, and in wintertime thick carpets and

      curtains covered the stone floor and draped the tall windows. Plants

      blossomed in the warm atmosphere, and chairs and lounges stood about

      invitingly. The party was soon seated, and Treherne was desired to begin.

    






      “We must have ghost stories, and in order to be properly thrilling and

      effective, the lights must be put out,” said Rose, who sat next him, and

      spoke first, as usual.

    






      This was soon done, and only a ruddy circle of firelight was left to

      oppose the rapt gloom that filled the hall, where shadows now seemed to

      lurk in every corner.

    






      “Don't be very dreadful, or I shall faint away,” pleaded Blanche, drawing

      nearer to Annon, for she had taken her sister's advice, and laid close

      siege to that gentleman's heart.

    






      “I think your nerves will bear my little tale,” replied Treherne. “When I

      was in India, four years ago, I had a very dear friend in my regiment—a

      Scotchman; I'm half Scotch myself, you know, and clannish, of course.

      Gordon was sent up the country on a scouting expedition, and never

      returned. His men reported that he left them one evening to take a survey,

      and his horse came home bloody and riderless. We searched, but could not

      find a trace of him, and I was desperate to discover and avenge his

      murder. About a month after his disappearance, as I sat in my tent one

      fearfully hot day, suddenly the canvas door flap was raised and there

      stood Gordon. I saw him as plainly as I see you, Jasper, and should have

      sprung to meet him, but something held me back. He was deathly pale,

      dripping with water, and in his bonny blue eyes was a wild, woeful look

      that made my blood run cold. I stared dumbly, for it was awful to see my

      friend so changed and so unearthly. Stretching his arm to me he took my

      hand, saying solemnly, 'Come!' The touch was like ice; an ominous thrill

      ran through me; I started up to obey, and he was gone.”

     






      “A horrid dream, of course. Is that all?” asked Rose.

    






      With his eyes on the fire and his left hand half extended, Treherne went

      on as if he had not heard her.

    






      “I thought it was a fancy, and soon recovered myself, for no one had seen

      or heard anything of Gordon, and my native servant lay just outside my

      tent. A strange sensation remained in the hand the phantom touched. It was

      cold, damp, and white. I found it vain to try to forget this apparition;

      it took strong hold of me; I told Yermid, my man, and he bade me consider

      it a sign that I was to seek my friend. That night I dreamed I was riding

      up the country in hot haste; what led me I know not, but I pressed on and

      on, longing to reach the end. A half-dried river crossed my path, and,

      riding down the steep bank to ford it, I saw Gordon's body lying in the

      shallow water looking exactly as the vision looked. I woke in a strange

      mood, told the story to my commanding officer, and, as nothing was doing

      just then, easily got leave of absence for a week. Taking Yermid, I set

      out on my sad quest. I thought it folly, but I could not resist the

      impulse that drew me on. For seven days I searched, and the strangest part

      of the story is that all that time I went on exactly as in the dream,

      seeing what I saw then, and led by the touch of a cold hand on mine. On

      the seventh day I reached the river, and found my friend's body.”

     






      “How horrible! Is it really true?” cried Mrs. Snowdon.

    






      “As true as I am a living man. Nor is that all: this left hand of mine

      never has been warm since that time. See and feel for yourselves.”

     






      He opened both hands, and all satisfied themselves that the left was

      smaller, paler, and colder than the right.

    






      “Pray someone tell another story to put this out of my mind; it makes me

      nervous,” said Blanche.

    






      “I'll tell one, and you may laugh to quiet your nerves. I want to have

      mine done with, so that I can enjoy the rest with a free mind.” With these

      words Rose began her tale in the good old fashion.

    






      “Once upon a time, when we were paying a visit to my blessed grandmamma, I

      saw a ghost in this wise: The dear old lady was ill with a cold and kept

      her room, leaving us to mope, for it was very dull in the great lonely

      house. Blanche and I were both homesick, but didn't like to leave till she

      was better, so we ransacked the library and solaced ourselves with all

      manner of queer books. One day I found Grandmamma very low and nervous,

      and evidently with something on her mind. She would say nothing, but the

      next day was worse, and I insisted on knowing the cause, for the trouble

      was evidently mental. Charging me to keep it from Blanche, who was, and

      is, a sad coward, she told me that a spirit had appeared to her two

      successive nights. 'If it comes a third time, I shall prepare to die,'

      said the foolish old lady.

    






      “'No, you won't, for I'll come and stay with you and lay your ghost,' I

      said. With some difficulty I made her yield, and after Blanche was asleep

      I slipped away to Grandmamma, with a book and candle for a long watch, as

      the spirit didn't appear till after midnight. She usually slept with her

      door unlocked, in case of fire or fright, and her maid was close by. That

      night I locked the door, telling her that spirits could come through the

      oak if they chose, and I preferred to have a fair trial. Well, I read and

      chatted and dozed till dawn and nothing appeared, so I laughed at the

      whole affair, and the old lady pretended to be convinced that it was all a

      fancy.

    






      “Next night I slept in my own room, and in the morning was told that not

      only Grandmamma but Janet had seen the spirit. All in white, with

      streaming hair, a pale face, and a red streak at the throat. It came and

      parted the bed-curtains, looking in a moment, and then vanished. Janet had

      slept with Grandmamma and kept a lamp burning on the chimney, so both saw

      it.

    






      “I was puzzled, but not frightened; I never am, and I insisted on trying

      again. The door was left unlocked, as on the previous night, and I lay

      with Grandmamma, a light burning as before. About two she clutched me as I

      was dropping off. I looked, and there, peeping in between the dark

      curtains, was a pale face with long hair all about it, and a red streak at

      the throat. It was very dim, the light being low, but I saw it, and after

      one breathless minute sprang up, caught my foot, fell down with a crash,

      and by the time I was around the bed, not a vestige of the thing appeared.

      I was angry, and vowed I'd succeed at all hazards, though I'll confess I

      was just a bit daunted.

    






      “Next time Janet and I sat up in easy chairs, with bright lights burning,

      and both wide awake with the strongest coffee we could make. As the hour

      drew near we got nervous, and when the white shape came gliding in Janet

      hid her face. I didn't, and after one look was on the point of laughing,

      for the spirit was Blanche walking in her sleep. She wore a coral necklace

      in those days, and never took it off, and her long hair half hid her face,

      which had the unnatural, uncanny look somnambulists always wear. I had the

      sense to keep still and tell Janet what to do, so the poor child went back

      unwaked, and Grandmamma's spirit never walked again for I took care of

      that.”

     






      “Why did you haunt the old lady?” asked Annon, as the laughter ceased.

    






      “I don't know, unless it was that I wanted to ask leave to go home, and

      was afraid to do it awake, so tried when asleep. I shall not tell any

      story, as I was the heroine of this, but will give my turn to you, Mr.

      Annon,” said Blanche, with a soft glance, which was quite thrown away, for

      the gentleman's eyes were fixed on Octavia, who sat on a low ottoman at

      Mrs. Snowdon's feet in the full glow of the firelight.

    






      “I've had very small experience in ghosts, and can only recall a little

      fright I once had when a boy at college. I'd been out to a party, got home

      tired, couldn't find my matches, and retired in the dark. Toward morning I

      woke, and glancing up to see if the dim light was dawn or moonshine I was

      horrified to see a coffin standing at the bed's foot. I rubbed my eyes to

      be sure I was awake, and looked with all my might. There it was, a long

      black coffin, and I saw the white plate in the dusk, for the moon was

      setting and my curtain was not drawn. 'It's some trick of the fellows,' I

      thought; 'I'll not betray myself, but keep cool.' Easy to say but hard to

      do, for it suddenly flashed into my mind that I might be in the wrong

      room. I glanced about, but there were the familiar objects as usual, as

      far as the indistinct light allowed me to see, and I made sure by feeling

      on the wall at the bed's head for my watchcase. It was there, and mine

      beyond a doubt, being peculiar in shape and fabric. Had I been to a

      college wine party I could have accounted for the vision, but a quiet

      evening in a grave professor's well-conducted family could produce no ill

      effects. 'It's an optical illusion, or a prank of my mates; I'll sleep and

      forget it,' I said, and for a time endeavored to do so, but curiosity

      overcame my resolve, and soon I peeped again. Judge of my horror when I

      saw the sharp white outline of a dead face, which seemed to be peeping up

      from the coffin. It gave me a terrible shock for I was but a lad and had

      been ill. I hid my face and quaked like a nervous girl, still thinking it

      some joke and too proud to betray fear lest I should be laughed at. How

      long I lay there I don't know, but when I looked again the face was

      farther out and the whole figure seemed rising slowly. The moon was nearly

      down, I had no lamp, and to be left in the dark with that awesome thing

      was more than I could bear. Joke or earnest, I must end the panic, and

      bolting out of my room I roused my neighbor. He told me I was mad or

      drunk, but lit a lamp and returned with me, to find my horror only a heap

      of clothes thrown on the table in such a way that, as the moon's pale

      light shot it, it struck upon my black student's gown, with a white card

      lying on it, and produced the effect of a coffin and plate. The face was a

      crumpled handkerchief, and what seemed hair a brown muffler. As the moon

      sank, these outlines changed and, incredible as it may seem, grew like a

      face. My friend not having had the fright enjoyed the joke, and 'Coffins'

      was my sobriquet for a long while.”

     






      “You get worse and worse. Sir Jasper, do vary the horrors by a touch of

      fun, or I shall run away,” said Blanche, glancing over her shoulder

      nervously.

    






      “I'll do my best, and tell a story my uncle used to relate of his young

      days. I forget the name of the place, but it was some little country town

      famous among anglers. My uncle often went to fish, and always regretted

      that a deserted house near the trout stream was not occupied, for the inn

      was inconveniently distant. Speaking of this one evening as he lounged in

      the landlady's parlor, he asked why no one took it and let the rooms to

      strangers in the fishing season. 'For fear of the ghostissess, your

      honor,' replied the woman, and proceeded to tell, him that three distinct

      spirits haunted the house. In the garret was heard the hum of a wheel and

      the tap of high-heeled shoes, as the ghostly spinner went to and fro. In a

      chamber sounded the sharpening of a knife, followed by groans and the drip

      of blood. The cellar was made awful by a skeleton sitting on a half-buried

      box and chuckling fiendishly. It seems a miser lived there once, and was

      believed to have starved his daughter in the garret, keeping her at work

      till she died. The second spirit was that of the girl's rejected lover,

      who cut his throat in the chamber, and the third of the miser who was

      found dead on the money chest he was too feeble to conceal. My uncle

      laughed at all this, and offered to lay the ghosts if anyone would take

      the house.

    






      “This offer got abroad, and a crusty old fellow accepted it, hoping to

      turn a penny. He had a pretty girl, whose love had been thwarted by the

      old man, and whose lover was going to sea in despair. My uncle knew this

      and pitied the young people. He had made acquaintance with a wandering

      artist, and the two agreed to conquer the prejudices against the house by

      taking rooms there. They did so, and after satisfying themselves regarding

      the noises, consulted a wise old woman as to the best means of laying the

      ghosts. She told them if any young girl would pass a night in each haunted

      room, praying piously the while, that all would be well. Peggy was asked

      if she would do it, and being a stouthearted lass she consented, for a

      round sum, to try it. The first night was in the garret, and Peggy, in

      spite of the prophecies of the village gossips, came out alive, though

      listeners at the door heard the weird humming and tapping all night long.

      The next night all went well, and from that time no more sharpening,

      groaning, or dripping was heard. The third time she bade her friends

      good-bye and, wrapped in her red cloak, with a lamp and prayer book, went

      down into the cellar. Alas for pretty Peggy! When day came she was gone,

      and with her the miser's empty box, though his bones remained to prove how

      well she had done her work.

    






      “The town was in an uproar, and the old man furious. Some said the devil

      had flown away with her, others that the bones were hers, and all agreed

      that henceforth another ghost would haunt the house. My uncle and the

      artist did their best to comfort the father, who sorely reproached himself

      for thwarting the girl's love, and declared that if Jack would find her he

      should have her. But Jack had sailed, and the old man 'was left

      lamenting.' The house was freed from its unearthly visitors, however, for

      no ghost appeared; and when my uncle left, old Martin found money and

      letter informing him that Peggy had spent her first two nights preparing

      for flight, and on the third had gone away to marry and sail with Jack.

      The noises had been produced by the artist, who was a ventriloquist, the

      skeleton had been smuggled from the surgeons, and the whole thing was a

      conspiracy to help Peggy and accommodate the fishermen.”

     






      “It is evident that roguery is hereditary,” laughed Rose as the narrator

      paused.

    






      “I strongly suspect that Sir Jasper the second was the true hero of that

      story,” added Mrs. Snowdon.

    






      “Think what you like, I've done my part, and leave the stage for you,

      madam.”

     






      “I will come last. It is your turn, dear.” As Mrs. Snowdon softly uttered

      the last word, and Octavia leaned upon her knee with an affectionate

      glance, Treherne leaned forward to catch a glimpse of the two changed

      faces, and looked as if bewildered when both smiled at him, as they sat

      hand in hand while the girl told her story.

    






      “Long ago a famous actress suddenly dropped dead at the close of a

      splendidly played tragedy. She was carried home, and preparations were

      made to bury her. The play had been gotten up with great care and expense,

      and a fine actor was the hero. The public demanded a repetition, and an

      inferior person was engaged to take the dead lady's part. A day's delay

      had been necessary, but when the night came the house was crowded. They

      waited both before and behind the curtain for the debut of the new

      actress, with much curiosity. She stood waiting for her cue, but as it was

      given, to the amazement of all, the great tragedienne glided upon the

      stage. Pale as marble, and with a strange fire in her eyes, strange pathos

      in her voice, strange power in her acting, she went through her part, and

      at the close vanished as mysteriously as she came. Great was the

      excitement that night, and intense the astonishment and horror next day

      when it was whispered abroad that the dead woman never had revived, but

      had lain in her coffin before the eyes of watchers all the evening, when

      hundreds fancied they were applauding her at the theater. The mystery

      never was cleared up, and Paris was divided by two opinions: one that some

      person marvelously like Madame Z. had personated her for the sake of a

      sensation; the other that the ghost of the dead actress, unable to free

      itself from the old duties so full of fascination to an ambitious and

      successful woman, had played for the last time the part which had made her

      famous.”

     






      “Where did you find that, Tavie? It's very French, and not bad if you

      invented it,” said Sir Jasper.

    






      “I read it in an old book, where it was much better told. Now, Edith,

      there is just time for your tale.”

     






      As the word “Edith” passed her lips, again Treherne started and eyed them

      both, and again they smiled, as Mrs. Snowdon caressed the smooth cheek

      leaning on her knee, and looking full at him began the last recital.

    






      “You have been recounting the pranks of imaginary ghosts; let me show you

      the workings of some real spirits, evil and good, that haunt every heart

      and home, making its misery or joy. At Christmastime, in a country house,

      a party of friends met to keep the holidays, and very happily they might

      have done so had not one person marred the peace of several. Love,

      jealousy, deceit, and nobleness were the spirits that played their freaks

      with these people. The person of whom I speak was more haunted than the

      rest, and much tormented, being willful, proud, and jealous. Heaven help

      her, she had had no one to exorcise these ghosts for her, and they goaded

      her to do much harm. Among these friends there were more than one pair of

      lovers, and much tangling of plots and plans, for hearts are wayward and

      mysterious things, and cannot love as duty bids or prudence counsels. This

      woman held the key to all the secrets of the house, and, having a purpose

      to gain, she used her power selfishly, for a time. To satisfy a doubt, she

      feigned a fancy for a gentleman who once did her the honor of admiring

      her, and, to the great scandal of certain sage persons, permitted him to

      show his regard for her, knowing that it was but a transient amusement on

      his part as well as upon hers. In the hands of this woman lay a secret

      which could make or mar the happiness of the best and dearest of the

      party. The evil spirits which haunted her urged her to mar their peace and

      gratify a sinful hope. On the other side, honor, justice, and generosity

      prompted her to make them happy, and while she wavered there came to her a

      sweet enchantress who, with a word, banished the tormenting ghosts

      forever, and gave the haunted woman a talisman to keep her free

      henceforth.”

     






      There the earnest voice faltered, and with a sudden impulse Mrs. Snowdon

      bent her head and kissed the fair forehead which had bent lower and lower

      as she went on. Each listener understood the truth, lightly veiled in that

      hasty fable, and each found in it a different meaning. Sir Jasper frowned

      and bit his lips, Annon glanced anxiously from face to face, Octavia hid

      hers, and Treherne's flashed with sudden intelligence, while Rose laughed

      low to herself, enjoying the scene. Blanche, who was getting sleepy, said,

      with a stifled gape, “That is a very nice, moral little story, but I wish

      there had been some real ghosts in it.”

     






      “There was. Will you come and see them?”

     






      As she put the question, Mrs. Snowdon rose abruptly, wishing to end the

      séance, and beckoning them to follow glided up the great stairway. All

      obeyed, wondering what whim possessed her, and quite ready for any jest in

      store for them.

    




















 



















      Chapter VIII. JASPER

    






      She led them to the north gallery and, pausing at the door, said merrily,

      “The ghost—or ghosts rather, for there were two—which

      frightened Patty were Sir Jasper and myself, meeting to discuss certain

      important matters which concerned Mr. Treherne. If you want to see spirits

      we will play phantom for you, and convince you of our power.”

     






      “Good, let us go and have a ghostly dance, as a proper finale of our

      revel,” answered Rose as they flocked into the long hall.

    






      At that moment the great clock struck twelve, and all paused to bid the

      old year adieu. Sir Jasper was the first to speak, for, angry with Mrs.

      Snowdon, yet thankful to her for making a jest to others of what had been

      earnest to him, he desired to hide his chagrin under a gay manner; and

      taking Rose around the waist was about to waltz away as she proposed,

      saying cheerily, “'Come one and all, and dance the new year in,'” when a

      cry from Octavia arrested him, and turning he saw her stand, pale and

      trembling, pointing to the far end of the hall.

    






      Eight narrow Gothic windows pierced either wall of the north gallery. A

      full moon sent her silvery light strongly in upon the eastern side, making

      broad bars of brightness across the floor. No fires burned there now, and

      wherever the moonlight did not fall deep shadows lay. As Octavia cried

      out, all looked, and all distinctly saw a tall, dark figure moving

      noiselessly across the second bar of light far down the hall.

    






      “Is it some jest of yours?” asked Sir Jasper of Mrs. Snowdon, as the form

      vanished in the shadow.

    






      “No, upon my honor, I know nothing of it! I only meant to relieve

      Octavia's superstitious fears by showing her our pranks” was the whispered

      reply as Mrs. Snowdon's cheek paled, and she drew nearer to Jasper.

    






      “Who is there?” called Treherne in a commanding tone.

    






      No answer, but a faint, cold breath of air seemed to sigh along the arched

      roof and die away as the dark figure crossed the third streak of

      moonlight. A strange awe fell upon them all, and no one spoke, but stood

      watching for the appearance of the shape. Nearer and nearer it came, with

      soundless steps, and as it reached the sixth window its outlines were

      distinctly visible. A tall, wasted figure, all in black, with a rosary

      hanging from the girdle, and a dark beard half concealing the face.

    






      “The Abbot's ghost, and very well got up,” said Annon, trying to laugh but

      failing decidedly, for again the cold breath swept over them, causing a

      general shudder.

    






      “Hush!” whispered Treherne, drawing Octavia to his side with a protecting

      gesture.

    






      Once more the phantom appeared and disappeared, and as they waited for it

      to cross the last bar of light that lay between it and them, Mrs. Snowdon

      stepped forward to the edge of the shadow in which they stood, as if to

      confront the apparition alone. Out of the darkness it came, and in the

      full radiance of the light it paused. Mrs. Snowdon, being nearest, saw the

      face first, and uttering a faint cry dropped down upon the stone floor,

      covering up her eyes. Nothing human ever wore a look like that of the

      ghastly, hollow-eyed, pale-lipped countenance below the hood. All saw it

      and held their breath as it slowly raised a shadowy arm and pointed a

      shriveled finger at Sir Jasper.

    






      “Speak, whatever you are, or I'll quickly prove whether you are man or

      spirit!” cried Jasper fiercely, stepping forward as if to grasp the

      extended arm that seemed to menace him alone.

    






      An icy gust swept through the hall, and the phantom slowly receded into

      the shadow. Jasper sprang after it, but nothing crossed the second stream

      of light, and nothing remained in the shade. Like one possessed by a

      sudden fancy he rushed down the gallery to find all fast and empty, and to

      return looking very strangely. Blanche had fainted away and Annon was

      bearing her out of the hall. Rose was clinging to Mrs. Snowdon, and

      Octavia leaned against her cousin, saying in a fervent whisper, “Thank God

      it did not point at you!”

     






      “Am I then dearer than your brother?” he whispered back.

    






      There was no audible reply, but one little hand involuntarily pressed his,

      though the other was outstretched toward Jasper, who came up white and

      startled but firm and quiet. Affecting to make light of it, he said,

      forcing a smile as he raised Mrs. Snowdon, “It is some stupid joke of the

      servants. Let us think no more of it. Come, Edith, this is not like your

      usual self.”

     






      “It was nothing human, Jasper; you know it as well as I. Oh, why did I

      bring you here to meet the warning phantom that haunts your house!”

     






      “Nay, if my time is near the spirit would have found me out wherever I

      might be. I have no faith in that absurd superstition—I laugh at and

      defy it. Come down and drink my health in wine from the Abbot's own

      cellar.”

     






      But no one had heart for further gaiety, and, finding Lady Treherne

      already alarmed by Annon, they were forced to tell her all, and find their

      own bewilderment deepened by her unalterable belief in the evil omen.

    






      At her command the house was searched, the servants cross-questioned, and

      every effort made to discover the identity of the apparition. All in vain;

      the house was as usual, and not a man or maid but turned pale at the idea

      of entering the gallery at midnight. At my lady's request, all promised to

      say no more upon the mystery, and separated at last to such sleep as they

      could enjoy.

    






      Very grave were the faces gathered about the breakfast table next morning,

      and very anxious the glances cast on Sir Jasper as he came in, late as

      usual, looking uncommonly blithe and well. Nothing serious ever made a

      deep impression on his mercurial nature. Treherne had more the air of a

      doomed man, being very pale and worn, in spite of an occasional gleam of

      happiness as he looked at Octavia. He haunted Jasper like a shadow all the

      morning, much to that young gentleman's annoyance, for both his mother and

      sister hung about him with faces of ill-dissembled anxiety. By afternoon

      his patience gave out, and he openly rebelled against the tender guard

      kept over him. Ringing for his horse he said decidedly, “I'm bored to

      death with the solemnity which pervades the house today, so I'm off for a

      brisk gallop, before I lose my temper and spirits altogether.”

     






      “Come with me in the pony carriage, Jasper. I've not had a drive with you

      for a long while, and should enjoy it so much,” said my lady, detaining

      him.

    






      “Mrs. Snowdon looks as if she needed air to revive her roses, and the pony

      carriage is just the thing for her, so I will cheerfully resign my seat to

      her,” he answered laughing, as he forced himself from his mother's hand.

    






      “Take the girls in the clarence. We all want a breath of air, and you are

      the best whip we know. Be gallant and say yes, dear.”

     






      “No, thank you, Tavie, that won't do. Rose and Blanche are both asleep,

      and you are dying to go and do likewise, after your vigils last night. As

      a man and a brother I beg you'll do so, and let me ride as I like.”

     






      “Suppose you ask Annon to join you—” began Treherne with

      well-assumed indifference; but Sir Jasper frowned and turned sharply on

      him, saying, half-petulantly, half-jocosely:

    






      “Upon my life I should think I was a boy or a baby, by the manner in which

      you mount guard over me today. If you think I'm going to live in daily

      fear of some mishap, you are all much mistaken. Ghost or no ghost, I shall

      make merry while I can; a short life and a jolly one has always been my

      motto, you know, so fare you well till dinnertime.”

     






      They watched him gallop down the avenue, and then went their different

      ways, still burdened with a nameless foreboding. Octavia strolled into the

      conservatory, thinking to refresh herself with the balmy silence which

      pervaded the place, but Annon soon joined her, full of a lover's hopes and

      fears.

    






      “Miss Treherne, I have ventured to come for my answer. Is my New Year to

      be a blissful or a sad one?” he asked eagerly.

    






      “Forgive me if I give you an unwelcome reply, but I must be true, and so

      regretfully refuse the honor you do me,” she said sorrowfully.

    






      “May I ask why?”

     






      “Because I do not love you.”

     






      “And you do love your cousin,” he cried angrily, pausing to watch her

      half-averted face.

    






      She turned it fully toward him and answered, with her native sincerity,

      “Yes, I do, with all my heart, and now my mother will not thwart me, for

      Maurice has saved my life, and I am free to devote it all to him.”

     






      “Happy man, I wish I had been a cripple!” sighed Annon. Then with a manful

      effort to be just and generous, he added heartily, “Say no more, he

      deserves you; I want no sacrifice to duty; I yield, and go away, praying

      heaven to bless you now and always.”

     






      He kissed her hand and left her to seek my lady and make his adieus, for

      no persuasion could keep him. Leaving a note for Sir Jasper, he hurried

      away, to the great relief of Treherne and the deep regret of Blanche, who,

      however, lived in hopes of another trial later in the season.

    






      “Here comes Jasper, Mamma, safe and well,” cried Octavia an hour or two

      later, as she joined her mother on the terrace, where my lady had been

      pacing restlessly to and fro nearly ever since her son rode away.

    






      With a smile of intense relief she waved her handkerchief as he came

      clattering up the drive, and seeing her he answered with hat and hand. He

      usually dismounted at the great hall door, but a sudden whim made him ride

      along the wall that lay below the terrace, for he was a fine horseman, and

      Mrs. Snowdon was looking from her window. As he approached, the peacocks

      fled screaming, and one flew up just before the horse's eyes as his master

      was in the act of dismounting. The spirited creature was startled, sprang

      partway up the low, broad steps of the terrace, and, being sharply

      checked, slipped, fell, and man and horse rolled down together.

    






      Never did those who heard it forget the cry that left Lady Treherne's lips

      as she saw the fall. It brought out both guests and servants, to find

      Octavia recklessly struggling with the frightened horse, and my lady down

      upon the stones with her son's bleeding head in her arms.

    






      They bore in the senseless, shattered body, and for hours tried everything

      that skill and sciences could devise to save the young man's life. But

      every effort was in vain, and as the sun set Sir Jasper lay dying.

      Conscious at last, and able to speak, he looked about him with a troubled

      glance, and seemed struggling with some desire that overmastered pain and

      held death at bay.

    






      “I want Maurice,” he feebly said, at length.

    






      “Dear lad, I'm here,” answered his cousin's voice from a seat in the

      shadow of the half-drawn curtains.

    






      “Always near when I need you. Many a scrape have you helped me out of, but

      this is beyond your power,” and a faint smile passed over Jasper's lips as

      the past flitted before his mind. But the smile died, and a groan of pain

      escaped him as he cried suddenly, “Quick! Let me tell it before it is too

      late! Maurice never will, but bear the shame all his life that my dead

      name may be untarnished. Bring Edith; she must hear the truth.”

     






      She was soon there, and, lying in his mother's arms, one hand in his

      cousin's, and one on his sister's bent head, Jasper rapidly told the

      secret which had burdened him for a year.

    






      “I did it; I forged my uncle's name when I had lost so heavily at play

      that I dared not tell my mother, or squander more of my own fortune. I

      deceived Maurice, and let him think the check a genuine one; I made him

      present it and get the money, and when all went well I fancied I was safe.

      But my uncle discovered it secretly, said nothing, and, believing Maurice

      the forger, disinherited him. I never knew this till the old man died, and

      then it was too late. I confessed to Maurice, and he forgave me. He said,

      'I am helpless now, shut out from the world, with nothing to lose or gain,

      and soon to be forgotten by those who once knew me, so let the suspicion

      of shame, if any such there be, still cling to me, and do you go your way,

      rich, happy, honorable, and untouched by any shadow on your fame.' Mother,

      I let him do it, unconscious as he was that many knew the secret sin and

      fancied him the doer of it.”

     






      “Hush, Jasper, let it pass. I can bear it; I promised your dear father to

      be your staunch friend through life, and I have only kept my word.”

     






      “God knows you have, but now my life ends, and I cannot die till you are

      cleared. Edith, I told you half the truth, and you would have used it

      against him had not some angel sent this girl to touch your heart. You

      have done your part to atone for the past, now let me do mine. Mother,

      Tavie loves him, he has risked life and honor for me. Repay him generously

      and give him this.”

     






      With feeble touch Sir Jasper tried to lay his sister's hand in Treherne's

      as he spoke; Mrs. Snowdon helped him, and as my lady bowed her head in

      silent acquiescence, a joyful smile shone on the dying man's face.

    






      “One more confession, and then I am ready,” he said, looking up into the

      face of the woman whom he had loved with all the power of a shallow

      nature. “It was a jest to you, Edith, but it was bitter earnest to me, for

      I loved you, sinful as it was. Ask your husband to forgive me, and tell

      him it was better I should die than live to mar a good man's peace. Kiss

      me once, and make him happy for my sake.”

     






      She touched his cold lips with remorseful tenderness, and in the same

      breath registered a vow to obey that dying prayer.

    






      “Tavie dear, Maurice, my brother, God bless you both. Good-bye, Mother. He

      will be a better son than I have been to you.” Then, the reckless spirit

      of the man surviving to the last, Sir Jasper laughed faintly, as he seemed

      to beckon some invisible shape, and died saying gaily, “Now, Father Abbot,

      lead on, I'll follow you.”

     































      A year later three weddings were celebrated on the same day and in the

      same church. Maurice Treherne, a well man, led up his cousin. Frank Annon

      rewarded Blanche's patient siege by an unconditional surrender, and, to

      the infinite amusement of Mrs. Grundy, Major Royston publicly confessed

      himself outgeneraled by merry Rose. The triple wedding feast was

      celebrated at Treherne Abbey, and no uncanny visitor marred its

      festivities, for never again was the north gallery haunted by the ghostly

      Abbot.
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[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping
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--- Block #36 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“You support his cause, I see, so tell me this so I can step back.  

      Thanks for the heads-up, Major; but since Maurice Treherne is a man with unusual  

      strengths in many ways, I think we're evenly matched, despite his  

      misfortune. In fact, if anything, he has the edge over me because Miss  

      Treherne feels sympathy for him, and that's a powerful ally for my rival. I'll be as  

      generous as I can, but I'm <i>not</i> going to step back and give up the  

      woman I love without at least giving it a shot first.”</p>
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--- Block #37 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>With a sense of determination, Annon faced the major, whose sharp eyes had already seen the truth that Annon had just admitted to himself. Major Royston smiled as he listened and said briefly, as footsteps drew near, “Do your best. Maurice will win.”</p>
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--- Block #38 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“We'll see,” Annon replied through gritted teeth.</p>
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--- Block #39 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Here their host came in, and of course, the topic was dropped. But the major's words stuck in the young man's mind and would have been even more painful if he had known that their private conversation had been overheard. On each side of the large fireplace was a door leading to a suite of rooms that used to belong to old Sir Jasper. These rooms had been given to Maurice Treherne, who had just returned from London, where he had gone to see a certain famous doctor. Entering quietly, he had settled into his rooms, and after resting and getting ready for dinner, he rolled into the library through the curtained door on the right. Sitting idly in his light, wheeled chair, prepared to greet his cousin when he arrived, he listened to Annon and the major's conversation. As he listened, different emotions—anger, pain, bitterness, and defiance—crossed his usually expressionless face. When the young man said his almost fierce “We shall see,” Treherne smirked in disdain and clenched his pale hand, showing that a year of suffering hadn't defeated his spirit, even though it had weakened his strong body.</p>
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--- Block #40 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Maurice Treherne had a unique face; his features were well-defined and a bit proud, with a fine forehead beneath his dark, casually tousled hair, and strikingly intense eyes. Though he was slender and affected by pain, he still carried a natural grace and the stern strength that allowed him to hide the deep sadness of his ambitious spirit from everyone, coping with his struggles using a cheerful outlook that was more touching than total surrender to sorrow. He was dressed neatly, showing no signs of being unwell except for his chair, and he moved as comfortably and calmly as if he weren't facing the harsh reality of lifelong helplessness. A simple gesture of his hand sent him gliding silently to the curtained door, but just then, a voice called out from behind, “Wait for me, cousin.” Turning around, he saw a young girl coming toward him, her smile radiating warmth as she took his hand and gently scolded him, “Back home and didn’t let me know until I heard the good news by chance.”</p>
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--- Block #41 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Was it good news, Octavia?” Maurice asked, looking up at her honest face with a new look in his intense eyes. His cousin’s open gaze remained unchanged as she brushed the hair off his forehead in a way that one often does for a child and replied eagerly, “It’s the best for me; the house feels boring when you’re away because Jasper always gets wrapped up in horses and dogs, leaving Mom and me to sulk by ourselves. But tell me, Maurice, what did they say to you since you didn’t write?”</p>
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--- Block #42 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“A bit of hope, with time and patience. Please help me be patient, my dear, help me to wait.”</p>
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--- Block #43 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>His tone was deeply melancholy, and as he spoke, he rested his cheek against the kind hand he held, as if looking for support and comfort there. The girl's face lit up beautifully, even though her eyes were filled with tears, because he only revealed his pain to her, and she was the only one he sought comfort from.</p>
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--- Block #44 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“I will, I will with heart and hand! Thank heaven for the hope, and trust me it will be fulfilled. You look really tired, Maurice. Why go in to dinner with all those people? Let me make you comfortable here,” she added anxiously.</p>
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--- Block #45 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Thanks, I’d prefer to go in; it’s good for me. If I don’t, Jasper feels obligated to stay with me. I got ready quickly, am I right, little nurse?”</p>
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--- Block #46 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>She gave him a thorough look, gently adjusted his tie, pushed back a stray lock of hair, and, with a delightful maternal vibe, said, “My boy always looks sharp, and I'm so proud of him. Now let’s go in.” But as her hand rested on the curtain, she paused and quickly asked, “Who is that?”</p>
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--- Block #47 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Frank Annon. Didn't you know he was coming?” Maurice looked at her closely.</p>
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--- Block #48 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“No, Jasper never told me. Why did he ask him?”</p>
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--- Block #49 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“To please you.”</p>



Word Count (non-anchor): 3

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

“To please you.”



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

"To make you happy."



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<p>"To make you happy."</p>
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--- Block #50 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Me! He knows I can't stand that guy. But it’s fine, I’m wearing the color he hates, so he won’t bother me, and Mrs. Snowdon can entertain herself with him. The general has arrived, you know?”</p>
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--- Block #51 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Treherne smiled, feeling satisfied, because the girl's face showed no hint of shyness or pleasure. As he watched her peek, he thought with contentment, Annon is right, <i>I</i> have the upper hand, and I’ll hold onto it no matter what.</p>
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--- Block #52 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Here comes Mom. We need to go inside,” said Octavia, as a dignified old lady entered the living room.</p>
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--- Block #53 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>The cousins walked in together, and Annon watched them quietly while pretending to pay his respects to Madame Mère, as his family referred to her.</p>
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--- Block #54 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“More attractive than ever,” he muttered as his gaze landed on the blooming girl, looking more like a rose than ever in the peach-colored silk he had once criticized because a rival liked it. She turned to respond to the major, and Annon glanced at Treherne with an undeniable frown, as illness had not diminished the allure of that unique face, so pale and thin that it appeared carved from marble; but the sharp eyes sparkled with an incredible brightness, and the entire expression was full of a strength of intellect and will that made any observer involuntarily think, “That man must endure a daily torment, so restricted and confined; if this continues for long, he will either go mad or die.”</p>
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--- Block #55 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“General and Mrs. Snowden,” announced the servant, and a quick silence followed as everyone looked up to welcome the newcomers.</p>
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--- Block #56 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>A frail, white-haired old man walked in, leaning on the arm of an incredibly beautiful woman. Not even thirty, she was tall and elegantly shaped, with straight black brows over stunning eyes; her dark hair cascaded in a large knot and was adorned with a single gold band. She wore a flowing dress of wine-colored velvet, complemented by a dazzling neckline and arms decorated, like her elegant head, with Roman gold ornaments. At first glance, she appeared to be a cold, aloof person, designed to impress but not to connect. A closer look revealed signs of pain in her lovely face, and beneath the mask of reserve that her pride forced her to wear, one could see the distress of a strong-willed woman carrying a heavy burden. No one would dare show pity or offer sympathy, as her whole demeanor repelled it, and in her somber eyes lay a mix of self-contempt and defiance toward the disdain of others. She was an oddly, almost tragically beautiful woman, despite her grace and the chilly sweetness of her demeanor. A faint smile crossed her lips as she greeted those around her, and when her husband took a seat next to Lady Treherne, she lifted her chin with a long sigh and a unique expression of relief, as if a weight had been lifted, and for the moment, she felt free. Sir Jasper was by her side, and as she listened, her gaze moved from face to face.</p>
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--- Block #57 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Who’s with you now?” she asked, in a low, smooth voice that was full of music.</p>
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--- Block #58 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“My sister and my cousin are over there. You might remember Tavia as a kid; she’s not much taller now. Maurice is disabled, but he’s the best guy around.”</p>
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--- Block #59 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“I understand,” and Mrs. Snowdon's eyes softened with a sudden glance of pity for one cousin and admiration for the other, because she knew the facts.</p>
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--- Block #60 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Major Royston, a friend of my father's, and Frank Annon, a friend of mine. Do you know him?” asked Sir Jasper.</p>
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--- Block #61 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“No.”</p>



Word Count (non-anchor): 1

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

“No.”



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

“Nope.”



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<p>“Nope.”</p>
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--- Block #62 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Then let me make him happy by giving him this, okay?”</p>
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--- Block #63 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Not right now. I’d prefer to see your cousin.”</p>
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--- Block #64 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Thanks, that’s very nice of you. I’ll bring him over.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #65 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Wait, let me go to him,” the lady started, expressing more emotion in her face and voice than anyone would think she was capable of showing.</p>
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--- Block #66 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Sorry, it will hurt his feelings; he won’t accept pity or give up any of the responsibilities or privileges of a gentleman that he can handle. He’s proud, and we get that, so let’s indulge the poor guy.”</p>
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--- Block #67 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Mrs. Snowdon nodded quietly, and Sir Jasper shouted in his usual straightforward manner, as if there was nothing wrong with his cousin, “Maurice, I have an honor for you. Come and get it.”</p>
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--- Block #68 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Divining what it was, Treherne quietly crossed the room and approached the attractive woman without any signs of self-consciousness or embarrassment. Thinking his presence might be a hindrance, Sir Jasper left. As soon as he turned his back, a shift occurred in both of them: an almost serious expression took the place of Treherne's smooth demeanor, and Mrs. Snowdon's smile quickly vanished, while a deep blush spread across her face as her eyes looked at him with longing.</p>
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--- Block #69 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“How dare you come?” he asked under his breath.</p>
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--- Block #70 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“The general insisted.”</p>



Word Count (non-anchor): 3

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

“The general insisted.”



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

"The general demanded."



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<p>"The general demanded."</p>
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--- Block #71 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“And you couldn’t change his mind; poor woman!”</p>
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--- Block #72 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“You won’t get any sympathy from me, and I won’t feel sorry for you either,” she said, her eyes flashing. Then the fire in her gaze was extinguished by tears, and her voice lost all its pride, turning into a pleading tone.</p>
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--- Block #73 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Please forgive me, I’ve been wanting to see you since you got sick, and so I 'dared' to come.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #74 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“You will be satisfied; look, completely helpless, maybe crippled for life.”</p>
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--- Block #75 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>The chair was turned away from the groups around the fire, and as he spoke, with a bitter laugh Treherne pulled back the skin draped over his knees to reveal the useless limbs that were once so strong and fast. She recoiled and paled, reached out her hand to stop him, and exclaimed in an indignant whisper, “No, no, not that! You know I never intended such cruel curiosity, such pointless pain for both of us—”</p>
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--- Block #76 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Hold on, someone’s approaching,” he said quietly; then, speaking louder as he adjusted the skin and smoothed the luxurious fur as if he were talking about it, “Yes, it is a really nice one, Jasper gave it to me. He treats me like royalty, as the dear, generous guy that he is. Ah, Octavia, how can I help you?”</p>
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--- Block #77 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Nothing, thanks. I’d like to remind Mrs. Snowdon of who I am, if she’ll allow me.”</p>
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--- Block #78 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“No need for that; I never forget happy faces and nice images. Two years ago, I saw you at your first dance and wished I could be a girl again.”</p>
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--- Block #79 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>As she spoke, Mrs. Snowdon gently squeezed the hand that was shyly offered and smiled at the lively face in front of her, even though the sadness in her own eyes grew deeper as she looked into the girl's bright gaze.</p>
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--- Block #80 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“How kind you were that night! I remember you let me talk endlessly about my family, my cousin, and my silly little dramas with such patience, and you made me really happy by showing interest. I was feeling homesick, and Aunt could never stand to hear about those things. It was before your marriage, which made it even kinder, because you were the star of the night, yet you still had a kind word for poor little me.”</p>
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--- Block #81 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Mrs. Snowdon looked pale, and Maurice tapped the arm of his chair impatiently, while the girl chatted away innocently.</p>
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--- Block #82 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“I’m sorry the general is such an invalid; but I bet you find a lot of happiness in taking care of him. It’s really nice to be helpful to the people we love.” And as she spoke, Octavia leaned over her cousin to hand him the glove he had dropped.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping
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--- Block #83 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>The warm smile that came with the gesture made Mrs. Snowdon's cheeks flush and added a spark to her gentle eyes. Her lips curled, and her voice had a sweetly sarcastic tone as she replied, “Yes, it's lovely to dedicate your life to these dear invalids and find your reward in their gratitude. Youth, beauty, health, and happiness are minor sacrifices if it brings a bit of comfort to the poor sufferers.”</p>
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--- Block #84 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>The girl sensed the sarcasm beneath the gentle words and pulled away with a worried expression.</p>
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--- Block #85 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Maurice smiled and looked from one to the other, saying meaningfully,  

      “I’m lucky that my little nurse loves her work and sees no sacrifice in it. I made a good choice.”</p>
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--- Block #86 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“I hope so too—” Mrs. Snowdon couldn’t continue because, at that moment, dinner was announced, and Sir Jasper led her away. Annon came up with him and offered his arm to Miss Treherne, but with a surprised look and a slight gesture of refusal, she said coolly:</p>
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--- Block #87 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“My cousin always invites me to dinner. Please be kind enough to escort the major.” And with her hand resting on the arm of the chair, she walked away with a playful sparkle in her eyes.</p>
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--- Block #88 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Annon frowned and stepped back, saying sharply, “Come on, Major, what are you doing over there?”</p>
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--- Block #89 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Making discoveries.”</p>



Word Count (non-anchor): 2

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

“Making discoveries.”



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

"Making discoveries."



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<p>"Making discoveries."</p>
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--- Block #90 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p><br/><br/></p>
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--- Block #91 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p><a id="link2HCH0002"> </a></p>
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--- Block #92 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>A really impressive old dowager was Lady Treherne, in her black velvet and lace, as she sat upright and dignified on a couch by the drawing-room fire, a couch that no one dared to sit on in her absence or share without an invitation. The gentlemen were still enjoying their wine, and the three ladies were left alone. My lady never dozed off in public, Mrs. Snowdon never gossiped, and Octavia never bothered to entertain any guests except those her own age, so long silences fell, and conversation faded until Mrs. Snowdon wandered off into the library. As she left, Lady Treherne signaled to her daughter, who was idly playing chords on the grand piano. Sitting on the ottoman at her mother's feet, the girl took her still beautiful hand in her own and passed the time examining the old-fashioned jewels that covered it, a way to distract her telltale eyes as she anticipated what was coming.</p>
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--- Block #93 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“My dear, I’m not happy with you, and I’m telling you right away so you can fix your mistake,” began Madame Mère in a gentle tone, for though she was a proud and commanding woman, she adored her children.</p>
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--- Block #94 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“What have I done, Mom?” asked the girl.</p>
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--- Block #95 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Instead, ask yourself what you haven't done. You've been quite rude to Mr. Annon. That can't happen again; not just because he's a guest, but because he is your—brother's friend.”</p>
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--- Block #96 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>My lady hesitated over the word “lover” and changed it because, to her, Octavia still seemed like a child. Even though she was eager for the alliance, she held back from speaking openly, fearing that the girl might become stubborn, just like her mother’s strong-willed nature.</p>
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--- Block #97 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“I'm sorry, Mom. But how can I help it when he annoys me so much that I can’t stand him?” said Octavia, sulkily.</p>
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--- Block #98 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“How tease, my love?”</p>



Word Count (non-anchor): 4

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

“How tease, my love?”



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

"How to tease, my love?"



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<p>"How to tease, my love?"</p>
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--- Block #99 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Honestly, he follows me around like a puppy, giving me this sappy look whenever I show up; he blushes, smiles, and bows at everything I say if I'm nice; he frowns and sighs if I'm not; and he gives a dramatic glare at any guy I talk to, even poor Maurice. Oh, Mom, what silly creatures men are!” And the girl laughed joyfully as she finally looked up at her mother's face.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #100 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>My lady smiled as she stroked the bright head resting on her knee, but quickly asked, “Why say 'even poor Maurice,' as if it were impossible for anyone to be jealous of him?”</p>
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--- Block #101 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“But isn’t it, Mom? I thought strong, healthy men saw him as someone set apart and done for, because of his unfortunate situation.”</p>
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--- Block #102 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Not really; while women feel sorry for and fuss over the poor guy, his buddies will be jealous, ridiculous as that may be.”</p>
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--- Block #103 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“No one pets him but me, and I have the right to do it because he’s my cousin,” said the girl, feeling a hint of jealousy herself.</p>
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--- Block #104 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Rose and Blanche Talbot are better than you, my dear, and they have no cousinship to justify it.”</p>
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--- Block #105 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Then let Frank Annon be jealous of them, and leave me alone. They promised to come today; I'm worried something has happened to stop them.” And Octavia eagerly picked up the new topic. But my lady wouldn't be distracted.</p>
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--- Block #106 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“They said they couldn’t come until after dinner. They’ll be here soon.  

      Before they arrive, I need to say a few things, Tavia, and I ask you to pay attention. I want you to be polite and friendly to Mr. Annon, and when we’re around others, be less focused and affectionate with Maurice. You mean well, but it doesn’t look good and leads to uncomfortable comments.”</p>
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--- Block #107 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Who blames me for being loyal to my cousin? Can I ever do enough to repay him for his loyalty? Mom, you forget he saved your son's life.”</p>
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--- Block #108 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Indignant tears filled the girl's eyes as she spoke passionately, forgetting that Mrs. Snowdon was close enough to hear her raised voice. With a frown, her mother put a hand on her daughter's lips and said coldly, “I don’t forget, and I diligently fulfill every obligation by providing all the care and comfort I can. You’re young, romantic, and soft-hearted. You think you have to give your time and energy, that you must sacrifice your future happiness for this duty. You’re mistaken, and if you don’t learn this lesson soon, you’ll discover that you’ve caused harm, not good.”</p>
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--- Block #109 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“God forbid! How can I do that? Just tell me, and I’ll be smart about it in time.”</p>
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--- Block #110 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Turning her earnest face up to her own, Lady Treherne whispered anxiously, “Has Maurice ever shown or suggested anything like love during this year he has been with us, with you being his constant companion?”</p>
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--- Block #111 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Never, Mom; he’s too honorable and too unhappy to talk or think about that. I’m his little nurse, sister, and friend, nothing more, and I never will be. Don’t suspect us or put those kinds of fears in my mind, or we’ll ruin all our comfort.”</p>
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--- Block #112 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Flushed and eager, the girl spoke with clear eyes that revealed no confusion about her feelings. All she seemed to care about was clearing her cousin of any accusations of loving her too much. Lady Treherne appeared relieved, paused for a moment, and then said, seriously but gently, “This is good, but, dear, you must tell me immediately if he ever gets out of line because this can't happen. I once hoped it could, but now it's impossible; remember, he must remain just a friend and cousin, nothing more. I'm warning you in advance, but if you ignore the warning, Maurice will have to go. Let’s put an end to this; remember my wishes regarding Mr. Annon, and let your cousin enjoy himself in public without you.”</p>
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--- Block #113 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Mama, do you want me to like Frank Annon?”</p>
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--- Block #114 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>The sudden question threw my lady off a bit, but understanding her daughter's open and impulsive nature, she felt somewhat reassured by this honesty and responded firmly, “I do. He is your equal in every way; he loves you, Jasper wants it, I support it, and since you're fully open to it, you really have no valid reason to object to the partnership.”</p>
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--- Block #115 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Has he spoken to you?”</p>



Word Count (non-anchor): 5

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

“Has he spoken to you?”



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

"Has he talked to you?"



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<p>"Has he talked to you?"</p>
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--- Block #116 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“No, to your brother.”</p>



Word Count (non-anchor): 4

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

“No, to your brother.”



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

"No, to your bro."



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<p>"No, to your bro."</p>
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--- Block #117 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“You wish this much, Mamma?”</p>



Word Count (non-anchor): 5

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

“You wish this much, Mamma?”



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

"Is this what you want, Mom?"



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<p>"Is this what you want, Mom?"</p>
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--- Block #118 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Very much, my child.”</p>



Word Count (non-anchor): 4

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

“Very much, my child.”



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

"Absolutely, my child."



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<p>"Absolutely, my child."</p>
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--- Block #119 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“I'll try to make you happy, then.” And holding back a sigh, the girl kissed her mother with an unusual softness in her tone and demeanor.</p>
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--- Block #120 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Now I’m really happy. Be joyful, my love. No one will pressure or upset you. Let things unfold naturally, and if our hope can come true, I’ll finally be free of the biggest worry in my life.”</p>
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--- Block #121 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>A sound of cheerful girl voices suddenly reached their ears, and jumping up, Octavia rushed to meet her friends, exclaiming joyfully, “They’ve arrived! They’ve arrived!”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #122 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Two smiling, cheerful girls greeted her at the door, and, being at an age full of excitement, they chatted away in a lively manner for several minutes, forming a lovely group as they hugged each other, all talking at once, with frequent kisses and bursts of laughter to express their feelings. Madame Mère welcomed them and then went to join Mrs. Snowdon, leaving the three of them to gossip freely.</p>
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--- Block #123 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“My dearest creature, I thought we’d never get here, because Dad had a really boring dinner party, and we had to stick around, you know,” exclaimed Rose, the lively sister, smoothing out her pretty dress and looking at herself in the mirror as she flitted around the room like a butterfly.</p>
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--- Block #124 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“We were so eager to come, and we were thrilled when you invited us, since we haven't seen you at this age, darling,” added Blanche, the thoughtful one, smoothing her blond curls after a warm hug.</p>
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--- Block #125 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“I'm sorry the Ulsters couldn't come to celebrate Christmas with us, because we only have Jasper, Frank Annon, and the major as our gentlemen. It's sad, isn't it?” said Octavia, with a look of despair that triggered another round of laughter.</p>
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--- Block #126 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“One each, my dear, it could be worse.” And Rose privately decided to claim Sir Jasper.</p>
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--- Block #127 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Where's your cousin?” asked Blanche, with a sigh of sentimental interest.</p>
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--- Block #128 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“He’s here, of course. I forget him, but he’s not someone we flirt with, you know. We have to entertain him and not expect him to entertain us, even though, honestly, all the great ideas and plans for fun always come from him.”</p>
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--- Block #129 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Is he doing better, I hope?” asked both sisters with genuine concern, making their young faces look mature and kind.</p>
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--- Block #130 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Yes, and he hopes to fully recover. At least, they tell him that, even though Dr. Ashley said there’s no chance of it.”</p>
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--- Block #131 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Wow, that’s so sad! Should we go see him, Tavia?”</p>
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--- Block #132 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Of course; he can be with us now in the evening and enjoys being around people just as much as ever. But please don’t pay attention to his weakness, and don’t ask anything beyond the usual 'How do you do.' He’s sensitive and dislikes being seen as an invalid more than ever.”</p>
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--- Block #133 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“How lovely it must be to take care of him; he’s so talented and delightful. I really envy you,” said Blanche thoughtfully.</p>
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--- Block #134 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Sir Jasper told us that the General and Mrs. Snowdon were coming. I hope they do, because I'm really curious to see her—” began Rose.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping
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--- Block #135 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Hush, she’s here with Mom! Why are you curious? What’s the mystery? You look like there’s one,” Octavia asked quietly.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping
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--- Block #136 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>The three charming heads leaned in closer as Rose whispered, “If I knew, I wouldn’t be so curious. There’s a rumor that she married the old general out of spite and now regrets it. I asked Mom once, but she said that stuff isn’t for young girls to know, and she wouldn’t say anything more. <i>N'importe</i>, I have my own brains, and I can figure things out. The guys are coming! Am I good to go, dear?” The three exchanged quick looks of scrutiny that missed nothing, then arranged themselves nicely and waited, each young heart fluttering with anticipation.</p>
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--- Block #137 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>In came the gentlemen, and immediately a new vibe filled the drawing room, because with the first words spoken, several romances started. Rose claimed Sir Jasper, Blanche planned to devote herself to Maurice Treherne, but Annon interrupted her, and Octavia didn’t have to bother with any niceties thanks to this unexpected action from her boyfriend.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping
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--- Block #138 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“He's upset and wants to annoy me by focusing on Blanche. I really wish he would, so I could have some peace. Poor Maurice is waiting for me, and I want to be with him, but I have to listen to Mom.” And Octavia went to join the group gathered by Lady, Mrs. Snowdon, the general, and the major.</p>
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--- Block #139 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>The two young couples were flirting in different parts of the room, while Treherne sat alone, observing them with eyes that seemed to see beneath the surface, understanding the hidden desires, hopes, and fears that drove them. A unique expression was on his face as he shifted his gaze from Octavia's clear features to Mrs. Snowdon's gloomy ones. He rested his head on his hand and fell deep into thought, as he was experiencing one of those pivotal moments that come to everyone and can shape or break a life. Such moments arrive when we least expect them: an unexpected encounter, a strange mood, a trivial detail, or a careless remark can trigger it, and often it passes before we even realize it was there, leaving behind aftereffects that reveal what we have gained or lost. Treherne sensed that the current hour, and the actions filling it, held an unusual significance and would have an unusual impact on his life. In front of him were the good and bad influences of his nature represented by those two women. Edith Snowdon had already tested her power, and only chance had saved him. Octavia, completely unaware, always managed to awaken and inspire the best parts of his mind and heart. A year spent in her company had greatly changed him, and he loved her with a strange mix of passion, respect, and gratitude. He understood why Edith Snowdon was there; he felt that the old allure still captivated him, and though he didn’t know fear, he was uncomfortable with the presence of the beautiful, dangerous woman. On the other hand, he could see that Lady Treherne wanted her daughter to avoid him and to show interest in Annon; he knew he had no right to pursue the young woman, being crippled and poor as he was, and a pang of jealous pain twisted his heart as he watched her.</p>
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--- Block #140 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Then he felt a surge of power, for even though he appeared helpless, poor, and like a target of pity, he realized he held the honor, peace, and happiness of nearly everyone there in his hands. It was a tempting thought for this man, overflowing with repressed passion and power, who was isolated from the more exciting responsibilities and pleasures of life. Just a few words from him, and the sympathy everyone had for him would shift to fear, respect, and admiration. Why not say them and embrace all that he could? He owed nothing to the Trehernes; why endure injustice, dependence, and the compassion that hurt a proud man's soul the most? Wealth, love, and pleasure could be his with just a word. Why not claim them now?</p>
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--- Block #141 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>His pale face flushed, his eyes lit up, and his thin hand clenched like a vise as these thoughts raced through his mind. A look or a word at that moment could sway him; he felt it and leaned forward, secretly waiting for the glance or the words that would decide his fate. Who can say what subtle instinct made Octavia turn and smile at him with a wistful, friendly look that warmed his heart? He responded with a glance that thrilled her in a strange way, as love, gratitude, and some mysterious understanding mixed in the brilliant yet soft expression that quickly appeared and disappeared on her face. She couldn’t identify what it was; she only knew it filled her with an indescribable emotion she had never felt before. In an instant, it all vanished, Lady Treherne spoke to her, and Blanche Talbot turned to Maurice, wondering if the enchanting smile he wore was meant for her.</p>
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--- Block #142 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Mr. Annon kindly set me free, so I came to try to brighten your solitude; but you look like solitude makes you happier than being around the rest of us,” she said without her usual pretense, as his demeanor affected her.</p>
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--- Block #143 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“You're very kind, and you're very welcome. I do find ways to distract myself from my loneliness that happier people wouldn’t appreciate, and it’s good that I can, or else I’d become bitter and difficult, dragging some poor soul into entertaining me all day.” He replied with a gentle courtesy, which was his main charm for women.</p>
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--- Block #144 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Could you share some of your ideas with me? I often feel alone in spirit, even if I’m not physically alone, because Rose, though sweet, isn’t really my type, and I don’t find anyone who understands me.”</p>
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--- Block #145 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>A humorous spark appeared in Treherne's eyes as the sentimental girl let out a soft sigh and lowered her long lashes. Ignoring the topic of "kindred souls," he replied coolly, "My favorite pastime is observing the people around me. It might be rude, but stuck in my corner, I can't help but watch the people around me and figure out their little schemes and plans. I'm becoming quite skilled at it and often surprise myself with how deep my observations go."</p>
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--- Block #146 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>"I can believe it; your eyes seem to have that ability. Please don't analyze <i>me</i>." And the girl pulled back with a look of real fear.</p>
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--- Block #147 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Treherne smiled without thinking, because he had already figured out the secret of that shallow heart long ago and was too kind to use that knowledge, no matter how flattering it might be for him. In a reassuring tone, he said, turning away from the sharp eyes she was worried about, “I promise I never will, even though it would be tempting to explore the pure pages of a young woman’s heart. I have plenty of other things to read, so don’t worry, Miss Blanche.”</p>
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--- Block #148 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Who are you most interested in right now?” the girl asked, blushing with pleasure at his words. “Mrs. Snowdon seems like someone who has a story waiting to be told, if you’re skilled enough.”</p>
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--- Block #149 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“I have read it. My lady is my focus right now. I thought I knew her well, but recently she's confusing me. Human minds are filled with more mysteries than any written book and are more changeable than the shapes of clouds in the sky.”</p>
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--- Block #150 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“A lovely old lady, but I’m so afraid of her that I would never even think of trying to read her, like you said.” Blanche glanced at the person they were talking about as she spoke and added, “Poor Tavia, she looks so lonely. Can I invite her to join us?”</p>
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--- Block #151 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“With all my heart,” was the quick reply.</p>
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--- Block #152 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Blanche drifted away but didn't come back, because my lady held onto her and her daughter.</p>
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--- Block #153 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“That test satisfies me; for now, I’ll go along with it, but I believe I can still win against my aunt.” With a patient sigh, Treherne turned to watch Mrs. Snowdon.</p>
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--- Block #154 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>She stood by the fire chatting with Sir Jasper, a charming, impulsive, kind-hearted young man, who obviously showed his deep admiration for her. When he arrived, she suddenly snapped out of her dull mood and became as lively as she had been clearly down before. As they talked, she absentmindedly pushed a small antique bronze urn on the mantel back and forth, and while doing this, she gave Treherne a quick, meaningful look more than once, which he finally responded to with a somewhat proud nod. Then, feeling satisfied, she stopped fiddling with the ornament and focused on Sir Jasper's flirtatious banter.</p>
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--- Block #155 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>The moment her son walked over to Mrs. Snowdon, Madame Mère felt anxious. She left Octavia with her friends and boyfriend to keep an eye on Jasper. But her watch didn’t help much, as she couldn’t see or hear anything wrong, yet she couldn’t shake the feeling that there was some unspoken connection between them. When the party ended for the night, she stayed behind until everyone had left except for her son and nephew.</p>
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--- Block #156 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Well, Madame Ma Mère, what’s bothering you?” asked Sir Jasper, as she looked anxiously into his face before giving her good-night kiss.</p>
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--- Block #157 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“I can't say for sure, but I feel uneasy. Remember, my son, you are the pride of my heart, and any mistake or shame on your part would break me. Good night, Maurice.” And with a graceful bow, she walked away.</p>
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--- Block #158 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Lounging with both elbows on the low chimneypiece, Sir Jasper smiled at his mother's worries and said to his cousin, as soon as they were alone, “She’s concerned about E.S. Funny, isn’t it, how women can have such instinctive dislikes for each other?”</p>
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--- Block #159 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Why did you invite E.S. here?” Treherne asked.</p>
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--- Block #160 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“My dear friend, how could I avoid it? My mother wanted the general, who is a friend of my father’s, and naturally, we had to invite his wife too. I couldn’t tell my mother that the lady had been a dreadful flirt, to say the least, and had married the old man in a huff because my cousin and I refused to let her ruin us.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #161 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“You <i>could</i> have told her about the trouble she causes wherever she goes, and for Octavia's sake, you could have delayed the general's visit for a bit. I'm telling you, Jasper, this will lead to trouble.”</p>
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--- Block #162 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“To whom, you or me?”</p>



Word Count (non-anchor): 5

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

“To whom, you or me?”



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

“To whom, you or I?”



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<p>“To whom, you or I?”</p>
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--- Block #163 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“To both of you, maybe, especially to you. She was let down once when she lost us both by hesitating between your title and my supposed wealth. She is unhappy with the old man, and her only hope is his death, as he is quite weak. You are free now, and even more appealing, so watch out, or she will ensnare you before you realize it.”</p>
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--- Block #164 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Thanks, Mentor. I'm not afraid and will just have some fun for a week—they won’t stay any longer.” With a casual laugh, Sir Jasper walked away.</p>
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--- Block #165 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Lots of trouble can happen in a week, and this is just the start,”  

       Treherne mumbled, as he lifted himself to check under the bronze vase for  

      the note. It was missing!</p>
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--- Block #166 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p><br/><br/></p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: Contains only link(s) with no extra text => skipping
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--- Block #167 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p><a id="link2HCH0003"> </a></p>
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--- Block #168 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Who took it? This question plagued Treherne all night. He suspected three people, as they were the only ones who had come close to the fire after the note was hidden. He believed he had kept an eye on it until everyone started to leave. It must have been taken by the major, Frank Annon, or my lady; Sir Jasper was definitely not a suspect, since he hadn’t touched anything in the drawing room since he had clumsily broken an entire <i>étagère</i> of expensive knick-knacks, which had upset his mother and sister. The major clearly suspected something, Annon was envious, and my lady would be eager for a reason to get her daughter away from him. Relying on his ability to read faces, he waited anxiously for morning, planning to say nothing to anyone except Mrs. Snowdon, and from her, just to ask what the note said.</p>
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--- Block #169 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Treherne usually blended into the background until lunch, often not showing up until dinner; so, not wanting to raise suspicion with unexpected activity, he waited until noon to appear. The mailbag had just been opened, and everyone was busy with their letters, but they all looked up to exchange greetings with the newcomer. Octavia instinctively turned to greet him, then stopped herself and covered her suddenly flushed face with a newspaper. Treherne noticed everything and immediately saw the unusually late arrival of the mail as an opportunity to uncover who had stolen the note.</p>
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--- Block #170 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>"Everyone has letters except for me, and I was expecting one last night. Major, do you have it among yours?" And as he spoke, Treherne locked his intense gaze directly on the person he was addressing.</p>
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--- Block #171 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>With no sign of awareness, no hint of confusion, the major calmly flipped through his stack and responded casually, “Not a trace of it; I wish there was, because nothing bothers me more than any delays or mistakes with my letters.”</p>
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--- Block #172 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>He knows nothing about it, Treherne thought, and turned to Annon, who was absorbed in a lengthy letter from a close friend, showing a knack for sharing updates, judging by how engaged Annon was.</p>
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--- Block #173 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Annon, I’m asking you, because I <i>need</i> to find out who took my letter.”</p>
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--- Block #174 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“I only have one, read it if you want, and see for yourself,” was the short reply.</p>
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--- Block #175 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“No, thank you. I was just joking; it’s probably among my lady’s. Jasper’s letters and mine often get mixed up, and my lady looks after his for him. I think you must have it, Aunt.”</p>
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--- Block #176 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Lady Treherne looked up impatiently. “My dear Maurice, what a fuss over a letter! None of us have it, so don’t blame us for your correspondent’s mistakes or the postal service’s slip-up.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #177 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>She wasn’t the thief because she’s always super polite when she’s trying to get in my way, Treherne thought. Apologizing for interrupting them, he rolled over to his spot in a sunny window and pretended to be really into a new magazine.</p>
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--- Block #178 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Mrs. Snowdon was opening the general's letters for him, and after finishing her small task, she wandered into the library, as if looking for a book. Soon, she came back with one, approached Treherne, and handed it to him, saying in her pleasantly clear voice, “Could you please find the passage you mentioned last night? I'm curious to see it.”</p>
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--- Block #179 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Instantly figuring out her plan, he opened it with a casual attitude, took the small note placed among the pages, and, picking a random passage, handed back her book and went back to his own. Hidden behind its cover, he unfolded and read these words:</p>
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--- Block #180 (pre) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<pre><i>I get it, but don’t worry; the message I left was just this—“I need to see you alone, let me know when and where.” No one can interpret it too much, and I will figure out who the thief is before dinner. Just keep quiet and pay attention to who I talk to first when I arrive tonight, and be careful of that person.</i></pre>
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--- Block #181 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Quietly putting the note into the fire using the magazine's wrapper, he pushed the matter out of his mind and let Mrs. Snowdon play detective as she wanted, while he attended to his own business.</p>
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--- Block #182 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>It was a clear, bright December day, and when the young people broke away to get ready for a ride, while the general and the major relaxed on the terrace, Lady Treherne said to her nephew, “I’m going for a ride in the pony carriage. Will you be my escort, Maurice?”</p>
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--- Block #183 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“With pleasure,” replied the young man, fully aware of what was coming his way.</p>
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--- Block #184 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>My lady was unusually quiet and serious, yet seemed eager to say something that she found hard to express. Treherne noticed this and broke the awkward silence by confidently diving into the topic that concerned them both.</p>
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--- Block #185 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“I think you want to say something to me about Tavie, Aunt. Am I right?”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping
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--- Block #186 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Yes.”</p>



Word Count (non-anchor): 1

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

“Yes.”



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

"Yeah."



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<p>"Yeah."</p>



----------



--- Block #187 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Then let me save you the trouble of starting, and show my honesty by stating the truth, as far as I’m concerned. I care for her very much, but I’m not foolish enough to think about telling her. I know it’s impossible, and I’m giving up my hopes. Trust me. I will stay quiet and watch her marry Annon without a single complaint, if that’s what you want. I can see from her changed behavior that you’ve talked to her, and that my little friend and caretaker will no longer be mine. Maybe you’re wise, but if you’re doing this for my sake, it’s pointless—the damage is done, and as long as I live, I will love my cousin. If you’re doing this to protect her, I won’t say a word, and I’ll leave rather than cause her any worry or pain.”</p>
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--- Block #188 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Do you really mean this, Maurice?” Lady Treherne said, looking at him with a transformed and softened expression.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #189 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Turning to her, Treherne showed a face full of pain and honesty, of acceptance and determination, as he said seriously, “I mean it; test me in any way you want. I’m not a bad guy, Aunt, and I want to be better. Since my misfortune, I’ve had time to really think about many things, including myself, and despite my flaws, I genuinely want to keep my soul honest and true, even if my body is falling apart. It’s easy to say this, but despite temptation, I believe I can stay strong if you believe in me.”</p>
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--- Block #190 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“My dear boy, I really trust you, and I'm very grateful for your honesty.  

      I never forget that I owe Jasper's life to you, and I don’t expect to ever repay  

      that debt. Keep this in mind when I appear cold or unkind, and also remember that I’m saying now, if you hadn’t had to deal with this hardship, I would have happily given you my daughter. But—”</p>
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--- Block #191 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“But, Aunt, listen to this,” interrupted Treherne. “I've been told that any sudden and intense shock of surprise, joy, or sorrow could do for me what they're hoping time will accomplish. I didn't mention this before because it’s just a possibility; still, while there's any hope, do I really have to completely give up on Octavia?”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping
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--- Block #192 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“It’s tough to say no, but I don’t think it’s smart to rely on such a slim chance. If you end up with her, both of you will be unhappy if things don’t work out. No, Maurice, it’s better to be generous and let her find her own happiness with someone else. Annon loves her, she’s emotionally available, and she’ll quickly learn to love him if you step back. My poor boy, it sounds harsh, but I have to tell you this.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping
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--- Block #193 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Should I leave, Aunt?” was all he said, spoken very firmly, even though his lips were pale.</p>
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--- Block #194 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Not yet, just leave them alone and try to keep your worries to yourself if you can. But if you’d like, you can go to town, and Benson will make sure you’re comfortable. Your health will be a valid reason, and I’ll visit or write frequently if you feel homesick. It’s up to you, because I want to be fair and compassionate in this difficult situation. You get to choose.”</p>
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--- Block #195 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Then I will stay. I can hide my feelings; and seeing them together will soon stop hurting me, if Octavia is happy.”</p>
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--- Block #196 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Let it rest for now. You'll miss your companion as little as possible because I'll do my best to take her place. Forgive me, Maurice, and understand a mother's concern, since these two are the last of my many children, and I’m a widow now.”</p>
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--- Block #197 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Lady Treherne's voice wavered, and if there was any selfish hope or plan in her nephew's mind, her plea erased it and touched his better self. Holding her hand, he said gently, “Dear Aunt, please don’t mourn for me. I’m someone destined for hardships, but I won’t be defeated by them. Let’s put aside my youth and be supportive advisors together for the sake of the two we both care about. I need to mention Jasper, and I hope you won't push me to explain more than I can without breaking my promise.”</p>
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--- Block #198 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Thanks so much! It’s about that woman, right? Tell me everything you can; I won’t be pushy, but I didn’t like her the moment I laid eyes on her, even though she’s beautiful and charming.”</p>
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--- Block #199 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“When my cousin and I were in Paris, just before I got sick, we met her. She was with her father then, a lively old man who lived for pleasure and wasn’t a suitable guardian for his beautiful daughter. She knew our story and, having intrigued both of us, took a moment to decide which one she would choose: Jasper, for his title, or me, for my wealth. This was before my uncle changed his will, and I thought I was his heir; but before she made her decision, something (don't ask me what, please) happened that forced us to leave Paris. On our way back, we were shipwrecked, and then came my illness, loss of inheritance, and helplessness. Edith Dubarry heard the story, but the rumors got it wrong, and she believed that both of us had lost our fortunes. Her father died broke, and in a moment of despair, she married the general, whose wealth provides her with the luxury she loves, and whose declining health will soon give her back her freedom—”</p>
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--- Block #200 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“And then, Maurice?” my lady interrupted.</p>
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--- Block #201 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“She hopes to win over Jasper, I think.”</p>
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--- Block #202 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Never! We have to stop that no matter what. I’d rather see him dead in front of me than married to a woman like that. Why is she allowed to visit homes like mine? I should have been informed about this earlier,” my lady exclaimed angrily.</p>
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--- Block #203 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>"I should have told you if I had known, and I criticized Jasper for his neglect. Don't worry too much, Aunt. There's nothing wrong with Mrs. Snowdon's reputation, and as the wife of a brave and honorable man, she's welcomed without any doubt; her beauty, grace, and charm can get her anywhere. She'll only be here for a week, and I'll focus on her; this will help Jasper, and if needed, show Tavie that I don't care—" Then he paused to hold back a sigh.</p>
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--- Block #204 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>"But what about you? Don't you worry about your own peace, Maurice? You shouldn't give up your happiness or honor for me or my sake."</p>
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--- Block #205 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“I’m safe; I love my cousin, and that’s my protection. No matter what happens, just remember that I tried to help you and genuinely tried to put my own needs aside.”</p>
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--- Block #206 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“God bless you, my son! Let me call you that, and know that, even though I can't call you my daughter, I genuinely give you a mother's care and love.”</p>
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--- Block #207 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Lady Treherne was as generous as she was proud, and her nephew had won her over with his confidence and submission. He played no role, yet even in giving everything up, he held onto the hope that he might still win the heart he desired. They parted silently, but from that moment on, a new and tighter connection formed between them, exerting an unexpected influence over the entire household.</p>
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--- Block #208 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p><br/><br/></p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: Contains only link(s) with no extra text => skipping
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--- Block #209 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p><br/><br/></p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: Contains only link(s) with no extra text => skipping
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--- Block #210 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Maurice waited impatiently for Mrs. Snowdon to come in, not just because he was curious to see if she had found out who the thief was, but also because of the role he had taken on. He felt capable of it and found a certain satisfaction in it for three reasons. It would help his aunt and cousin, distract him from his own worries, and maybe, by making Octavia jealous, spark some romantic feelings; because even though he had chosen the right thing, he was still only human, and a lover at that.</p>
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----------



--- Block #211 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Mrs. Snowdon was late. She always was, as her routine was elaborate, and she liked to see how it affected others. The moment she walked in, Treherne's eyes were on her, and to his surprise and annoyance, she spoke to Octavia, saying sweetly, “My dear Miss Treherne, I've been admiring your peacocks. Please let me watch you feed them tomorrow. Miss Talbot says it's a lovely sight.”</p>
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--- Block #212 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“If you’re on the terrace right after lunch, you’ll find them there, and you can feed them yourself if you want,” was the calm, polite reply.</p>
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--- Block #213 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“She looks like a peacock in that stunning green and gold dress, doesn’t she?” Rose whispered to Sir Jasper with a mischievous laugh.</p>
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--- Block #214 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Yeah, she really does have faith. I wish Tavie's birds could talk like Mrs. Snowdon; their squawking drives me crazy.”</p>
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--- Block #215 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“I really like it because it’s genuine, with no malice or trickery behind it. I always distrust those smooth, sweet voices; they come off as insincere. I prefer a full, clear tone; sharp if you want, but definite and true.”</p>
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--- Block #216 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Well said, Octavia. I agree with you, and yours is a perfect example of the kind you’re talking about.” Treherne smiled as he rolled past to join Mrs. Snowdon, who was clearly waiting for him, while Octavia turned to her brother to defend her pets.</p>
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--- Block #217 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Are you sure? How did you find out?” Maurice asked, pretending to admire the lady's bouquet as he stopped next to her.</p>
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--- Block #218 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“I knew it the second I saw her this morning. She's not an actress, and you could see dislike, distrust, and contempt on her face when we met. Until you cleverly told me my note was lost, I thought she was upset about her brother—or you.”</p>
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--- Block #219 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>A sudden pause and a sharp look followed the last softly spoken word, but Treherne responded with an unreadable smile and a calm, “So, what’s next?”</p>
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--- Block #220 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“The moment I found out that you didn’t receive the note, I was sure she had it. Knowing she must have seen me put it there, I quietly asked her for it, despite her innocent act. This surprised her and took away any mystery, and I finished her confusion by sending it to the major as soon as she returned it to me, as if it had been meant for him. She apologized, said her brother was careless, and that she kept an eye on him to prevent him from getting into trouble; she pretended to think I meant the message for him and acted like a charming simpleton, which she is.”</p>
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--- Block #221 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Such a fuss about nothing. Poor little Tavie! You probably scared her so much that we can safely write to each other from now on.”</p>
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--- Block #222 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“You can give me an answer right now.”</p>
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--- Block #223 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Alright, meet me on the terrace tomorrow morning; the peacocks will make the meeting feel natural. I usually hang out there for an hour or two during the sunny part of the day.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #224 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“But the girl?”</p>



Word Count (non-anchor): 3

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

“But the girl?”



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

“But what about the girl?”



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<p>“But what about the girl?”</p>



----------



--- Block #225 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“I'll send her away.”</p>



Word Count (non-anchor): 4

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

“I'll send her away.”



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

“I'll send her off.”



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<p>“I'll send her off.”</p>
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--- Block #226 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“You talk like it would be a simple thing to do.”</p>
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--- Block #227 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“It will be both easy and enjoyable.”</p>
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--- Block #228 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Now you’re being mysterious or negative. You either don’t care at all about having a conversation with her, or you’re happy to get her out of my way. Which is it?”</p>
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--- Block #229 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“You get to decide. Can I have this?”</p>
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--- Block #230 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>She looked at him as he touched a rose with a cautionary glance, because the flower represented both love and silence. Was he trying to suggest that he remembered the past, or to alert her that someone was close? She leaned out from behind the curtain where she was sitting and caught a glimpse of a shadow slipping away.</p>
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--- Block #231 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Who was it?” she asked, under her breath.</p>
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--- Block #232 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“A Rose,” he replied, laughing. Then, as if the danger had passed, he said, “How will you explain to the major the message you sent him?”</p>
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--- Block #233 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Easily, by creating some intriguing confusion where I need wise advice. He'll be flattered, and by pretending to trust him, I can deceive the good man as much as I want, since he bothers me with his strange way of always watching over me. Now take me to dinner, and be your charming self again.”</p>
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--- Block #234 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“That’s impossible,” he said, yet showed that it wasn’t.</p>
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--- Block #235 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p><br/><br/></p>
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--- Block #236 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p><a id="link2HCH0004"> </a></p>
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--- Block #237 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>It was truly a beautiful sight, the twelve elegant birds perched on the wide stone railing, or walking slowly along the terrace, with the sun shining on their green and golden necks and the splendor of their stunning feathers, spread out or trailing behind them like luxurious trains. In a lovely contrast to the magnificent creatures was their young mistress, in her simple morning dress and fur-trimmed hood and cloak, standing there feeding the tame pets from her hand, calling their whimsical names, laughing at their antics, and wholeheartedly enjoying the winter sunshine, the fresh breeze, and the playful activity. As Treherne made his way closer, he watched her with affectionate eyes, finding her very sweet and cheerful, and more precious to him than ever. She had carefully avoided him all day before, had parted at night with a quick handshake, and hadn't come as usual to say good-morning in the library. He hadn't noted the change until now, but remembering his promise to his aunt, he decided to let the girl know that he fully understood the new relationship that was to exist between them.</p>
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--- Block #238 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Good morning, cousin. Should I give you a ride, if I take a turn or two here?” he said, in a cheerful tone but with a hint of reproach in his glance.</p>
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--- Block #239 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>She glanced at him for a moment, then approached him with her hand outstretched and her cheeks even rosier than before. Her honest eyes filled with tears, and there was a trembling hitch in her voice as she said, impulsively: “I <i>will</i> be myself for a moment, no matter what. Maurice, please don’t think I’m being unkind, don’t blame me, or ask for permission to come near me. There’s a reason for the change you see in me; it’s not just a whim, it’s out of obligation.”</p>
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--- Block #240 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“My dear girl, I know. I meant to talk about it and show you that I understand. Annon is a good guy, as worthy of you as anyone can be, and I wish you all the happiness you deserve.”</p>
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--- Block #241 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Do you?” Her eyes searched his face intently.</p>
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--- Block #242 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Yeah; do you really doubt it?” He hid his love so well that not a single expression, tone, or gesture gave it away.</p>
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--- Block #243 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Her gaze dropped, a shadow crossed her bright face, and she pulled back her hand, as if to stroke the hungry bird that gently pecked at the basket she was holding. Trying to shift the topic, she said playfully, “Poor Argus, you’ve lost your beautiful feathers, and now everyone abandons you, except for sweet little Juno, who never forgets her friends. Here, take it all, and share it between you.”</p>
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--- Block #244 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Treherne smiled and said quickly, “I’m like a human Argus, and you’ve been a kind little Juno to me since I lost my feathers. Keep it up, and you’ll see I’ll be a very loyal friend.”</p>
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--- Block #245 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“I will.” As she said this, her familiar smile returned and her eyes connected with his once more.</p>
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--- Block #246 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Thanks! Now we can move on happily. I don’t ask for or expect the old life—that’s impossible. I knew that when lovers entered the picture, the friend would take a backseat; and I’m okay with being second, where I’ve been first for so long. Don’t think you’re neglecting me; be happy with your partner, dear, and when you’re looking for something to do, come and see old Maurice.”</p>
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--- Block #247 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>She turned her head so he wouldn’t see the angry flush in her cheeks or the worry in her eyes, and when she spoke, she said irritably, “I wish Jasper and Mom would just leave me alone. I can’t stand love and don’t want any part of it. If Frank keeps teasing me, I’ll just go to a convent and be done with him.”</p>
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--- Block #248 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Maurice laughed and turned her face toward him, saying in his charming voice, “Give him a chance first, to make your mom happy. It can’t hurt and might even entertain you. Frank is already out of the picture, and since you’re single, why not see what you can do for him? I’ll have a new project to focus on, so I won’t miss you as much.”</p>
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--- Block #249 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“You're really kind; I'll give it my all. I hope Mrs. Snowdon shows up, if she's coming; I've got plans at two, and Frank will be upset if I'm not ready. He's teaching me how to play billiards, and I actually enjoy the game, even though I never thought I would.”</p>
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--- Block #250 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>"That looks good. I hope you learn a double lesson, and Annon finds a willing student in both of you."</p>
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--- Block #251 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“You look really pale this morning; are you in pain, Maurice?” Octavia suddenly asked, dropping the cheerful and carefree tone she had been using to mask her concern.</p>
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--- Block #252 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Yes, but it will soon pass. Mrs. Snowdon is coming. I saw her at the hall door a moment ago. I will show her the peacocks, if you want to go. She won't mind the change, I’m sure, since you don’t like her, and I do.”</p>
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--- Block #253 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“No, I’m sure of that. It was an arrangement, maybe? I get it. I won’t play Mademoiselle De Trop.”</p>
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--- Block #254 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Sudden fire sparkled in the girl's eyes, sudden disdain twisted her lip, and a glance full of meaning passed from her cousin to the door, where Mrs. Snowdon stood, waiting for her maid to bring her some extra wraps.</p>
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--- Block #255 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“You're hinting at the note you took. What made you pull that prank, Tavie?” asked Treherne calmly.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping
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--- Block #256 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“I saw her put it under the urn. I thought it was for Jasper, so I took it,” she said confidently.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping
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--- Block #257 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Why for Jasper?”</p>



Word Count (non-anchor): 3

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

“Why for Jasper?”



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

“Why Jasper?”



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<p>“Why Jasper?”</p>



----------



--- Block #258 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“I remembered him talking about meeting her a long time ago and describing her beauty with excitement—and so did you.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping
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--- Block #259 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“You have a good memory.”</p>



Word Count (non-anchor): 5

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

“You have a good memory.”



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

"You're really good at remembering."



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<p>"You're really good at remembering."</p>



----------



--- Block #260 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“I care about everything that involves the people I love. I noticed how she interacted with my brother, his devotion to her, and when they stood laughing together by the fire, I was certain that she wanted to win him over again.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping
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--- Block #261 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Again? So she really did charm him this time?” Treherne asked, eager to find out how much Jasper had shared with his sister.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping
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--- Block #262 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“He always denied it and said that you were the favorite.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping
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--- Block #263 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Then why not write the note for me?” he asked.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping
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--- Block #264 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“I do now” was the quick reply.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping
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--- Block #265 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“But she told you it was for the major and sent it.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping
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--- Block #266 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“She fooled me; I’m not shocked. I’m glad Jasper is okay, and I hope you have a nice chat.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping
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--- Block #267 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Bowing with unexpected dignity, Octavia placed her basket down and walked off in one direction as Mrs. Snowdon came toward her from another.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping
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--- Block #268 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“I’ve done it now,” sighed Treherne, turning away from the girlish figure to watch the elegant woman who was gliding toward him with silent grace.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping
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--- Block #269 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Brilliance and splendor suited Mrs. Snowdon; she loved luxury, and her beauty made many things look good that would have seemed out of place and ridiculous on a plainer woman. She had draped herself in a genuine Eastern cloak of red, blue, and gold; the hood pulled over her head framed her beautiful face in rich colors, and the large gold tassels glimmered against her flowing black hair. She wore it with elegance, and the extravagant beauty of the garment suited her perfectly. The fresh air gave her cheeks a delicate glow; her normally dark eyes sparkled now, and the smile on her lips was filled with joy.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping
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--- Block #270 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Welcome, Cleopatra!” exclaimed Treherne, trying hard to hold back a laugh, as the peacocks squawked and ran away from the swishing flow of her robes.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping
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--- Block #271 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“I could respond by calling you Thaddeus of Warsaw, because you have a very romantic and Polish look with your pale, thoughtful face and your impressive furs,” she replied, pausing beside him with admiration clearly reflected in her eyes.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping
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--- Block #272 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Treherne didn’t like the way she looked and abruptly said, as he handed her the basket of bread, “I’ve taken care of my cousin and offered to handle the peacocks. Here they are—will you feed them?”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping
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--- Block #273 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“No, thank you—I don’t care about the birds, as you know; I came to talk to you,” she said impatiently.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping
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--- Block #274 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“I am at your service.”</p>



Word Count (non-anchor): 5

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

“I am at your service.”



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

"I'm here to help."



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<p>"I'm here to help."</p>
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--- Block #275 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“I'd like to ask you a question or two—is that okay?”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping
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--- Block #276 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“What guy has ever turned down a request from Mrs. Snowdon?”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping
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--- Block #277 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Nah, no compliments; from you they're just sarcastic dodges. I was fooled while I was away and stupidly married that old man. Just tell me honestly how things are.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping
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--- Block #278 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Jasper has everything. I have nothing.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping
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--- Block #279 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“I am glad of it.”</p>



Word Count (non-anchor): 5

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

“I am glad of it.”



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

"I'm glad about it."



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<p>"I'm glad about it."</p>



----------



--- Block #280 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Thanks a lot for the sincere speech. At least you’re being honest,” he said bitterly.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #281 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“I do, Maurice—I really do; let me show you.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping
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--- Block #282 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Treherne's chair was right next to the railing. Mrs. Snowdon leaned against the carved banister, facing away from the house, her face hidden by a tall urn. Looking directly at him, she spoke quickly and quietly, “You thought I was torn between you and Jasper when we parted two years ago. I was; but it wasn't about title and wealth that I hesitated. It was between duty and love. My father, a caring but foolish old man, wanted to see me as a lady. I was everything to him; my beauty was his pride, and no man without a title was considered good enough for me. I loved him deeply. You might doubt this, knowing how selfish, reckless, and vain I can be, but I have a heart, and with better guidance, I could have been a better woman. It doesn’t matter now; it’s too late. After my father, I loved you. No, listen—I <i>will</i> explain myself to you. I mean no disrespect to the general. He is kind, understanding, and generous; I respect him—I am grateful to him, and as long as he’s alive, I will remain loyal to him.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping
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--- Block #283 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Then be quiet now. Don't dwell on the past, Edith; let it rest, for both our sakes,” started Treherne, but she stopped him with authority.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping
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--- Block #284 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“It will happen when I'm done. I loved you, Maurice; out of all the fun-loving, carefree, pleasure-seeking guys I saw around me, you were the only one who seemed to have a thought beyond the moment's silliness. Beneath the apparent lightness of your life lay something noble, heroic, and true. I sensed you had a purpose, that your current state was just temporary—a young man's break before the real work of his life started. This drew me in, this captivated me; because even in the brief glance you gave me, there was a seriousness no other man had shown. I wanted your respect; I desperately wanted to earn your love, to share your life, and demonstrate that even in my overlooked character, there was the potential to erase a trivial past with a meaningful future. Oh, Maurice, if you had stayed just one more week, I would never have become the wretched person I am!”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping
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--- Block #285 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>There her voice wavered and broke, filled with the pain of lost love, peace, and happiness that echoed in the heart-wrenching emotion of that exclamation. She didn't cry, as tears rarely clouded her tragic eyes; instead, she twisted her hands in silent despair and gazed down at the frost-bitten gardens below, as if she saw a true reflection of her own shattered life. Treherne said nothing, but clenched his jaw, casting an almost fierce look at the distant figure of Sir Jasper, who rode away cheerfully, as if free from any memories or worries.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping
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--- Block #286 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Hurriedly, Mrs. Snowdon continued, “My father begged and insisted that I choose your cousin. I couldn't break his heart, so I asked for more time, hoping to change his mind. While I was waiting, that mysterious situation forced you to leave Paris, and then there was the accident, the illness, and the rumor that old Sir Jasper had cut off both nephews from his will. They told me you were dying, and I became just a tool in my father's hands. I promised to recall and accept your cousin, but the old man passed away before it happened, and after that, I didn’t care what happened to me.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping
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--- Block #287 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“General Snowdon was my father's friend; he felt sorry for me. He saw my lonely, miserable state, my despair and helplessness. He comforted, supported, and saved me. I was thankful; and when he offered me his heart and home, I accepted. He knew I had no love to give, but as a friend, as a daughter, I would gladly serve him and make his later years as happy as I could. It was all over when I found out that you were alive, suffering, and poor. I longed to come and live for you. My new ties felt like heavy chains then, my wealth burdened me, and I was doubly miserable—because I couldn’t share my troubles, and it almost drove me insane. I’ve seen you now; I know you’re happy; I can see your cousin’s love and envision a peaceful life ahead for you. This must be enough for me, and I have to learn to endure it as best as I can.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping
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--- Block #288 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>She paused, out of breath and pale, and quickly walked along the terrace, as if to hide or manage the anxiety that overwhelmed her.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping
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--- Block #289 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Treherne sat silently, but inside, his heart raced as he thought, “She realizes that Octavia has feelings for me! A woman can easily spot love in someone else, and she confirms what I’m starting to believe. My cousin's behavior just now, her dislike for Annon, her newfound shyness around me; it might be true, and if it is—God help me—what am I thinking! I can’t allow myself to hope, or wish, or dream; I have to let go and forget.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping
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--- Block #290 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>He rested his head on his hand and sat still until Mrs. Snowdon joined him, looking pale but calm and collected. As she approached, she noticed his posture, the deep sadness on his face, and a glimmer of hope ignited within her. Maybe she was wrong; maybe he didn’t love his cousin; maybe he still thought about the past and regretted losing the heart she had just laid bare before him. Her husband was getting worse and could pass away any day now. And then, free, wealthy, beautiful, and young, what could she become to Treherne, while he was helpless, poor, and ambitious? Despite her flaws, she was generous, and this vision enchanted her imagination, warmed her heart, and eased her pain.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping
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--- Block #291 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Maurice,” she said gently, stopping next to him again, “if I misinterpret you and your hopes, it’s because I don’t dare to ask for anything for myself; but if there ever comes a time when I can give or help, just ask me <i>anything</i>, and it will be happily yours.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping
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--- Block #292 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>He understood her, felt sorry for her, and seeing that she took comfort in a distant hope, he let her enjoy it as long as she could. Seriously, but with gratitude, he spoke and squeezed the hand she had offered him with a spontaneous gesture.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping
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--- Block #293 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Generous as ever, Edith, and refreshingly honest. Thank you for your honesty, your kindness, and the love you once gave me. I say 'once,' because now duty, truth, and honor keep us apart. My life will be lonely, but I will find work to do and learn to be content. You owe all your devotion to the good old man who loves you, and I’m sure you won’t let him down. Let's leave the past and the future behind, and instead focus on making the present what it can be—a time to forgive and forget, to gather strength and start fresh. Christmas is a perfect time for such resolutions, and the rekindling of a friendship like ours can begin now.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping
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--- Block #294 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Something in his tone and manner caught her attention, and, looking at him with soft wonder, she exclaimed, “How much you’ve changed!”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping
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--- Block #295 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Do you really need to tell me that?” He glanced at his helpless limbs with a bitter yet sad look of patience.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping
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--- Block #296 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“No, no—not like that! I mean in your mind, not your body. You used to be lively and carefree, eager and passionate, like Jasper; now you’re serious and calm, or cheerful, and incredibly kind. Yet, despite your illness and losses, you seem like twice the man you were, and you earn not just admiration but also respect—and love.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping
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--- Block #297 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Her dark eyes filled as the last word left her lips, and the beauty of a touched heart shone in her face. Maurice looked up quickly, asking with sudden seriousness, “Do you see it? Then it is true. Yes, I <i>am</i> changed, thank God! And she has done it.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping
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--- Block #298 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Who?” demanded his companion jealously.</p>



Word Count (non-anchor): 5

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

“Who?” demanded his companion jealously.



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

"Who?" asked his companion jealously.



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<p>"Who?" asked his companion jealously.</p>
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--- Block #299 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Octavia. Without realizing it, she has done so much for me, and this year of apparent loss and sadness has been the happiest and most rewarding of my life. I've often heard that hardships are the best teachers, and I truly believe that now.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping
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--- Block #300 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Mrs. Snowdon shook her head sadly.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping
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--- Block #301 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Not always; they can be tormentors to some. But don’t preach, Maurice. I’m still a sinner, even if you lean towards sainthood, and I have one more question to ask. What was it that took you and Jasper away from Paris so suddenly?”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping
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--- Block #302 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“That I can never tell you.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping
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--- Block #303 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“I'll find out for myself, then.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping
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--- Block #304 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“It is impossible.”</p>



Word Count (non-anchor): 3

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

“It is impossible.”



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

"It's impossible."



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<p>"It's impossible."</p>
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--- Block #305 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Nothing is impossible for a determined woman.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping
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--- Block #306 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“You can’t squeeze, catch off guard, or bribe this secret out of the two people who know it. Please, I urge you to leave it alone,” Treherne said earnestly.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping
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--- Block #307 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“I have a lead, and I'm going to pursue it; because I'm sure that something is off, and you are—”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping
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--- Block #308 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Dear Mrs. Snowdon, are you so enchanted by the birds that you forget your fellow humans, or so enchanted by one person that you forget the birds?”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping
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--- Block #309 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>As the unexpected question surprised both of them, Rose Talbot walked along the terrace, her hands full of holly and her face brimming with playful mischief. As she disappeared, she added, “I’ll let Tavie know that feeding the peacocks is such a fun activity for couples; she and Mr. Annon should definitely give it a try.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #310 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Saucy gypsy!” muttered Treherne.</p>



Word Count (non-anchor): 4

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

“Saucy gypsy!” muttered Treherne.



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

“Brazen gypsy!” muttered Treherne.



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<p>“Brazen gypsy!” muttered Treherne.</p>
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--- Block #311 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>But Mrs. Snowdon said, with a knowing smile, “Many a true word is said in jest.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping
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--- Block #312 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p><br/><br/></p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: Contains only link(s) with no extra text => skipping
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--- Block #313 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p><a id="link2HCH0005"> </a></p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: Contains only link(s) with no extra text => skipping
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--- Block #314 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Unusually cheerful and charming, the three young friends looked great, dressed in soft white outfits with holly wreaths in their hair, as they slowly made their way down the wide wooden staircase arm in arm. A footman was lighting the hall lamps because the winter dusk fell early, and the girls were happily chatting about the evening's festivities when suddenly a loud, long scream echoed through the hall. A heavy glass shade slipped from the man's hand and crashed to the floor, and the young women clung to each other in shock, as the cry was filled with sheer terror, followed by a deep silence.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping
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--- Block #315 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“What was it, John?” Octavia asked, very pale but steady for a moment.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping
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--- Block #316 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“I'll go check on that, miss.” And the man rushed off.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping
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--- Block #317 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Where did that awful scream come from?” asked Rose, pulling herself together as quickly as she could.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping
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--- Block #318 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Somewhere above us. Oh, let's go down to the people; I'm terrified,” whispered Blanche, shaking and lightheaded.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping
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--- Block #319 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Hurrying into the living room, they found only Annon and the major, both looking surprised and staring out of the windows.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping
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--- Block #320 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Did you hear that? What could it be? Don’t leave us!” cried the girls in unison as they rushed in.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping
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--- Block #321 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>The guys had heard the noise but couldn’t explain it, and they were more than willing to protect the pretty young women who gathered around them like scared fawns. John quickly showed up, looking a bit frantic, and just as eager to share his story as they were to hear it.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping
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--- Block #322 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“It’s Patty, one of the maids, miss, in a panic. She went up to the north gallery to make sure the fires were right, since it takes a lot of wood to warm the gallery enough for dancing, as you know, miss. Well, it was dark because the fires were low, and her candle went out when she suddenly opened the door, flustered, like maids always are when they go in there. Halfway down the gallery, she said she heard a rustling and stopped. She’s the bravest of them all, and she called out, ‘I see you!’ thinking it was one of us trying to scare her. There was no reply, so she moved on a bit, when suddenly the fire flared up for a moment, and right in front of her was the ghost.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping
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--- Block #323 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Don't be stupid, John. Just tell us what it was,” Octavia said sharply, though her face turned pale and her heart dropped as the last word left the man's lips.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping
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--- Block #324 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“It was a tall, black figure, miss, with a pale white face and a black hood. She saw it clearly and turned to walk away, but she hadn’t taken more than a few steps when it appeared again in front of her, the same tall, dark figure with the pale white face peering out from the black hood. It raised its arm as if to stop her, but she let out a scream and dashed into Mrs. Benson’s room, where she collapsed in a fit.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping
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--- Block #325 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“How silly to be scared by the shadows of the armored figures standing in the gallery!” said Rose, sounding confident, even though she wouldn’t have gone into the gallery without a light.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping
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--- Block #326 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Yeah, I’m not surprised, it’s a creepy place at night. How’s the poor thing?” asked Blanche, still clinging to the major's arm in her best pose.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping
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--- Block #327 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“If Mom doesn’t know anything about it, please ask Mrs. Benson to hide it from her. She’s not feeling well, and stuff like that really bothers her,” said Octavia, adding as the man turned away, “Did anyone check the gallery after Patty told her story?”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping
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--- Block #328 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“No, miss. I’ll handle it myself; I’m not scared of any man, ghost, or devil, no offense to you ladies,” replied John.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping
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--- Block #329 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Where's Sir Jasper?” the major suddenly asked.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping
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--- Block #330 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Here I am. What a crazy noise someone has been making. It messed up a great dream. Why, Tavie, what is it?” And Sir Jasper came out of the library with a sleepy look and messy hair.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping
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--- Block #331 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>They told him the story, and he laughed loudly, saying the maids were silly to be frightened by a shadow. While he continued to laugh and joke, Mrs. Snowdon came in, looking worried and eager to find out what was causing the commotion.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping
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--- Block #332 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“How interesting! I never knew you had a ghost. Tell me everything about it, Sir Jasper, and calm our nerves by satisfying our curiosity,” she said in her partly persuasive, partly commanding tone as she settled onto Lady Treherne's cherished sofa.</p>
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--- Block #333 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“There's not much to say, except that this place used to be an abbey, both in reality and in name. An ancestor founded it, and for years the monks lived a happy life here, as you can see, because the cellar is twice as big as the chapel and much better preserved. But another ancestor, a lively and dashing baron, decided to build his castle here, and despite prayers, curses, and excommunication, he kicked the poor monks out, tore down the abbey, and built this impressive old place. Abbot Boniface, as he left his abbey, cast a serious curse on anyone who would live here and vowed to haunt us until the last Treherne disappeared from the earth. With this friendly threat, the old guy left Baron Roland to his fate and died as quickly as he could to start his cheerful mission.”</p>
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--- Block #334 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Did he haunt the place?” Blanche asked eagerly.</p>
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--- Block #335 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Yes, most faithfully from that time to this. Some say many of the monks still wander the older parts of the abbey, since Roland preserved the chapel and the north gallery that connects it to the modern building. Poor souls, they are welcome, and once a year they will have a chance to warm their ghostly selves by the big fires that are always lit at Christmas in the gallery.”</p>
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--- Block #336 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Mrs. Benson once told me that when the ghost walked, it was a sure sign of a coming death in the family. Is that true?” asked Rose, her curiosity piqued by the look on Octavia's face and the hint of discomfort in Sir Jasper's behavior, despite his cheerful attitude.</p>
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--- Block #337 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“There's a foolish superstition like that in the family, but obviously, no one except the servants believes it. In times of illness, some silly maid or croaking old woman can easily convince themselves they see a ghost, and if death occurs, they’re certain it's a ghostly warning. Benson claimed to have seen it before my father died, and old Roger did the same the night my uncle had a stroke. Patty will never be convinced that this warning doesn't mean the death of Maurice or me, because the brave spirit lets the ladies of our house leave in peace. What do you think about it, Cousin?”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #338 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Turning as he spoke, Sir Jasper glanced at Treherne, who had come in while he was talking.</p>
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--- Block #339 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“I’m pretty skeptical and indifferent about the whole situation, but I agree with Octavia that it’s best not to say anything to my aunt if she doesn’t know about it. Her rooms are far away, and maybe she didn’t hear the commotion.”</p>
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--- Block #340 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“You seem to hear everything; you weren't with us when I said that.” And Octavia looked up, surprised.</p>
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--- Block #341 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Smiling widely, Treherne replied, “I notice and comprehend many things that others miss. Jasper, let me suggest that you fix your hair that got messy while you were sleeping. Mrs. Snowdon, if you don’t mind. This rich velvet attracts even the tiniest speck.” And with his handkerchief, he gently wiped off a few streaks of white dust that clung to the lady's skirt.</p>
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--- Block #342 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Sir Jasper quickly spun around and went to fix his appearance; Mrs. Snowdon bit her lip, but thanked Treherne with a smile and asked him to help her with her glove. While he did that, she said softly, “Be more careful next time. Octavia has sharp eyes, and the major might be a problem.”</p>
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--- Block #343 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“I’m not worried that <i>you</i> will,” he whispered back, with a wicked look.</p>
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--- Block #344 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Here, my lady's arrival brought the ghostly episode to a halt, as it was clear she was unaware of what had transpired. Octavia quietly left to ask John and found out there was no sign of a ghost. Treherne focused his attention on Mrs. Snowdon, the major kept my lady company, while Sir Jasper and the girls conversed separately.</p>
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--- Block #345 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>It was Christmas Eve, and the dance in the grand gallery was the annual celebration at the abbey. Everyone had been looking forward to it, but the maid's story seemed to dampen their excitement, even if no one admitted it. This frustrated Sir Jasper, and he tried to lift the mood by pretending to be cheerful, even though he wasn't. As soon as the gentlemen returned from dinner, he leaned over to his mother, who stood up, asked the general for his arm, and led the way to the north gallery, where the sound of music was now coming from. The others followed in a cheerful procession, including Treherne, who was carried up the grand staircase in his chair by two footmen.</p>
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--- Block #346 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Nothing could look less spooky now than the haunted gallery. Fires blazed up a wide chimney at each end, with long rows of armored figures standing on either side, one gloved hand holding a lance, the other holding a lit candle, a design of Sir Jasper's. Narrow windows cut into the thick walls let in glimpses of winter moonlight; ivy, holly, and evergreen sparkled in the warm glow of mixed firelight and candlelight. From the arched stone ceiling hung tattered banners, and in the center dangled a large bunch of mistletoe. Red-cushioned seats were positioned in recessed window nooks, and from behind a tall covered screen of oak came the cheerful tune of Sir Roger de Coverley.</p>
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--- Block #347 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>With great seriousness and elegance, my lady and the general kicked off the dance. Following the traditional style, the men and women in their finest attire joined the gentlemen and ladies, dancing with a mix of pride and shyness. Sir Jasper spun the old housekeeper around until she felt dizzy and her proper skirts swirled wildly; Mrs. Snowdon charmed the gray-haired butler with her graciousness; and John felt proud thanks to his young mistress. The major stood out among the lovely maids, and Rose had the footmen gasping for breath long before the music stopped.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #348 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>The fun really picked up from that moment, and when the general unexpectedly greeted my lady while she was standing under the mistletoe, the applause was huge. Everyone quickly followed the old gentleman's lead whenever they could, and the young ladies soon had cheeks as rosy as the maids'. More dancing, games, songs, and all sorts of festive activities filled the evening, yet beneath the surface of the celebration, more than one little scene played out that night, and in an hour of seeming lightheartedness, the course of several lives changed.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #349 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>By a clever move, Annon brought Octavia to a secluded spot, as if to take a break after an energetic game, and, seizing the moment, expressed his feelings. She listened attentively and, when he finished, replied slowly but firmly, without any hint of uncertainty, “Thank you for the honor you’re giving me, but I can’t accept it, because I don’t love you. I don’t think I ever will.”</p>
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--- Block #350 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Have you tried?” he asked excitedly.</p>
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--- Block #351 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Yes, I really have. I like you as a friend, but nothing more. I know Mom wants it, that Jasper hopes for it, and I try to make them happy, but love can't be forced, so what can I do?” And she smiled despite herself at her own straightforwardness.</p>
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--- Block #352 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“No, but it can be valued, nurtured, and eventually gained, with patience and commitment. Let me try, Octavia; it’s only fair, unless you’ve already learned from someone else the lesson I hope to share. Is that the case?”</p>
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--- Block #353 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“No, I don't think so. I don't understand myself yet; I'm so young, and this is all so sudden. Give me time, Frank.”</p>
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--- Block #354 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>She flushed and fluttered now, looked partly angry, partly pleading, and completely beautiful.</p>
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--- Block #355 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“How much time should I give? It can’t take long to read a heart like yours, dear.” And thinking her emotion was a good sign, he embraced the role of a serious lover.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #356 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Give me time until the New Year. I’ll respond then, and in the meantime, let me have the freedom to understand both myself and you. We've known each other for a while, I admit, but this changes everything and makes you feel like a different person. Be patient, Frank, and I’ll do my best to turn my obligation into something enjoyable.”</p>
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--- Block #357 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“I will. God bless you for your kind hope, Octavia. It has been my hope for years, and if I lose it, it will be really difficult for me.”</p>
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--- Block #358 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Later in the evening, General Snowdon stood looking at the old screen. In many places, the carved oak was completely pierced, allowing voices to be heard from behind it. The musicians had gone to dinner, the young people were quietly occupied at the other end of the hall, and as the elderly gentleman admired the unique carving, he caught the sound of his own name. The housekeeper and butler remained, even though the other staff had left, and sitting comfortably behind the screen, they chatted quietly, thinking they were safe.</p>
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--- Block #359 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“It <i>was</i> Mrs. Snowdon, Adam, I swear it’s true, but I wouldn’t tell anyone else but you. She and Sir Jasper were here wrapped in cloaks, and I'm sure they were up to no good. She's gorgeous, but I don’t feel jealous of her, and there will be trouble in the house if she sticks around too long.”</p>
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--- Block #360 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“But how do you know, Mrs. Benson, she was here? Where's your proof, ma'am?” asked the arrogant butler.</p>
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--- Block #361 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Check this out, and then take a look at the outrageous detail on the lady's dress. You guys are so clueless about this kind of stuff that you'd never notice these little things. Anyway, I was here first after Patty, and I spotted this jet ornament right where she saw the spirit. No one else has such cute little details except Mrs. Snowdon, and they’re all over her gown. If that’s not proof, then what is?”</p>
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--- Block #362 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Well, if I’m being honest, then I have to ask what on earth she and the Master are doing up here at this hour?” asked the dim-witted butler.</p>
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--- Block #363 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Adam, we've been loyal servants to this family for a long time, and I’ll tell you something that shouldn’t be said to others. The Master has been reckless, as you know, and I believe he loved this woman overseas. There was some talk of a mystery, wrongdoing, or bad luck over a year ago, and she was involved. I hate to say it, but I think the Master still loves her, and she loves him too. The general is an old man; she is young, full of life, and charming. It’s unreasonable for her to care for him as she would for a fine, dashing gentleman like Sir Jasper. There's trouble ahead, Adam, mark my words. There’s trouble on the horizon for the Trehernes.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #364 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>So quiet were the voices that the listener wouldn’t have caught the words if he hadn’t been straining to hear. He heard everything, and his haggard face showed the anger of a young man, then went pale and serious as he turned to watch his wife. She was standing away from the others talking to Sir Jasper, who looked particularly handsome and charming as he fanned her with an attentive air.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #365 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Perhaps it’s true, thought the old man bitterly. They make a good pair, were lovers once, no doubt, and long to be that way again. Poor Edith, I was very blind. And with his gray head bowed on his chest, the general slipped away, carrying an arrow in his brave old heart.</p>
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--- Block #366 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p><br/><br/></p>
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ORIGINAL HTML:

<p><br/><br/></p>
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--- Block #368 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Blanche, come here and take a break, or you’ll be sick tomorrow; I promised Mom I'd look after you.” With that older-sisterly command, Rose led the girl to a huge old chair that could fit both of them. “Now listen to me and follow my advice, because I know what I'm talking about, even if I’m not gray yet. Everyone’s busy, so just leave them be and let me show you what to do.”</p>
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--- Block #369 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Rose spoke softly but with determination, nodding her pretty head so energetically that the holly berries rolled off her white shoulders.</p>
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--- Block #370 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“We're not as wealthy as we could be, and we need to make our mark as soon and as effectively as we can. I plan to be Lady Treherne. You can be the Honorable Mrs. Annon, if you put your mind to it.”</p>
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--- Block #371 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“My dear child, are you crazy?” whispered Blanche.</p>
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--- Block #372 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Not at all, but you will be if you spend your time on Maurice. He’s poor and disabled, though I have to admit he’s quite charming. He loves Tavie, and I’m sure she’ll marry him. She can’t stand Frank, but she’s making an effort because my lady insists on it. Nothing will come of it, so use your charm and comfort the poor guy; showing sympathy now will nurture love later.”</p>
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--- Block #373 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Don’t talk like that here, Rose, someone will hear us,” her sister began, but the other interrupted energetically.</p>
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--- Block #374 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“No worries, a crowd is the best place to keep secrets. Now remember what I'm saying and make your move while the game is on. Other people are cautious about speaking their plans, but I'm not going to pretend; I say exactly what I mean. Keep my wise advice in mind and act wisely. Now come on and let’s get started.”</p>
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--- Block #375 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Treherne was sitting alone by one of the big fires, watching the lively scene with a serious expression. For him, there was neither dancing nor games; he could only meander around catching glimpses of forbidden pleasures, unattainable delights, and youthful hopes that were forever out of reach. His face was sad but not gloomy, and to Octavia, it was a silent accusation that she couldn't resist for long. Approaching as if to warm herself, she spoke to him in her usual straightforward and friendly way, and her heart raced when she noticed how quickly her warm demeanor changed him.</p>
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--- Block #376 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“How pretty your holly is! Do you remember how we used to go out and gather it for festivals like this, when we were happy kids?” he asked, looking up at her with eyes full of warm admiration.</p>
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--- Block #377 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Yeah, I remember. Everyone's wearing it tonight like a badge, but you don’t have one.  

      Let me get you some; I want you to be one of us in everything.”</p>
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--- Block #378 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>She leaned forward to snap a green sprig from the branch above the mantel; the strong draft pulled her soft skirt in, and in an instant, she was surrounded by flames.</p>
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--- Block #379 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Maurice, save me, help me!” cried a voice filled with fear and agony, and before anyone could reach her, before he even realized what he was doing, Treherne had jumped from his chair, wrapped the tiger skin tightly around her, and knelt there holding her in his arms, oblivious to the fire, pain, or the jumbled expressions of love that spilled from his lips.</p>
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--- Block #380 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p><br/><br/></p>
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<p><a id="link2HCH0006"> </a></p>
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--- Block #382 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>There was a lot of confusion and panic for several minutes, but when the chaos died down, two miracles appeared. Octavia was completely unharmed, and Treherne was standing on his own, something he hadn't done without crutches for months. In the heat of the moment, no one noticed the miracle; everyone was crowding around the girl, who, though pale and breathless, was now collected. She was the first to point to her cousin, who had pushed himself up with the help of his chair and was leaning there, smiling, with a face full of pure joy.</p>
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--- Block #383 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Look at Maurice! Oh, Jasper, help him or he’s going to fall!”</p>
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--- Block #384 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Sir Jasper jumped to his side and put a strong arm around him, while a chorus of amazement, sympathy, and congratulations surrounded them.</p>
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--- Block #385 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Why, kid, what does this mean? Have you been fooling us all this time?”  

       yelled Jasper, as Treherne leaned on him, looking worn out but genuinely  

      happy.</p>
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--- Block #386 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“It means I won’t be a cripple for the rest of my life; that they weren’t lying when they said a sudden shock could give me a stronger energy than anything they could use. It <i>has</i>, and if I’m healed, I owe it all to you, Octavia.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #387 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>He reached out to her with such an intense expression of gratitude that the girl covered her face to hide her betraying tenderness. My lady went to him and, wrapping him in a warm, motherly embrace, said brokenly, “God bless you for this, Maurice, and may you be rewarded with a complete recovery. I owe the lives of both my children to you; how can I thank you properly?”</p>
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--- Block #388 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“I can't tell you just yet,” he whispered eagerly, then added, “I'm starting to feel faint, Aunt. Please get me out of here before I cause a scene.”</p>
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--- Block #389 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>This hint brought my lady back to her usual composed self. She asked Jasper and the major to help Treherne to his room right away, and she urged Rose to comfort her sister, who was crying uncontrollably. As they all followed her instructions, she took her daughter to her own room, since the evening’s festivities were over.</p>
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--- Block #390 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>At the same time, Mrs. Snowdon and Annon said good-night to my lady, as if they were about to head off to bed too. But when they reached the door of the gallery, Mrs. Snowdon stopped and signaled for Annon to come back. They were alone now, and as they stood in front of the fire that had almost turned that Christmas Eve into a disaster, she turned to him with a face full of interest and sympathy. Nodding toward the charred remains of Octavia's dress and the scorched tiger skin still lying at their feet, she said, “That was both a lucky and an unlucky little incident, but I worry that Maurice's gain will be your loss. Please forgive my honesty for Octavia’s sake; she is a wonderful person, and I really want to see her with someone deserving of her. I’m good at reading faces quickly; I can tell that your chances aren’t going as well as you’d like, and I want to help you. May I?”</p>
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--- Block #391 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Of course, you can, and I'll gladly do anything in return. But what’s behind this unexpected kindness?” exclaimed Annon, feeling both thankful and taken aback.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #392 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>"To my respect for the young woman, my desire to protect her from an undeserving man."</p>
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ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Are you talking about Treherne?” Annon asked, increasingly astonished.</p>
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--- Block #394 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“I agree. Octavia cannot marry a gambler!”</p>
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--- Block #395 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“My dear lady, you are mistaken; Treherne is definitely not a gambler. I don't owe him any favors, but I can't stand by and let him be slandered.”</p>
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--- Block #396 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“You're generous, but I'm not wrong. Can you, on your honor, promise me that Maurice never played?”</p>
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--- Block #397 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Mrs. Snowdon's sharp eyes were on him, and he looked a bit embarrassed for a moment, but replied with some hesitance, “Well, no, I can't say that, but I can assure you he’s not a regular gambler. All young men in his position gamble to some extent, especially when they’re abroad. For most, it’s just a pastime, and among men, it’s not seen as shameful or risky. Women view it differently, I think, at least here in England.”</p>
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--- Block #398 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>At the word “abroad,” Mrs. Snowdon’s face lit up, and she quickly looked down, as if she was worried about revealing some hidden intention.</p>
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ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Absolutely, we should, many of us having dealt with this harmful habit. I have particular reasons to fear and condemn it, and the thought that Octavia might eventually experience what I went through as a girl drives me to speak up when I would otherwise remain silent. Mr. Annon, I heard a rumor that Maurice was forced to leave Paris because of some dishonorable behavior at the casino. Is this true?”</p>
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ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Don't ask me; honestly, I can't tell you. I just know that something was off, but I never found out what. Different stories circulated at the clubs, and Sir Jasper angrily denied them all. The courage with which Maurice saved his cousin, along with the tragic event that befell him, put an end to the rumors, and they were soon forgotten.”</p>
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--- Block #401 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Mrs. Snowdon stayed quiet for a moment, her brows furrowed in deep thought, while Annon watched her uneasily. Suddenly, she glanced over her shoulder, moved closer, and whispered cautiously, “Did the rumors you mentioned accuse him of—” and the last word was breathed into Annon's ear almost inaudibly.</p>
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--- Block #402 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>He suddenly looked like a new light had gone off in his head and stared at the speaker with a worried expression for a moment, saying quickly, “No, but now that you mention it, when we talked about that kind of thing the other day, Treherne seemed really strange and rolled away, as if he didn’t care. I can’t believe it, but it could be something like that. That would explain old Sir Jasper’s weird behavior and Treherne’s consistent denial of knowing anything about it. How on earth did you find this out?”</p>
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--- Block #403 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“My woman's intuition suggested it, and my woman's determination will either confirm or dispel the suspicion. My lady and Octavia clearly know nothing, but they will if there's any chance of the girl getting involved with him.”</p>
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----------



--- Block #404 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“You wouldn't tell her!” Annon exclaimed.</p>
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--- Block #405 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“I will, unless you do it,” was the firm answer.</p>
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--- Block #406 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Never! I can’t betray a friend, not even to win over the woman I love; my honor won’t allow it.”</p>
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--- Block #407 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Mrs. Snowdon smiled scornfully.</p>



Word Count (non-anchor): 4

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

Mrs. Snowdon smiled scornfully.



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

Mrs. Snowdon smirked disdainfully.



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<p>Mrs. Snowdon smirked disdainfully.</p>
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--- Block #408 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Men have a strict code of honor, and we poor women suffer because of it.  

      Leave this to me; just do your best, and if all else fails, you might want to consider my plan to stop Maurice from marrying his cousin.  

      Gratitude and pity are powerful allies, and if he gets better, his strong will will do everything possible to win her over. Good night.” With her final words lingering in Annon's mind, Mrs. Snowdon left to face sleepless hours filled with tormenting memories, new hopes, and fluctuating feelings of determination and despair.</p>
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--- Block #409 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Treherne's chance of recovery brought joy to the entire house, as his brave attitude and constant positivity made him beloved by everyone. It wasn't a short-lived improvement; each day he steadily grew stronger, moving quickly from a chair to crutches, and then from crutches to a cane and a friend's supportive arm, always ready for him. Pain came back along with his regained vitality, but he faced it with a strength that moved everyone who saw it. Sometimes, moving was excruciating, but it was necessary to avoid falling back into lethargy, and Treherne took his daily walks with unwavering determination, smiling even though beads of sweat stood on his forehead, saying, “I have something more precious than health to pursue. Hold me up, Jasper, and let me press on, no matter what, until I’ve completed my twelve laps.”</p>
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--- Block #410 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>He remembered Lady Treherne's words, “If you were healthy, I'd happily give my daughter to you.” This filled him with strength, endurance, and a joy that couldn't be hidden. It showed in his expressions, words, and actions; it spread to everyone and made these holidays the happiest the old abbey had seen in a long time.</p>
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--- Block #411 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Annon dedicated himself to Octavia, and despite her request to be left alone until the New Year, she was very kind—so kind that hope ignited in his heart, even though he noticed that something like pity often reflected in her honest eyes, and her willingness had none of the gentle submission that lovers long to see. She continued to steer clear of Treherne, but did so in a way that only Annon and he really noticed the change. In public, Sir Jasper seemed to be devoted to the lively Rose, and she believed her strategy was working out well.</p>
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--- Block #412 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>But if anyone had looked behind the scenes, they would have found that in the half hour before dinner, while everyone was in their dressing rooms and the general was napping, a couple of ghostly black figures darted around the haunted gallery, a place where no servant would go without orders. The major thought he was the only one who had made this discovery since Mrs. Snowdon publicly showed interest in Treherne and was dedicated to taking care of and entertaining the “dear convalescent,” as she called him. However, the general wasn’t actually sleeping; he too was watching and waiting, both eager and anxious to speak, hoping this was just a harmless whim of Edith’s, since she had many such moods, and he had indulged them freely until now. This indecision irritated the major, who, being a bachelor, understood little about women and even less about their persuasive abilities. The day before New Year’s, he made a sudden decision and requested a private meeting with the general.</p>
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--- Block #413 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“I have come with an uncomfortable task, sir,” he started suddenly, as the old man welcomed him with a look that somewhat intimidated the major. “My friendship for Lady Treherne and my responsibility for her children make me protective of the family’s honor. I’m afraid it’s at risk, sir; forgive me for saying this, but your wife is the reason.”</p>
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--- Block #414 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Could you please explain that, Major Royston?” was all the general said,  

      as his wrinkled face grew serious and proud.</p>
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--- Block #415 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“I will, sir, be brief. I happen to know from Jasper that he and Miss Dubarry had a romantic connection over a year ago in Paris. A whim separated them, and she got married. So far, neither of them is at fault, but since she arrived here, it has been clear to others and to me that Jasper's feelings have reignited, and that Mrs. Snowdon isn’t rejecting or scolding him as she should. They meet often, and from Jasper's behavior, I’m convinced that trouble is brewing. He is passionate, stubborn, and completely indifferent to what others think in some situations. I’ve been observing them, and what I’m telling you is the truth.”</p>
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--- Block #416 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Prove it.”</p>



Word Count (non-anchor): 2

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

“Prove it.”



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

"Show me."



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<p>"Show me."</p>
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--- Block #417 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“I will. They gather in the north gallery, wrapped in dark cloaks, and act like ghosts if anyone arrives. I hid behind the screen last night at dusk and confirmed that my suspicions were right. I didn’t catch much of their conversation, but what I heard was enough.”</p>
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--- Block #418 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Repeat it, if you please.”</p>



Word Count (non-anchor): 5

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

“Repeat it, if you please.”



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

“Please repeat that.”



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<p>“Please repeat that.”</p>
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--- Block #419 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Sir Jasper seemed to be asking for a promise that she reluctantly gave, saying, 'As long as you’re alive, I will stay true to my word with everyone except him. He will suspect it, and there’s no point in hiding it from him.'”</p>
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--- Block #420 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“'He will shoot me for this if he finds out I’m the traitor,' Jasper protested.</p>
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--- Block #421 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“He won’t know that; I can easily trick him and achieve my goal too.”</p>
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--- Block #422 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“'You’re mysterious, but I’m trusting you and waiting for my reward. When will I get it, Edith?' She laughed and replied so quietly I couldn’t hear, as they left the gallery while they were talking. Forgive me, General, for the pain I’m causing. You’re the only person I’ve talked to about this, and you’re the only one who can properly and quickly stop this situation from bringing shame and scandal to a respectable family. I’m leaving it in your hands, and I’ll do my part with this infatuated young man if you can just remove the temptation that will ruin him.”</p>
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--- Block #423 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“I will. Thank you, Major. Trust me, and by tomorrow I’ll show that I can act appropriately.”</p>
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--- Block #424 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>The sorrow and pain on the general's face moved the major; he quietly twisted his hands and walked away, thanking heaven more sincerely than ever that no deceitful woman had the power to break his heart.</p>
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--- Block #425 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>While this scene was happening above, another was unfolding in the library. Treherne sat there alone, clearly lost in happy thoughts, as his eyes sparkled and his lips smiled while he admired the beauty of a winter sunset. A gentle rustle and the faint scent of violets alerted him to Mrs. Snowdon's arrival, and an unsettling feeling warned him that trouble was close. The moment he saw her face, his fear was confirmed, as joy, determination, and love blended in her expression. Leaning against the window frame, where the red light illuminated her beautiful face and regal figure, she said softly, though with an underlying ruthlessness, "Dreaming dreams, Maurice, that will never come true unless I allow it. I know your secret, and I will use it to stop the foolish hope you hold onto."</p>
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--- Block #426 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Who told you?” he asked, his eyes flashing with a fierce intensity and his face flushed with anger.</p>
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--- Block #427 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“I found it out, just like I told you I would. My memory is sharp; I remember the rumors from years back. I pay attention to the faces, words, and actions of those I suspect, and their unintentional hints reveal the truth to me.”</p>
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--- Block #428 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“I doubt it,” Treherne said with a confident smile.</p>
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--- Block #429 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>She leaned down and whispered a brief sentence into his ear. Whatever it was, it made him jump up with a pale, panicked expression and look at her as if she had delivered his fate.</p>
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--- Block #430 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Do you still doubt it?” she asked coldly.</p>
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--- Block #431 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>"He told you! Even your talent and skills couldn't figure it out on your own," he mumbled.</p>
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--- Block #432 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Nah, I told you nothing is impossible for a determined woman. I didn’t need any help because I know more than you realize.”</p>
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--- Block #433 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>He slumped down again in despair and covered his face, saying sadly, “I should have expected you would track me down and crush my hopes when they were at their highest. What will you do with this terrible secret?”</p>
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--- Block #434 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“I will tell Octavia and make her responsibility a bit easier. It would be considerate for both of you, as even with her, this memory would ruin your happiness; and it spares her the shame and pain of finding out too late that she has committed herself to a—”</p>
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--- Block #435 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Stop!” he shouted, his voice startling her and draining the color from her face as he stood up from his chair, looking pale with a serious anger that intimidated her for a moment. “You will not say that word—you only know part of the truth, and if you wrong me or upset the girl, I will betray you too and inform the general about the game you're playing with my cousin. You pretend to love me like you did before, but his title is just a lure, just like before, and you think that by threatening to ruin my chances, you can keep me quiet and achieve what you want.”</p>
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--- Block #436 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Wrong, completely wrong. Jasper means nothing to me; I use <i>him</i> as a tool, not you. If I make threats, it’s to protect you from Octavia, who can’t let go of the past and love you for who you are, like I have done throughout these miserable months. You claim I only know part of the truth. Share the whole story, and I will let you go.”</p>
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--- Block #437 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>If there was ever a time a man was tempted to betray a trust, it was then for Treherne. One word, and Octavia could be his; silence, and she might be lost. This woman was serious and had the power to ruin his reputation forever. The truth was on the tip of his tongue and would have come out, if he hadn’t noticed the portrait of Jasper's father. This man had loved and cared for the orphan his entire life, had treated him like a son, and, on his deathbed, urged him to protect, support, and save the rebellious young man he left behind when he needed a father’s guidance the most.</p>
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--- Block #438 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“I promised, and I will keep that promise no matter what,” sighed Treherne, and with a gesture full of weary patience, he waved the beautiful tempter away, saying firmly, “I will never tell you, even if you take away what I hold dearer than my life. Go ahead and do what you want, but remember that when you had the chance to earn the deepest gratitude of the man you claim to love, you chose instead to earn his hatred and disdain.”</p>
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--- Block #439 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Waiting for any word from her, he took refuge in his room, and Edith Snowdon sank down on the couch, struggling with conflicting emotions of love and jealousy, remorse and despair. She couldn't say how long she sat there; an approaching step brought her back to reality, and looking up, she saw Octavia. As the girl walked down the long hallway of the drawing rooms, her youth and beauty, innocence and honesty stirred a jealousy in that more refined and gifted woman that she had never felt before. Something in the girl's face struck her immediately: a look of peace and purity, a sweet calmness more charming than beauty, more striking than dignity or grace. With a smile on her lips, yet a half-sad, half-tender light in her eyes, and a bunch of pale winter roses in her hand, she approached until she stood before her rival and, offering the flowers, said in words as simple as they were sincere, “Dear Mrs. Snowdon, I cannot let the last sun of the old year set on any misdeeds of mine for which I may atone. I have disliked, distrusted, and misjudged you, and now I come to you in all humility to say forgive me.”</p>
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--- Block #440 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>With the carefree spontaneity of her impulsive nature, Octavia knelt before the woman who was scheming to ruin her happiness, placed the roses like a small peace offering on her lap, and with pleading eyes waited for forgiveness. For a moment, Mrs. Snowdon observed her, thinking it was a well-performed act to disarm a dangerous rival; but in that sweet face, there was no trickery; a single glance revealed that. The words struck her heart and won her over despite her pride or passion, as she suddenly pulled the girl into her arms, shedding guilty tears. Neither of them spoke, but in the silence, they felt the barrier that had been between them disappearing, and each came to understand the other better in that moment than in a year of ordinary life. Octavia felt joy that her instinct to make this appeal hadn’t led her astray, but instead confirmed that behind the facade of coldness, pride, and flippancy that this woman wore, there was a heart longing for sympathy, help, and love. Mrs. Snowdon sensed her worse self fading away, leaving only what was true and noble, making her worthy of the challenge before her. She could respond to art with art, but her true nature was what ultimately moved her. Despite her wasted life and flawed character, the seed of virtue, which exists even in the worst, was present, just waiting for the nurturing warmth and rain of love to help it grow, even if the results came late.</p>
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--- Block #441 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Forgive you!” she cried, sadly. “It’s me who should ask for your forgiveness—I’m the one who should make amends, confess, and feel remorse. Please <i>forgive</i> me, have compassion for me, love me, because I am more miserable than you realize.”</p>
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--- Block #442 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Of course, I do with all my heart. Trust me, and let me be your friend,” was the gentle reply.</p>
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--- Block #443 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“God knows I need one!” sighed the poor woman, still holding tightly to the only creature who had completely captured her heart. “Child, I’m not perfect, but I’m not so bad that I can’t look into your innocent face and call you a friend. I never had a friend who was a woman. I never knew my mother; and no one ever saw the potential for goodness, truth, and justice in me except you. Trust, love, and help me, Octavia, and I will repay you with a better life, if that’s all I can do.”</p>
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--- Block #444 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“I will, and the new year will be happier than the last.”</p>
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--- Block #445 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>"Thank you for that prophecy; I hope to live up to it."</p>
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--- Block #446 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Then, as a bell signaled them to leave, the rivals shared a gentle kiss and parted as friends. When Mrs. Snowdon walked into her room, she found her husband sitting with his gray head in his hands, quietly murmuring to himself, “My life makes her unhappy. If it weren’t for the consequences, I’d die to set her free.”</p>
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--- Block #447 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“No, live for me, and help me find happiness in your love.” The clear voice surprised him, but not as much as the beautiful, transformed face of his wife, who rested his gray head on her chest, saying gently, “My kind and patient husband, you’ve been misled. I will share the whole truth with you, and once you've forgiven my mistakes from the past, you’ll see how hard I’ll try to make your future happy.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #448 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p><br/><br/></p>
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ORIGINAL HTML:

<p><a id="link2HCH0007"> </a></p>
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--- Block #450 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Wow, we’re so boring tonight!” exclaimed Rose, as the younger members of the group aimlessly wandered around the living rooms that evening, while my lady and the major were deeply engaged in an intense game of piquet, and the general finally dozed off peacefully.</p>
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--- Block #451 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“It’s because Maurice isn’t here; he always keeps us energized, because he’s a guy full of ideas,” replied Sir Jasper, stifling a yawn.</p>
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--- Block #452 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Get him out then,” said Annon.</p>
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--- Block #453 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“He's not coming. The poor guy is really down tonight, despite how much better he’s been.      

Something’s wrong, and he won’t say a word.”</p>
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--- Block #454 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Sad memories are bothering him, I guess,” sighed Blanche.</p>
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--- Block #455 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Don't be ridiculous, dear, sad memories are just nonsense; feeling down is always like having indigestion, and nothing cures it better than having fun,” Rose said cheerfully. “I'm going to send a polite invitation asking him to come and entertain us. I'm sure he'll say yes.”</p>
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--- Block #456 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>The message was sent, but to Rose's disappointment, a polite refusal came back.</p>
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--- Block #457 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“He <i>will</i> come. Sir Jasper, you and Mr. Annon go as our representatives, and come back without him at your own risk,” was her command.</p>
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--- Block #458 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>They left, and while waiting for their return, the sisters discussed what everyone had noticed.</p>
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--- Block #459 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“How beautiful Mrs. Snowdon looks tonight. I always thought she owed half her charm to her fashion sense, but she’s never looked as stunning as she does in that plain black silk, with those roses in her hair,” said Rose.</p>
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--- Block #460 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“What has she done to herself?” replied Blanche. “I see a change, but I can't explain it. She and Tavie have found some kind of beauty secret, because they both look totally radiant and angelic all of a sudden.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #461 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Here come the guys, and, as I'm a Talbot, they didn't bring him!” cried Rose as the group showed up, looking really disappointed. “Don't come near me,” she added angrily, “you are disloyal cowards, and I banish you until I need you. <i>I</i> have endless resources just like this traitor, and he will come. Mrs. Snowdon, could you please ask Mr. Treherne to suggest something to help us get through the rest of this evening? We're at a loss and can't think of anything, and you have so much influence over him.”</p>
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--- Block #462 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“I have to say no, since he is turning you down,” was the firm reply, as Mrs. Snowdon walked away.</p>
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--- Block #463 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Tavie, dear, please go; we <i>need</i> him; he always listens to you, and you would really be such a benefit to the community, you know.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #464 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Without saying anything, Octavia wrote a message and had a servant deliver it. Several minutes went by, and the men started betting on whether her attempt would succeed. “He won’t come for me, that’s for sure,” said Octavia. Just as she said this, he showed up.</p>
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--- Block #465 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>A general laugh greeted him, but ignoring the jokes about him, he turned to Octavia and said quietly, “What can I do for you, Cousin?”</p>
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--- Block #466 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>His pale face and tired eyes seemed to scold her for interrupting him, but it was too late for regrets, and she quickly replied, “We need a new and fun activity to pass the evening. Can you suggest something suitable?”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #467 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Why not gather around the fireplace and share stories while we wait to say goodbye to the old year, just like we used to do back in the day?” he asked, after a moment of reflection.</p>
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--- Block #468 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“I told you! There it is, exactly what we need.” And Sir Jasper looked victorious.</p>
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--- Block #469 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“It's great—let's get started right now. It's after ten, so we won’t have to wait long,” exclaimed Rose, and, taking Sir Jasper's arm, she guided him to the hall.</p>
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--- Block #470 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>A big fire always burned there, and in the winter, thick rugs and curtains covered the stone floor and hung over the tall windows. Plants blossomed in the warm atmosphere, and chairs and sofas were arranged invitingly. The group quickly settled in, and Treherne was asked to start.</p>
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--- Block #471 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“We need to tell ghost stories, and to really make them thrilling and effective, the lights need to be turned off,” said Rose, who was sitting next to him and spoke first, as always.</p>
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--- Block #472 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>This was quickly taken care of, and only a bright circle of firelight remained to counter the deep darkness that filled the hall, where shadows now appeared to linger in every corner.</p>
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<p>“Don't be so awful, or I might faint,” Blanche pleaded, moving closer to Annon, since she had taken her sister's advice and was trying hard to win over that gentleman's heart.</p>
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<p>“I think your nerves can handle my little story,” replied Treherne. “When I was in India four years ago, I had a very close friend in my regiment—a Scottish guy; I’m half Scottish myself, you know, and pretty clannish. Gordon was sent upcountry on a scouting mission and never came back. His men said he left them one evening to take a survey, and his horse returned bloody and without a rider. We searched but couldn’t find any trace of him, and I was desperate to figure out what happened and avenge his death. About a month after he disappeared, I was sitting in my tent on an incredibly hot day when suddenly the canvas door flap lifted, and there stood Gordon. I saw him just as clearly as I see you now, Jasper, and I would have jumped up to greet him, but something stopped me. He looked deathly pale, soaked with water, and his beautiful blue eyes had a wild, sorrowful look that made my blood run cold. I stared in shock, since it was terrifying to see my friend so changed and so otherworldly. Reaching out his arm to me, he took my hand and said solemnly, 'Come!' His touch was like ice; a chilling sensation ran through me; I jumped up to follow him, and then he vanished.”</p>
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<p>“A terrible dream, is that it?” Rose asked.</p>
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<p>With his eyes on the fire and his left hand partially extended, Treherne continued as if he hadn’t heard her.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #477 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“I thought it was just my imagination, but then I calmed down, because no one had seen or heard anything about Gordon, and my local servant was just outside my tent. A strange feeling lingered in the hand that the ghost touched. It was cold, damp, and pale. I found it useless to try to forget this vision; it had a strong grip on me. I told Yermid, my servant, and he suggested I see it as a sign that I should look for my friend. That night, I dreamed I was rushing upcountry; I don't know what was driving me, but I kept pushing forward, eager to reach the end. A half-dried river blocked my path, and as I rode down the steep bank to cross it, I saw Gordon's body lying in the shallow water, looking exactly like the vision had shown. I woke up feeling strange, shared the story with my commanding officer, and since nothing much was happening at the time, I easily got a week off. Taking Yermid with me, I set out on my somber search. I thought it was foolish, but I couldn’t resist the urge pulling me forward. For seven days, I searched, and the strangest part is that the entire time I followed exactly what I saw in the dream, experiencing the same sights, guided by the chill of a cold hand on mine. On the seventh day, I reached the river and found my friend's body.”</p>
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<p>“How awful! Is it really true?” exclaimed Mrs. Snowdon.</p>
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<p>“As true as I am alive. And that's not all: this left hand of mine has never been warm since that time. See and feel for yourselves.”</p>
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<p>He opened both hands, and everyone confirmed that the left one was smaller, paler, and colder than the right.</p>
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<p>“Please, someone tell another story to take my mind off this; it's making me anxious,” said Blanche.</p>
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<p>“I'll tell one, and you can laugh to calm your nerves. I want to get mine over with so I can enjoy the rest with a clear mind.” With these words, Rose started her story in the classic way.</p>
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<p>“Once upon a time, when we were visiting my dear grandmother, I saw a ghost like this: The sweet old lady had a cold and stayed in her room, leaving us feeling gloomy because the big, lonely house was quite dull. Blanche and I both felt homesick but didn't want to leave until she felt better, so we explored the library and entertained ourselves with all sorts of strange books. One day, I found Grandmamma very down and anxious, clearly troubled by something. She didn’t say anything, but the next day she seemed worse, and I insisted on knowing what was wrong because it was clearly something on her mind. Telling me to keep it from Blanche, who was and is quite a coward, she revealed that a spirit had appeared to her for two nights in a row. 'If it shows up a third time, I’ll be ready to die,' said the silly old lady.”</p>
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<p>“No, you won't, because I'm going to stay with you and get rid of your ghost,” I said. With some effort, I convinced her, and after Blanche fell asleep, I quietly slipped away to Grandmamma, armed with a book and a candle for a long night, since the spirit usually showed up after midnight. She typically kept her door unlocked in case of fire or fear, and her maid was nearby. That night, I locked the door, telling her that spirits could come through the oak if they wanted to, and I wanted to make sure I had a proper chance. Well, I read, chatted, and dozed off until dawn, and nothing happened, so I laughed at the whole thing, and the old lady pretended to believe it was just a figment of the imagination.</p>
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<p>“Last night I slept in my own room, and in the morning I was told that not only Grandmamma but also Janet had seen the spirit. All in white, with flowing hair, a pale face, and a red mark at the throat. It came and pulled back the bed curtains, looked in for a moment, and then disappeared. Janet had slept with Grandmamma and kept a lamp burning on the mantel, so both of them saw it.</p>
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<p>“I was confused, but not scared; I never am, and I insisted on trying again. The door was left unlocked, just like the previous night, and I lay with Grandma, a light burning as before. Around two, she grabbed me as I was dozing off. I looked, and there, peeking in between the dark curtains, was a pale face with long hair all around it, and a red mark on the throat. It was really dim, the light being low, but I saw it, and after one breathless minute, I jumped up, tripped over my foot, fell down with a crash, and by the time I got around the bed, not a trace of the thing was left. I was furious, and promised myself I’d succeed no matter what, though I’ll admit I was just a little shaken.</p>
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<p>“Next time, Janet and I were sitting in cozy chairs, with bright lights on, both wide awake from the strongest coffee we could brew. As the hour approached, we started to feel nervous, and when the white figure appeared, Janet covered her face. I didn’t, and after one glance, I almost laughed because the spirit was Blanche sleepwalking. She wore a coral necklace back then and never took it off, and her long hair partially obscured her face, giving her the eerie look that sleepwalkers always have. I had the sense to stay quiet and guide Janet, so the poor girl went back without waking up, and Grandmamma’s spirit never appeared again because I made sure of that.”</p>
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<p>“Why did you haunt the old lady?” Annon asked, as the laughter stopped.</p>
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<p>“I don't know, maybe it was that I wanted to ask if I could go home, and I was too scared to do it while awake, so I tried when I was asleep. I won’t tell any story since I was the main character in this, but I’ll let you have your turn, Mr. Annon,” said Blanche, giving a soft look that was totally wasted because the gentleman's eyes were focused on Octavia, who was sitting on a low ottoman at Mrs. Snowdon's feet basking in the warm glow of the firelight.</p>
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<p>“I've had very little experience with ghosts, and I can only remember one time I got really scared when I was a college student. I had been out at a party, came home tired, couldn’t find my matches, and went to bed in the dark. Early in the morning, I woke up and looked around to see if the faint light was from dawn or the moon. I was horrified to see a coffin at the foot of my bed. I rubbed my eyes to make sure I was awake and looked as hard as I could. There it was, a long black coffin, and I could see the white plate in the dim light because the moon was setting, and my curtain was open. 'It's a prank by the guys,' I thought; 'I won’t let them know I’m scared, I’ll stay calm.' Easy to say, but hard to do, because it suddenly hit me that I might be in the wrong room. I looked around, but everything familiar was there, as far as the faint light allowed me to see, and I felt for my watchcase on the wall at the head of the bed. It was there, and it was definitely mine, being unique in shape and fabric. If I had been at a wild college party, I could have explained the vision, but a quiet evening in a respectable professor's well-run home shouldn’t cause any trouble. 'It’s just an optical illusion, or a joke from my friends; I’ll try to sleep and forget it,' I told myself, and for a while, I tried to do just that, but curiosity got the better of me, and soon I peeked again. Imagine my horror when I saw the sharp white outline of a dead face that seemed to be looking up from the coffin. It shocked me deeply because I was just a kid and had been feeling unwell. I hid my face and trembled like a scared girl, still thinking it was a joke and too proud to show fear for fear of being laughed at. I don’t know how long I lay there, but when I looked again, the face was farther out and the whole figure seemed to be rising slowly. The moon was almost down, I didn’t have a lamp, and being left in the dark with that terrifying thing was too much for me. Joke or not, I had to end the panic, so I bolted out of my room and woke up my neighbor. He told me I was crazy or drunk, but he lit a lamp and came back with me, only to find that my horror was just a pile of clothes thrown on the table in a way that, under the moon's pale light, looked like my black student gown with a white card on it, creating the effect of a coffin and plate. The face was just a crumpled handkerchief, and what I thought was hair was actually a brown scarf. As the moon sank, those outlines shifted and, incredible as it sounds, looked more like a face. My friend, not having been scared, found it funny, and for a long time, everyone called me 'Coffins.'”</p>
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<p>“You're getting worse and worse. Sir Jasper, mix in a bit of fun with the horror, or I might just run away,” said Blanche, nervously glancing over her shoulder.</p>
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<p>“I'll do my best and share a story my uncle used to tell about his younger days. I can’t remember the name of the place, but it was a small country town popular with anglers. My uncle often went fishing there and always wished that a deserted house near the trout stream was occupied because the inn was too far away. One evening, while he was relaxing in the landlady's parlor, he asked her why no one took it and rented the rooms to visitors during the fishing season. 'Because of the ghosts, your honor,' the woman replied, and then told him that three different spirits haunted the house. In the attic, you could hear the buzzing of a spinning wheel and the tapping of high-heeled shoes, as the ghostly spinner moved back and forth. In one room, you could hear a knife being sharpened, followed by groans and the sound of dripping blood. The cellar was terrifying, with a skeleton sitting on a half-buried box, chuckling sinisterly. Apparently, a miser used to live there and was believed to have starved his daughter in the attic, making her work until she died. The second spirit was that of the girl’s rejected lover, who cut his throat in the room, and the third was the miser himself, who was found dead on the money chest he was too weak to hide. My uncle laughed at all this and offered to banish the ghosts if anyone would dare to take the house.”</p>
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<p>“This offer spread around, and a grumpy old man accepted it, hoping to make some money. He had a beautiful daughter, whose love had been blocked by the old man, and whose boyfriend was leaving for sea in despair. My uncle knew this and felt sorry for the young couple. He had met a traveling artist, and they decided to overcome the house’s bad reputation by renting rooms there. They did so, and after making sure about the noises, they consulted a wise old woman about the best way to get rid of the ghosts. She told them that if any young girl spent a night in each haunted room while praying sincerely, everything would turn out fine. Peggy was asked if she would do it, and being a brave girl, she agreed to try it for a good amount of money. The first night was in the attic, and despite what the village gossips predicted, Peggy came out alive, although those listening at the door heard strange humming and tapping all night. The next night went smoothly, and from then on, no more sharpening, groaning, or dripping sounds were heard. On the third time, she said goodbye to her friends and, wearing her red cloak, with a lamp and prayer book, went down into the cellar. Unfortunately for pretty Peggy! When morning came, she was gone, along with the miser's empty box, although his bones remained to show how well she had completed her task."</p>
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<p>“The town was in chaos, and the old man was furious. Some people said the devil had taken her away, others believed the bones were hers, and everyone agreed that another ghost would haunt the house from now on. My uncle and the artist tried their best to comfort the father, who deeply regretted getting in the way of the girl’s love, and stated that if Jack found her, he could have her. But Jack had already set sail, and the old man was left in grief. The house was no longer troubled by supernatural visitors, though, since no ghost showed up; and when my uncle left, old Martin discovered some money and a letter letting him know that Peggy had spent her first two nights getting ready to leave, and on the third night, she had left to marry and set sail with Jack. The mysterious noises had been made by the artist, who was a ventriloquist, the skeleton had been secretly brought in by the surgeons, and the whole situation was a setup to help Peggy and assist the fishermen.”</p>
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<p>“It’s clear that trickery runs in the family,” laughed Rose as the narrator paused.</p>
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<p>“I really think that Sir Jasper the second was the real hero of that story,” added Mrs. Snowdon.</p>
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<p>“Think what you want, I've done my part, and it's your turn now, madam.”</p>
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<p>“I'll go last. It’s your turn, dear.” As Mrs. Snowdon gently said the last word, and Octavia rested against her knee with a warm glance, Treherne leaned in to get a look at the two transformed faces, appearing confused when both smiled at him as they sat holding hands while the girl shared her story.</p>
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<p>“Long ago, a famous actress suddenly died at the end of an exceptionally performed tragedy. She was taken home, and arrangements were made for her burial. The play had been produced with great care and expense, featuring a talented actor as the lead. The audience demanded a repeat performance, and a less talented performer was hired to take the deceased actress's role. There was a day's delay, but when the night arrived, the theater was packed. People waited both in front of and behind the curtain for the debut of the new actress, full of curiosity. She stood waiting for her cue, and just as it was called, to everyone's astonishment, the great tragedienne glided onto the stage. Paler than marble, with a strange fire in her eyes, an unusual pathos in her voice, and incredible power in her performance, she delivered her lines and mysteriously disappeared at the end. The excitement that night was immense, and the shock and horror the next day were intense when it was revealed that the dead woman had not come back to life but had remained in her coffin under the watchful eyes of attendants all evening, while hundreds believed they were applauding her at the theater. The mystery was never solved, and Paris was divided into two opinions: one that someone strikingly similar to Madame Z. had impersonated her for the sake of publicity; the other that the ghost of the dead actress, unable to break free from the allure of her past, had performed one last time in the role that made her famous.”</p>
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<p>“Where did you get that, Tavie? It's really French, and not bad if you made it up,” said Sir Jasper.</p>
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<p>“I read it in an old book, where it was told much better. Now, Edith, there’s just enough time for your story.”</p>
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<p>As the name “Edith” left her mouth, Treherne flinched and looked at both of them again, and they smiled once more. Mrs. Snowdon gently stroked the smooth cheek resting on her knee, and looking directly at him, began the final story.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #503 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“You’ve been talking about the tricks of imaginary ghosts; let me show you the influences of some real spirits, both good and bad, that affect every heart and home, creating either misery or joy. During Christmas, at a country house, a group of friends gathered to celebrate the holidays, and they could have enjoyed themselves, if not for one person disrupting the peace for several others. Love, jealousy, deceit, and nobility were the spirits that stirred things up among them. The person I’m talking about was the most troubled, deeply affected by her own willfulness, pride, and jealousy. Unfortunately, she had no one to help her rid herself of these spirits, and they drove her to cause harm. Among these friends, there were multiple pairs of lovers, and plenty of tangled plots and plans, because hearts are unpredictable and mysterious, unable to love just because it's expected or sensible. This woman held the key to all the secrets of the house, and with her own agenda in mind, she used her power selfishly for a while. To resolve her doubts, she pretended to be interested in a gentleman who once admired her and, to the great shock of some wise individuals, allowed him to express his feelings for her, knowing it was just a fleeting distraction for both of them. In her hands was a secret that could either enhance or ruin the happiness of the best and closest friends. The evil spirits that haunted her urged her to disrupt their peace and indulge in a sinful hope. On the flip side, honor, justice, and generosity encouraged her to bring them joy, and while she hesitated, a sweet enchantress appeared who, with a single word, dismissed the tormenting spirits forever and gave the troubled woman a charm to keep her free from that point on.”</p>
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<p>There the serious voice wavered, and with a sudden impulse, Mrs. Snowdon bent her head and kissed the fair forehead that had been lowering more and more as she spoke. Each listener understood the truth, lightly masked in that quick story, and each found a different meaning in it. Sir Jasper frowned and bit his lips, Annon looked anxiously from face to face, Octavia hid hers, and Treherne's lit up with sudden understanding, while Rose quietly laughed to herself, enjoying the moment. Blanche, who was getting sleepy, said with a stifled yawn, “That’s a really nice, moral little story, but I wish there had been some actual ghosts in it.”</p>
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<p>“There was. Will you come and check them out?”</p>
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<p>As she asked the question, Mrs. Snowdon suddenly stood up, wanting to end the séance, and gestured for them to follow her as she gracefully ascended the large staircase. Everyone complied, curious about what made her act this way, and fully prepared for any joke she might have in mind.</p>
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<p><br/><br/></p>
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<p>She took them to the north gallery and, stopping at the door, said cheerfully,  

      “The ghost—or rather, ghosts, since there were two—  

      that scared Patty were Sir Jasper and me, meeting to talk about some  

      important issues related to Mr. Treherne. If you want to see spirits,  

      we can act like phantoms for you and prove our power.”</p>
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<p>“Great, let’s go and have a spooky dance, as a perfect ending to our celebration,” replied Rose as they gathered in the long hall.</p>
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<p>At that moment, the big clock struck twelve, and everyone stopped to say goodbye to the old year. Sir Jasper was the first to speak because, while he was annoyed with Mrs. Snowdon, he was also grateful to her for making light of what had been serious for him. He wanted to hide his frustration behind a cheerful demeanor, so he wrapped an arm around Rose's waist and was about to waltz away as she suggested, saying brightly, “Come one and all, and dance in the new year,” when Octavia's cry stopped him. He turned and saw her standing at the far end of the hall, pale and trembling, pointing.</p>
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<p>Eight narrow Gothic windows lined both walls of the north gallery. A full moon cast her silvery light strongly on the eastern side, creating wide bands of brightness across the floor. No fires were burning there now, and wherever the moonlight didn’t reach, deep shadows lay. When Octavia shouted, everyone looked, and they all clearly saw a tall, dark figure gliding silently across the second strip of light further down the hall.</p>
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<p>“Is this some joke of yours?” asked Sir Jasper of Mrs. Snowdon, as the figure disappeared into the shadows.</p>
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<p>“No, I swear, I know nothing about it! I just wanted to ease Octavia's superstitious fears by showing her our tricks,” was the whispered response as Mrs. Snowdon's face went pale, and she moved closer to Jasper.</p>
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<p>“Who’s there?” called Treherne in a commanding tone.</p>
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<p>No answer came, but a faint, cold breeze seemed to whisper along the curved ceiling and fade away as the dark figure moved through the third beam of moonlight. A strange sense of awe fell over everyone, and no one spoke; they just stood there, watching for the figure to fully appear. It drew closer and closer, moving silently, and as it reached the sixth window, its shape was clearly visible. It was a tall, thin figure, dressed entirely in black, with a rosary hanging from its belt and a dark beard partially hiding its face.</p>
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<p>“The Abbot's ghost, and it looks great,” said Annon, attempting to laugh but failing completely, as the cold breeze swept over them again, causing everyone to shudder.</p>
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<p>“Hush!” whispered Treherne, pulling Octavia close to him with a comforting gesture.</p>
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<p>Once again, the ghost appeared and vanished, and as they waited for it to move across the last strip of light between it and them, Mrs. Snowdon stepped forward to the edge of the darkness where they stood, as if she intended to face the apparition alone. It emerged from the shadows and paused in the bright light. Mrs. Snowdon, being the closest, saw the face first and let out a faint cry before collapsing onto the stone floor, covering her eyes. No human ever had a look like the ghastly, hollow-eyed, pale-lipped face beneath the hood. Everyone saw it and held their breath as it slowly raised a shadowy arm and pointed a withered finger at Sir Jasper.</p>
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<p>“Speak, whoever you are, or I'll quickly show whether you’re human or a spirit!” shouted Jasper angrily, stepping forward as if to grab the outstretched arm that seemed to threaten him alone.</p>
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<p>An icy gust swept through the hall, and the ghost slowly faded into the shadows. Jasper sprang after it, but nothing crossed the second beam of light, and nothing remained in the dark. As if taken by a sudden impulse, he raced down the gallery to find everything still and empty, returning with a bewildered look. Blanche had fainted, and Annon was carrying her out of the hall. Rose was holding onto Mrs. Snowdon, and Octavia leaned against her cousin, whispering urgently, “Thank God it didn’t point at you!”</p>
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<p>“Am I more important to you than your brother?” he whispered back.</p>
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<p>There was no reply, but one small hand instinctively pressed his, while the other reached out to Jasper, who approached looking pale and shocked but remained steady and silent. Trying to downplay the situation, he said, with a forced smile as he helped Mrs. Snowdon up, “It’s just a silly prank by the staff. Let’s forget about it. Come on, Edith, you’re not acting like yourself.”</p>
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<p>“It was something beyond human, Jasper; you know that as well as I do. Oh, why did I bring you here to face the ghostly warning that haunts your home!”</p>
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<p>“Nah, if my time is close, the spirit would have found me no matter where I am. I don’t believe in that ridiculous superstition—I laugh at it and challenge it. Come down and toast to my health with wine from the Abbot's own cellar.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping
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--- Block #526 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>But no one felt like being cheerful anymore, and when they saw that Lady Treherne was already worried about Annon, they had to tell her everything, only to find their own confusion grow deeper because of her unwavering belief in the bad omen.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping
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--- Block #527 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>At her request, the house was searched, the staff interrogated, and every effort was made to figure out who the ghost was. All in vain; the house was just like before, and no one, not a single man or woman, wanted to go into the gallery at midnight. At my lady's request, everyone agreed to keep quiet about the mystery and finally went off to whatever sleep they could manage.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping
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--- Block #528 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>The faces around the breakfast table the next morning were very serious, and there were anxious glances toward Sir Jasper as he walked in, late as usual, looking unusually cheerful and well. Nothing serious ever left a lasting impression on his changeable nature. Treherne appeared more like a doomed man, very pale and worn, although he showed occasional flashes of happiness when he looked at Octavia. He followed Jasper like a shadow all morning, much to Jasper's annoyance, as both his mother and sister hovered around him with anxious expressions. By the afternoon, his patience wore thin, and he openly rebelled against the protective attention. Calling for his horse, he said firmly, “I’m completely bored with the seriousness that’s hanging over the house today, so I’m going for a brisk ride before I lose my temper and my spirits completely.”</p>
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--- Block #529 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Come with me in the pony carriage, Jasper. I haven't had a ride with you in a long time, and I would really enjoy it,” said my lady, holding him back.</p>
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--- Block #530 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Mrs. Snowdon looks like she could use some fresh air to perk up her roses, and the pony carriage is just what she needs, so I'll happily give up my seat for her,” he said with a laugh, as he pulled his hand away from his mother's.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping
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--- Block #531 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Take the girls in the carriage. We all want some fresh air, and you’re the best driver we know. Be chivalrous and say yes, dear.”</p>
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--- Block #532 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“No, thank you, Tavie, that won’t work. Rose and Blanche are both asleep, and you’re eager to go join them, after your late night. As a friend, I urge you to do that, and let me ride how I want.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping
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--- Block #533 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Suppose you ask Annon to join you—” started Treherne with a casual air; but Sir Jasper frowned and turned sharply to him, saying, half annoyed, half joking:</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping
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--- Block #534 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Honestly, I feel like a child or a baby with how you’re watching over me today. If you think I’m going to live in constant fear of something going wrong, you’re all very mistaken. Ghost or no ghost, I’m going to enjoy myself while I can; a short life and a fun one has always been my motto, you know, so see you at dinnertime.”</p>
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--- Block #535 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>They watched him ride down the street, and then went their separate ways, still weighed down by an unshakeable sense of dread. Octavia walked into the conservatory, planning to enjoy the soothing silence of the space, but Annon quickly joined her, filled with a lover's hopes and anxieties.</p>
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--- Block #536 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Miss Treherne, I took the chance to come and get my answer. Will my New Year be happy or disappointing?” he asked eagerly.</p>
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--- Block #537 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Sorry if my response isn't what you want to hear, but I have to be honest, so I sadly have to decline the honor you're giving me,” she said with regret.</p>
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--- Block #538 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“May I ask why?”</p>



Word Count (non-anchor): 4

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

“May I ask why?”



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

"Can I ask why?"



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<p>"Can I ask why?"</p>
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--- Block #539 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Because I don’t love you.”</p>



Word Count (non-anchor): 5

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

“Because I don’t love you.”



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

“Because I don’t love you.”



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<p>“Because I don’t love you.”</p>
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--- Block #540 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“And you really do love your cousin,” he shouted angrily, stopping to look at her partially turned-away face.</p>
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--- Block #541 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>She turned it fully toward him and answered, with her genuine sincerity, “Yes, I do, with all my heart, and now my mother won’t stop me, because Maurice has saved my life, and I’m free to give it all to him.”</p>
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--- Block #542 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Happy man, I wish I had been disabled!” sighed Annon. Then, with a sincere effort to be fair and generous, he added earnestly, “No more needs to be said, he deserves you; I don’t want any sacrifice to duty; I’m letting go and leaving, praying that heaven blesses you now and forever.”</p>
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--- Block #543 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>He kissed her hand and went to find my lady to say his goodbyes, as no amount of persuasion could make him stay. After leaving a note for Sir Jasper, he rushed off, much to Treherne's relief and Blanche's deep disappointment, who nonetheless held onto the hope of another chance later in the season.</p>
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--- Block #544 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Here comes Jasper, Mom, safe and sound,” shouted Octavia a little later, as she joined her mother on the terrace, where she had been pacing back and forth nearly ever since her son rode away.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping
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--- Block #545 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>With a huge smile of relief, she waved her handkerchief as he came clattering up the driveway, and seeing her, he responded with a wave of his hat and hand. He usually got off at the front door of the grand hall, but on a whim, he decided to ride along the wall below the terrace because he was a talented rider, and Mrs. Snowdon was watching from her window. As he got closer, the peacocks screeched and fled, and one flew up right in front of the horse's eyes just as he was about to dismount. The spirited horse got startled, leaped partway up the wide, low steps of the terrace, and, being yanked back sharply, slipped, fell, and ended up rolling down with him.</p>
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--- Block #546 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Never did those who heard it forget the scream that escaped Lady Treherne's lips as she witnessed the fall. It drew out both guests and staff to find Octavia desperately wrestling with the scared horse, while my lady was down on the stones with her son's bleeding head in her arms.</p>
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--- Block #547 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>They carried in the broken, lifeless body, and for hours, they tried everything that skill and science could come up with to save the young man's life. But every effort was useless, and as the sun set, Sir Jasper lay dying. Finally conscious and able to speak, he looked around with a worried expression, seeming to struggle with a desire that overpowered his pain and kept death at a distance.</p>
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----------



--- Block #548 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“I want Maurice,” he said weakly, finally.</p>
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--- Block #549 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Hey there, I’m here,” replied his cousin from a seat in the shadow of the half-drawn curtains.</p>
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--- Block #550 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Always there when I need you. You've helped me out of many tough spots, but this is beyond what you can do,” and a faint smile crossed Jasper's lips as memories rushed through his mind. But the smile faded, and a groan of pain escaped him as he suddenly cried, “Quick! Let me tell it before it's too late! Maurice never will, but he’ll carry the shame all his life so that my dead name remains untarnished. Bring Edith; she needs to hear the truth.”</p>
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--- Block #551 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>She was soon there, and lying in his mother's arms, one hand in his cousin's and one on his sister's bent head, Jasper quickly shared the secret that had weighed on him for a year.</p>
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--- Block #552 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“I did it; I forged my uncle's name after I lost heavily at gambling and couldn’t tell my mom or risk wasting more of my own money. I tricked Maurice into thinking the check was real; I had him present it and get the cash, and when everything went smoothly, I thought I was in the clear. But my uncle found out secretly, didn’t say anything, and, thinking Maurice was the one who forged it, disowned him. I didn’t find out until the old man died, and by then it was too late. I confessed to Maurice, and he forgave me. He said, 'I am helpless now, cut off from the world, with nothing to lose or gain, and soon to be forgotten by those who once knew me, so let any hint of shame that might linger stick to me, and you go on with your life, wealthy, happy, honorable, and free from any stain on your reputation.' Mom, I let him do it, not realizing that many knew the hidden sin and believed he was responsible for it.”</p>
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--- Block #553 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Hush, Jasper, let it go. I can handle it; I promised your dear father I would always be your loyal friend, and I’ve just kept my promise.”</p>
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--- Block #554 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“God knows you have, but now my life is ending, and I can’t die until you’ve cleared things up. Edith, I only told you part of the truth, and you would have used it against him if some angel hadn’t sent this girl to soften your heart. You’ve done your part to make up for the past, now let me do mine. Mom, Tavie loves him, and he has risked his life and honor for me. Please repay him generously and give him this.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping
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--- Block #555 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>With a weak attempt, Sir Jasper tried to place his sister's hand in Treherne's as he spoke; Mrs. Snowdon assisted him, and as my lady lowered her head in quiet agreement, a happy smile lit up the dying man's face.</p>
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--- Block #556 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Just one more confession, and then I’m ready,” he said, looking up into the face of the woman he had loved with all the intensity of a shallow soul. “It was a joke to you, Edith, but it felt serious to me because I loved you, even though it was wrong. Ask your husband to forgive me, and let him know it’s better for me to die than to disrupt a good man’s peace. Kiss me once, and make him happy for my sake.”</p>
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--- Block #557 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>She gently pressed her cold lips against his with a sense of regret, and in that moment, she made a silent promise to honor that fading wish.</p>
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--- Block #558 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Tavie dear, Maurice, my brother, bless you both. Goodbye, Mother. He'll be a better son than I’ve been to you.” Then, the man’s carefree spirit lingered until the end, as Sir Jasper laughed softly, seeming to summon an unseen presence, and died cheerfully saying, “Alright, Father Abbot, lead the way, I’ll follow you.”</p>
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--- Block #559 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p><br/><br/></p>
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--- Block #560 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p><br/><br/></p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: Contains only link(s) with no extra text => skipping



----------



--- Block #561 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>A year later, three weddings took place on the same day in the same church. Maurice Treherne, a healthy man, walked his cousin down the aisle. Frank Annon finally gave in to Blanche after her long wait, and to the endless amusement of Mrs. Grundy, Major Royston admitted he was outsmarted by cheerful Rose. The triple wedding celebration was held at Treherne Abbey, and no strange visitor disrupted the festivities, as the north gallery was never haunted again by the ghostly Abbot.</p>
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--- Block #562 (pre) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<pre></pre>
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Line 39 (ORIG): <br/><br/><br/><br/>
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Line 40 (ORIG): </div>

Line 40 (NEW):  </div>
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Line 41 (ORIG): <h2>

Line 41 (NEW):  <h2>
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Line 42 (ORIG):       Chapter I. DRAMATIS PERSONAE

Line 42 (NEW):        Chapter I. DRAMATIS PERSONAE

-----

Line 43 (ORIG):     </h2>

Line 43 (NEW):      </h2>

-----

Line 44 (ORIG): <p>“How’s it going, Frank? Down first, like always.”</p>

Line 44 (NEW):  <p>“How’s it going, Frank? Down first, like always.”</p>

-----

Line 45 (ORIG): <p>“The early bird catches the worm, Major.”</p>

Line 45 (NEW):  <p>“The early bird catches the worm, Major.”</p>

-----

Line 46 (ORIG): <p>“That's an incredibly rude thing to say, especially since the lovely Octavia is the one being talked about,” and with a meaningful laugh, the major took on an Englishman's favorite stance in front of the fire.</p>

Line 46 (NEW):  <p>“That's an incredibly rude thing to say, especially since the lovely Octavia is the one being talked about,” and with a meaningful laugh, the major took on an Englishman's favorite stance in front of the fire.</p>

-----

Line 47 (ORIG): <p>His companion gave him a quick look, and a worried expression crossed his face as he responded, with a carefully crafted air of indifference, “You’re being way too observant, Major. I need to be cautious with you around. Any new arrivals? I thought I heard a carriage pull up a little while ago.”</p>

Line 47 (NEW):  <p>His companion gave him a quick look, and a worried expression crossed his face as he responded, with a carefully crafted air of indifference, “You’re being way too observant, Major. I need to be cautious with you around. Any new arrivals? I thought I heard a carriage pull up a little while ago.”</p>

-----

Line 48 (ORIG): <p>“It was General Snowdon and his lovely wife. Maurice Treherne stopped by while we were out, and I haven't seen him yet, poor guy!”</p>

Line 48 (NEW):  <p>“It was General Snowdon and his lovely wife. Maurice Treherne stopped by while we were out, and I haven't seen him yet, poor guy!”</p>

-----

Line 49 (ORIG): <p>“Aye, you can definitely say that; his situation is tough, if what I’ve heard is correct. I’m not fully informed about this, and I should be, so I don’t make a mistake here. So tell me what’s going on, Major. We have a good half hour before dinner. Sir Jasper is never on time.”</p>

Line 49 (NEW):  <p>“Aye, you can definitely say that; his situation is tough, if what I’ve heard is correct. I’m not fully informed about this, and I should be, so I don’t make a mistake here. So tell me what’s going on, Major. We have a good half hour before dinner. Sir Jasper is never on time.”</p>

-----

Line 50 (ORIG): <p>“Yeah, you have a right to know if you’re going to take your chances with Octavia.”</p>

Line 50 (NEW):  <p>“Yeah, you have a right to know if you’re going to take your chances with Octavia.”</p>

-----

Line 51 (ORIG): <p>The major walked through the three drawing rooms to check that no curious servant was eavesdropping, and, finding everything empty, he returned to his spot, while young Annon relaxed on a couch, listening intently to the major's story.</p>

Line 51 (NEW):  <p>The major walked through the three drawing rooms to check that no curious servant was eavesdropping, and, finding everything empty, he returned to his spot, while young Annon relaxed on a couch, listening intently to the major's story.</p>

-----

Line 52 (ORIG): <p>“You know it was assumed that old Sir Jasper, being single, would leave his fortune to his two nephews. But he was quite peculiar, and since the title <i>must</i> go to young Jasper by right, the old man decided Maurice should inherit the money. He was poor, while young Jasper was wealthy, and it seemed only fair, though Madame Mère was very angry when she found out how the will was written.”</p>

Line 52 (NEW):  <p>“You know it was assumed that old Sir Jasper, being single, would leave his fortune to his two nephews. But he was quite peculiar, and since the title <i>must</i> go to young Jasper by right, the old man decided Maurice should inherit the money. He was poor, while young Jasper was wealthy, and it seemed only fair, though Madame Mère was very angry when she found out how the will was written.”</p>

-----

Line 53 (ORIG): <p>“But Maurice didn't get the fortune. How come?”</p>

Line 53 (NEW):  <p>“But Maurice didn't get the fortune. How come?”</p>

-----

Line 54 (ORIG): <p>“There’s some mystery there that I’ll figure out eventually. Everything was going well until that unfortunate yachting trip when the cousins got wrecked. Maurice saved Jasper’s life and nearly lost his own in the process. I think he regrets it, wishing he had died instead of becoming the poor cripple he is now. Exposure, effort, and neglect afterward led to paralysis in his lower limbs, and now he’s stuck—a talented, spirited guy bound to that damn chair like some old man.”</p>

Line 54 (NEW):  <p>“There’s some mystery there that I’ll figure out eventually. Everything was going well until that unfortunate yachting trip when the cousins got wrecked. Maurice saved Jasper’s life and nearly lost his own in the process. I think he regrets it, wishing he had died instead of becoming the poor cripple he is now. Exposure, effort, and neglect afterward led to paralysis in his lower limbs, and now he’s stuck—a talented, spirited guy bound to that damn chair like some old man.”</p>

-----

Line 55 (ORIG): <p>“How does he handle it?” asked Annon, as the major shook his gray head, with a betraying huskiness in his final words.</p>

Line 55 (NEW):  <p>“How does he handle it?” asked Annon, as the major shook his gray head, with a betraying huskiness in his final words.</p>

-----

Line 56 (ORIG): <p>“Like a thinker or a hero. He is too proud to reveal his despair over such a sudden end to all his hopes, too generous to complain, because Jasper is deeply upset about it, and too brave to be discouraged by a misfortune that would drive many men insane.”</p>

Line 56 (NEW):  <p>“Like a thinker or a hero. He is too proud to reveal his despair over such a sudden end to all his hopes, too generous to complain, because Jasper is deeply upset about it, and too brave to be discouraged by a misfortune that would drive many men insane.”</p>

-----

Line 57 (ORIG): <p>“Is it true that Sir Jasper, aware of all this, created a new will and left every penny to his namesake?”</p>

Line 57 (NEW):  <p>“Is it true that Sir Jasper, aware of all this, created a new will and left every penny to his namesake?”</p>

-----

Line 58 (ORIG): <p>“Yes, and there’s the mystery. Not only did he keep it away from poor Maurice, but he also tied it up so that Jasper can’t transfer it, and when he dies, it goes to Octavia.”</p>

Line 58 (NEW):  <p>“Yes, and there’s the mystery. Not only did he keep it away from poor Maurice, but he also tied it up so that Jasper can’t transfer it, and when he dies, it goes to Octavia.”</p>

-----

Line 59 (ORIG): <p>"The old man must have been out of his mind. What on earth did he mean by leaving Maurice helpless and broke after all his loyalty to Jasper? Had he done something to upset the old guy?"</p>

Line 59 (NEW):  <p>"The old man must have been out of his mind. What on earth did he mean by leaving Maurice helpless and broke after all his loyalty to Jasper? Had he done something to upset the old guy?"</p>

-----

Line 60 (ORIG): <p>“No one knows; Maurice has no clue why this sudden change happened, and the old man didn’t explain it. He died shortly after, and as soon as Jasper inherited the title and estate, he brought his cousin home and treats him like a brother. Jasper is a great guy, despite his flaws, and this act of kindness makes me respect him even more,” said the major sincerely.</p>

Line 60 (NEW):  <p>“No one knows; Maurice has no clue why this sudden change happened, and the old man didn’t explain it. He died shortly after, and as soon as Jasper inherited the title and estate, he brought his cousin home and treats him like a brother. Jasper is a great guy, despite his flaws, and this act of kindness makes me respect him even more,” said the major sincerely.</p>

-----

Line 61 (ORIG): <p>“What will Maurice do now that he can't join the army as he planned?” asked Annon, sitting up straight, clearly intrigued.</p>

Line 61 (NEW):  <p>“What will Maurice do now that he can't join the army as he planned?” asked Annon, sitting up straight, clearly intrigued.</p>

-----

Line 62 (ORIG): <p>“Marry Octavia and come to himself, I hope.”</p>

Line 62 (NEW):  <p>“Marry Octavia and come to himself, I hope.”</p>

-----

Line 63 (ORIG): <p>“That's a great little setup, but Miss Treherne might not be on board,” said Annon, getting up with a sudden spark in his eyes.</p>

Line 63 (NEW):  <p>“That's a great little setup, but Miss Treherne might not be on board,” said Annon, getting up with a sudden spark in his eyes.</p>

-----

Line 64 (ORIG): <p>“I don't think so, as long as no one gets in the way. Sympathy for women is similar to love, and she feels for her cousin in the sweetest way. No sister could be more loyal, and since Maurice is a good-looking, talented guy, it's easy to predict what will happen in the end, if, as I mentioned before, no one steps in to let the poor guy down again.”</p>

Line 64 (NEW):  <p>“I don't think so, as long as no one gets in the way. Sympathy for women is similar to love, and she feels for her cousin in the sweetest way. No sister could be more loyal, and since Maurice is a good-looking, talented guy, it's easy to predict what will happen in the end, if, as I mentioned before, no one steps in to let the poor guy down again.”</p>

-----

Line 65 (ORIG): <p>“You support his cause, I see, so tell me this so I can step back.  

Line 65 (NEW):  <p>“You support his cause, I see, so tell me this so I can step back.  

-----

Line 66 (ORIG):       Thanks for the heads-up, Major; but since Maurice Treherne is a man with unusual  

Line 66 (NEW):        Thanks for the heads-up, Major; but since Maurice Treherne is a man with unusual  

-----

Line 67 (ORIG):       strengths in many ways, I think we're evenly matched, despite his  

Line 67 (NEW):        strengths in many ways, I think we're evenly matched, despite his  

-----

Line 68 (ORIG):       misfortune. In fact, if anything, he has the edge over me because Miss  

Line 68 (NEW):        misfortune. In fact, if anything, he has the edge over me because Miss  

-----

Line 69 (ORIG):       Treherne feels sympathy for him, and that's a powerful ally for my rival. I'll be as  

Line 69 (NEW):        Treherne feels sympathy for him, and that's a powerful ally for my rival. I'll be as  

-----

Line 70 (ORIG):       generous as I can, but I'm <i>not</i> going to step back and give up the  

Line 70 (NEW):        generous as I can, but I'm <i>not</i> going to step back and give up the  

-----

Line 71 (ORIG):       woman I love without at least giving it a shot first.”</p>

Line 71 (NEW):        woman I love without at least giving it a shot first.”</p>

-----

Line 72 (ORIG): <p>With a sense of determination, Annon faced the major, whose sharp eyes had already seen the truth that Annon had just admitted to himself. Major Royston smiled as he listened and said briefly, as footsteps drew near, “Do your best. Maurice will win.”</p>

Line 72 (NEW):  <p>With a sense of determination, Annon faced the major, whose sharp eyes had already seen the truth that Annon had just admitted to himself. Major Royston smiled as he listened and said briefly, as footsteps drew near, “Do your best. Maurice will win.”</p>

-----

Line 73 (ORIG): <p>“We'll see,” Annon replied through gritted teeth.</p>

Line 73 (NEW):  <p>“We'll see,” Annon replied through gritted teeth.</p>

-----

Line 74 (ORIG): <p>Here their host came in, and of course, the topic was dropped. But the major's words stuck in the young man's mind and would have been even more painful if he had known that their private conversation had been overheard. On each side of the large fireplace was a door leading to a suite of rooms that used to belong to old Sir Jasper. These rooms had been given to Maurice Treherne, who had just returned from London, where he had gone to see a certain famous doctor. Entering quietly, he had settled into his rooms, and after resting and getting ready for dinner, he rolled into the library through the curtained door on the right. Sitting idly in his light, wheeled chair, prepared to greet his cousin when he arrived, he listened to Annon and the major's conversation. As he listened, different emotions—anger, pain, bitterness, and defiance—crossed his usually expressionless face. When the young man said his almost fierce “We shall see,” Treherne smirked in disdain and clenched his pale hand, showing that a year of suffering hadn't defeated his spirit, even though it had weakened his strong body.</p>

Line 74 (NEW):  <p>Here their host came in, and of course, the topic was dropped. But the major's words stuck in the young man's mind and would have been even more painful if he had known that their private conversation had been overheard. On each side of the large fireplace was a door leading to a suite of rooms that used to belong to old Sir Jasper. These rooms had been given to Maurice Treherne, who had just returned from London, where he had gone to see a certain famous doctor. Entering quietly, he had settled into his rooms, and after resting and getting ready for dinner, he rolled into the library through the curtained door on the right. Sitting idly in his light, wheeled chair, prepared to greet his cousin when he arrived, he listened to Annon and the major's conversation. As he listened, different emotions—anger, pain, bitterness, and defiance—crossed his usually expressionless face. When the young man said his almost fierce “We shall see,” Treherne smirked in disdain and clenched his pale hand, showing that a year of suffering hadn't defeated his spirit, even though it had weakened his strong body.</p>

-----

Line 75 (ORIG): <p>Maurice Treherne had a unique face; his features were well-defined and a bit proud, with a fine forehead beneath his dark, casually tousled hair, and strikingly intense eyes. Though he was slender and affected by pain, he still carried a natural grace and the stern strength that allowed him to hide the deep sadness of his ambitious spirit from everyone, coping with his struggles using a cheerful outlook that was more touching than total surrender to sorrow. He was dressed neatly, showing no signs of being unwell except for his chair, and he moved as comfortably and calmly as if he weren't facing the harsh reality of lifelong helplessness. A simple gesture of his hand sent him gliding silently to the curtained door, but just then, a voice called out from behind, “Wait for me, cousin.” Turning around, he saw a young girl coming toward him, her smile radiating warmth as she took his hand and gently scolded him, “Back home and didn’t let me know until I heard the good news by chance.”</p>

Line 75 (NEW):  <p>Maurice Treherne had a unique face; his features were well-defined and a bit proud, with a fine forehead beneath his dark, casually tousled hair, and strikingly intense eyes. Though he was slender and affected by pain, he still carried a natural grace and the stern strength that allowed him to hide the deep sadness of his ambitious spirit from everyone, coping with his struggles using a cheerful outlook that was more touching than total surrender to sorrow. He was dressed neatly, showing no signs of being unwell except for his chair, and he moved as comfortably and calmly as if he weren't facing the harsh reality of lifelong helplessness. A simple gesture of his hand sent him gliding silently to the curtained door, but just then, a voice called out from behind, “Wait for me, cousin.” Turning around, he saw a young girl coming toward him, her smile radiating warmth as she took his hand and gently scolded him, “Back home and didn’t let me know until I heard the good news by chance.”</p>

-----

Line 76 (ORIG): <p>“Was it good news, Octavia?” Maurice asked, looking up at her honest face with a new look in his intense eyes. His cousin’s open gaze remained unchanged as she brushed the hair off his forehead in a way that one often does for a child and replied eagerly, “It’s the best for me; the house feels boring when you’re away because Jasper always gets wrapped up in horses and dogs, leaving Mom and me to sulk by ourselves. But tell me, Maurice, what did they say to you since you didn’t write?”</p>

Line 76 (NEW):  <p>“Was it good news, Octavia?” Maurice asked, looking up at her honest face with a new look in his intense eyes. His cousin’s open gaze remained unchanged as she brushed the hair off his forehead in a way that one often does for a child and replied eagerly, “It’s the best for me; the house feels boring when you’re away because Jasper always gets wrapped up in horses and dogs, leaving Mom and me to sulk by ourselves. But tell me, Maurice, what did they say to you since you didn’t write?”</p>

-----

Line 77 (ORIG): <p>“A bit of hope, with time and patience. Please help me be patient, my dear, help me to wait.”</p>

Line 77 (NEW):  <p>“A bit of hope, with time and patience. Please help me be patient, my dear, help me to wait.”</p>

-----

Line 78 (ORIG): <p>His tone was deeply melancholy, and as he spoke, he rested his cheek against the kind hand he held, as if looking for support and comfort there. The girl's face lit up beautifully, even though her eyes were filled with tears, because he only revealed his pain to her, and she was the only one he sought comfort from.</p>

Line 78 (NEW):  <p>His tone was deeply melancholy, and as he spoke, he rested his cheek against the kind hand he held, as if looking for support and comfort there. The girl's face lit up beautifully, even though her eyes were filled with tears, because he only revealed his pain to her, and she was the only one he sought comfort from.</p>

-----

Line 79 (ORIG): <p>“I will, I will with heart and hand! Thank heaven for the hope, and trust me it will be fulfilled. You look really tired, Maurice. Why go in to dinner with all those people? Let me make you comfortable here,” she added anxiously.</p>

Line 79 (NEW):  <p>“I will, I will with heart and hand! Thank heaven for the hope, and trust me it will be fulfilled. You look really tired, Maurice. Why go in to dinner with all those people? Let me make you comfortable here,” she added anxiously.</p>

-----

Line 80 (ORIG): <p>“Thanks, I’d prefer to go in; it’s good for me. If I don’t, Jasper feels obligated to stay with me. I got ready quickly, am I right, little nurse?”</p>

Line 80 (NEW):  <p>“Thanks, I’d prefer to go in; it’s good for me. If I don’t, Jasper feels obligated to stay with me. I got ready quickly, am I right, little nurse?”</p>

-----

Line 81 (ORIG): <p>She gave him a thorough look, gently adjusted his tie, pushed back a stray lock of hair, and, with a delightful maternal vibe, said, “My boy always looks sharp, and I'm so proud of him. Now let’s go in.” But as her hand rested on the curtain, she paused and quickly asked, “Who is that?”</p>

Line 81 (NEW):  <p>She gave him a thorough look, gently adjusted his tie, pushed back a stray lock of hair, and, with a delightful maternal vibe, said, “My boy always looks sharp, and I'm so proud of him. Now let’s go in.” But as her hand rested on the curtain, she paused and quickly asked, “Who is that?”</p>

-----

Line 82 (ORIG): <p>“Frank Annon. Didn't you know he was coming?” Maurice looked at her closely.</p>

Line 82 (NEW):  <p>“Frank Annon. Didn't you know he was coming?” Maurice looked at her closely.</p>

-----

Line 83 (ORIG): <p>“No, Jasper never told me. Why did he ask him?”</p>

Line 83 (NEW):  <p>“No, Jasper never told me. Why did he ask him?”</p>

-----

Line 84 (ORIG): <p>“To please you.”</p>

Line 84 (NEW):  <p>"To make you happy."</p>

-----

Line 85 (ORIG): <p>“Me! He knows I can't stand that guy. But it’s fine, I’m wearing the color he hates, so he won’t bother me, and Mrs. Snowdon can entertain herself with him. The general has arrived, you know?”</p>

Line 85 (NEW):  <p>“Me! He knows I can't stand that guy. But it’s fine, I’m wearing the color he hates, so he won’t bother me, and Mrs. Snowdon can entertain herself with him. The general has arrived, you know?”</p>

-----

Line 86 (ORIG): <p>Treherne smiled, feeling satisfied, because the girl's face showed no hint of shyness or pleasure. As he watched her peek, he thought with contentment, Annon is right, <i>I</i> have the upper hand, and I’ll hold onto it no matter what.</p>

Line 86 (NEW):  <p>Treherne smiled, feeling satisfied, because the girl's face showed no hint of shyness or pleasure. As he watched her peek, he thought with contentment, Annon is right, <i>I</i> have the upper hand, and I’ll hold onto it no matter what.</p>

-----

Line 87 (ORIG): <p>“Here comes Mom. We need to go inside,” said Octavia, as a dignified old lady entered the living room.</p>

Line 87 (NEW):  <p>“Here comes Mom. We need to go inside,” said Octavia, as a dignified old lady entered the living room.</p>

-----

Line 88 (ORIG): <p>The cousins walked in together, and Annon watched them quietly while pretending to pay his respects to Madame Mère, as his family referred to her.</p>

Line 88 (NEW):  <p>The cousins walked in together, and Annon watched them quietly while pretending to pay his respects to Madame Mère, as his family referred to her.</p>

-----

Line 89 (ORIG): <p>“More attractive than ever,” he muttered as his gaze landed on the blooming girl, looking more like a rose than ever in the peach-colored silk he had once criticized because a rival liked it. She turned to respond to the major, and Annon glanced at Treherne with an undeniable frown, as illness had not diminished the allure of that unique face, so pale and thin that it appeared carved from marble; but the sharp eyes sparkled with an incredible brightness, and the entire expression was full of a strength of intellect and will that made any observer involuntarily think, “That man must endure a daily torment, so restricted and confined; if this continues for long, he will either go mad or die.”</p>

Line 89 (NEW):  <p>“More attractive than ever,” he muttered as his gaze landed on the blooming girl, looking more like a rose than ever in the peach-colored silk he had once criticized because a rival liked it. She turned to respond to the major, and Annon glanced at Treherne with an undeniable frown, as illness had not diminished the allure of that unique face, so pale and thin that it appeared carved from marble; but the sharp eyes sparkled with an incredible brightness, and the entire expression was full of a strength of intellect and will that made any observer involuntarily think, “That man must endure a daily torment, so restricted and confined; if this continues for long, he will either go mad or die.”</p>

-----

Line 90 (ORIG): <p>“General and Mrs. Snowden,” announced the servant, and a quick silence followed as everyone looked up to welcome the newcomers.</p>

Line 90 (NEW):  <p>“General and Mrs. Snowden,” announced the servant, and a quick silence followed as everyone looked up to welcome the newcomers.</p>

-----

Line 91 (ORIG): <p>A frail, white-haired old man walked in, leaning on the arm of an incredibly beautiful woman. Not even thirty, she was tall and elegantly shaped, with straight black brows over stunning eyes; her dark hair cascaded in a large knot and was adorned with a single gold band. She wore a flowing dress of wine-colored velvet, complemented by a dazzling neckline and arms decorated, like her elegant head, with Roman gold ornaments. At first glance, she appeared to be a cold, aloof person, designed to impress but not to connect. A closer look revealed signs of pain in her lovely face, and beneath the mask of reserve that her pride forced her to wear, one could see the distress of a strong-willed woman carrying a heavy burden. No one would dare show pity or offer sympathy, as her whole demeanor repelled it, and in her somber eyes lay a mix of self-contempt and defiance toward the disdain of others. She was an oddly, almost tragically beautiful woman, despite her grace and the chilly sweetness of her demeanor. A faint smile crossed her lips as she greeted those around her, and when her husband took a seat next to Lady Treherne, she lifted her chin with a long sigh and a unique expression of relief, as if a weight had been lifted, and for the moment, she felt free. Sir Jasper was by her side, and as she listened, her gaze moved from face to face.</p>

Line 91 (NEW):  <p>A frail, white-haired old man walked in, leaning on the arm of an incredibly beautiful woman. Not even thirty, she was tall and elegantly shaped, with straight black brows over stunning eyes; her dark hair cascaded in a large knot and was adorned with a single gold band. She wore a flowing dress of wine-colored velvet, complemented by a dazzling neckline and arms decorated, like her elegant head, with Roman gold ornaments. At first glance, she appeared to be a cold, aloof person, designed to impress but not to connect. A closer look revealed signs of pain in her lovely face, and beneath the mask of reserve that her pride forced her to wear, one could see the distress of a strong-willed woman carrying a heavy burden. No one would dare show pity or offer sympathy, as her whole demeanor repelled it, and in her somber eyes lay a mix of self-contempt and defiance toward the disdain of others. She was an oddly, almost tragically beautiful woman, despite her grace and the chilly sweetness of her demeanor. A faint smile crossed her lips as she greeted those around her, and when her husband took a seat next to Lady Treherne, she lifted her chin with a long sigh and a unique expression of relief, as if a weight had been lifted, and for the moment, she felt free. Sir Jasper was by her side, and as she listened, her gaze moved from face to face.</p>

-----

Line 92 (ORIG): <p>“Who’s with you now?” she asked, in a low, smooth voice that was full of music.</p>

Line 92 (NEW):  <p>“Who’s with you now?” she asked, in a low, smooth voice that was full of music.</p>

-----

Line 93 (ORIG): <p>“My sister and my cousin are over there. You might remember Tavia as a kid; she’s not much taller now. Maurice is disabled, but he’s the best guy around.”</p>

Line 93 (NEW):  <p>“My sister and my cousin are over there. You might remember Tavia as a kid; she’s not much taller now. Maurice is disabled, but he’s the best guy around.”</p>

-----

Line 94 (ORIG): <p>“I understand,” and Mrs. Snowdon's eyes softened with a sudden glance of pity for one cousin and admiration for the other, because she knew the facts.</p>

Line 94 (NEW):  <p>“I understand,” and Mrs. Snowdon's eyes softened with a sudden glance of pity for one cousin and admiration for the other, because she knew the facts.</p>

-----

Line 95 (ORIG): <p>“Major Royston, a friend of my father's, and Frank Annon, a friend of mine. Do you know him?” asked Sir Jasper.</p>

Line 95 (NEW):  <p>“Major Royston, a friend of my father's, and Frank Annon, a friend of mine. Do you know him?” asked Sir Jasper.</p>

-----

Line 96 (ORIG): <p>“No.”</p>

Line 96 (NEW):  <p>“Nope.”</p>

-----

Line 97 (ORIG): <p>“Then let me make him happy by giving him this, okay?”</p>

Line 97 (NEW):  <p>“Then let me make him happy by giving him this, okay?”</p>

-----

Line 98 (ORIG): <p>“Not right now. I’d prefer to see your cousin.”</p>

Line 98 (NEW):  <p>“Not right now. I’d prefer to see your cousin.”</p>

-----

Line 99 (ORIG): <p>“Thanks, that’s very nice of you. I’ll bring him over.”</p>

Line 99 (NEW):  <p>“Thanks, that’s very nice of you. I’ll bring him over.”</p>

-----

Line 100 (ORIG): <p>“Wait, let me go to him,” the lady started, expressing more emotion in her face and voice than anyone would think she was capable of showing.</p>

Line 100 (NEW):  <p>“Wait, let me go to him,” the lady started, expressing more emotion in her face and voice than anyone would think she was capable of showing.</p>

-----

Line 101 (ORIG): <p>“Sorry, it will hurt his feelings; he won’t accept pity or give up any of the responsibilities or privileges of a gentleman that he can handle. He’s proud, and we get that, so let’s indulge the poor guy.”</p>

Line 101 (NEW):  <p>“Sorry, it will hurt his feelings; he won’t accept pity or give up any of the responsibilities or privileges of a gentleman that he can handle. He’s proud, and we get that, so let’s indulge the poor guy.”</p>

-----

Line 102 (ORIG): <p>Mrs. Snowdon nodded quietly, and Sir Jasper shouted in his usual straightforward manner, as if there was nothing wrong with his cousin, “Maurice, I have an honor for you. Come and get it.”</p>

Line 102 (NEW):  <p>Mrs. Snowdon nodded quietly, and Sir Jasper shouted in his usual straightforward manner, as if there was nothing wrong with his cousin, “Maurice, I have an honor for you. Come and get it.”</p>

-----

Line 103 (ORIG): <p>Divining what it was, Treherne quietly crossed the room and approached the attractive woman without any signs of self-consciousness or embarrassment. Thinking his presence might be a hindrance, Sir Jasper left. As soon as he turned his back, a shift occurred in both of them: an almost serious expression took the place of Treherne's smooth demeanor, and Mrs. Snowdon's smile quickly vanished, while a deep blush spread across her face as her eyes looked at him with longing.</p>

Line 103 (NEW):  <p>Divining what it was, Treherne quietly crossed the room and approached the attractive woman without any signs of self-consciousness or embarrassment. Thinking his presence might be a hindrance, Sir Jasper left. As soon as he turned his back, a shift occurred in both of them: an almost serious expression took the place of Treherne's smooth demeanor, and Mrs. Snowdon's smile quickly vanished, while a deep blush spread across her face as her eyes looked at him with longing.</p>

-----

Line 104 (ORIG): <p>“How dare you come?” he asked under his breath.</p>

Line 104 (NEW):  <p>“How dare you come?” he asked under his breath.</p>

-----

Line 105 (ORIG): <p>“The general insisted.”</p>

Line 105 (NEW):  <p>"The general demanded."</p>

-----

Line 106 (ORIG): <p>“And you couldn’t change his mind; poor woman!”</p>

Line 106 (NEW):  <p>“And you couldn’t change his mind; poor woman!”</p>

-----

Line 107 (ORIG): <p>“You won’t get any sympathy from me, and I won’t feel sorry for you either,” she said, her eyes flashing. Then the fire in her gaze was extinguished by tears, and her voice lost all its pride, turning into a pleading tone.</p>

Line 107 (NEW):  <p>“You won’t get any sympathy from me, and I won’t feel sorry for you either,” she said, her eyes flashing. Then the fire in her gaze was extinguished by tears, and her voice lost all its pride, turning into a pleading tone.</p>

-----

Line 108 (ORIG): <p>“Please forgive me, I’ve been wanting to see you since you got sick, and so I 'dared' to come.”</p>

Line 108 (NEW):  <p>“Please forgive me, I’ve been wanting to see you since you got sick, and so I 'dared' to come.”</p>

-----

Line 109 (ORIG): <p>“You will be satisfied; look, completely helpless, maybe crippled for life.”</p>

Line 109 (NEW):  <p>“You will be satisfied; look, completely helpless, maybe crippled for life.”</p>

-----

Line 110 (ORIG): <p>The chair was turned away from the groups around the fire, and as he spoke, with a bitter laugh Treherne pulled back the skin draped over his knees to reveal the useless limbs that were once so strong and fast. She recoiled and paled, reached out her hand to stop him, and exclaimed in an indignant whisper, “No, no, not that! You know I never intended such cruel curiosity, such pointless pain for both of us—”</p>

Line 110 (NEW):  <p>The chair was turned away from the groups around the fire, and as he spoke, with a bitter laugh Treherne pulled back the skin draped over his knees to reveal the useless limbs that were once so strong and fast. She recoiled and paled, reached out her hand to stop him, and exclaimed in an indignant whisper, “No, no, not that! You know I never intended such cruel curiosity, such pointless pain for both of us—”</p>

-----

Line 111 (ORIG): <p>“Hold on, someone’s approaching,” he said quietly; then, speaking louder as he adjusted the skin and smoothed the luxurious fur as if he were talking about it, “Yes, it is a really nice one, Jasper gave it to me. He treats me like royalty, as the dear, generous guy that he is. Ah, Octavia, how can I help you?”</p>

Line 111 (NEW):  <p>“Hold on, someone’s approaching,” he said quietly; then, speaking louder as he adjusted the skin and smoothed the luxurious fur as if he were talking about it, “Yes, it is a really nice one, Jasper gave it to me. He treats me like royalty, as the dear, generous guy that he is. Ah, Octavia, how can I help you?”</p>

-----

Line 112 (ORIG): <p>“Nothing, thanks. I’d like to remind Mrs. Snowdon of who I am, if she’ll allow me.”</p>

Line 112 (NEW):  <p>“Nothing, thanks. I’d like to remind Mrs. Snowdon of who I am, if she’ll allow me.”</p>

-----

Line 113 (ORIG): <p>“No need for that; I never forget happy faces and nice images. Two years ago, I saw you at your first dance and wished I could be a girl again.”</p>

Line 113 (NEW):  <p>“No need for that; I never forget happy faces and nice images. Two years ago, I saw you at your first dance and wished I could be a girl again.”</p>

-----

Line 114 (ORIG): <p>As she spoke, Mrs. Snowdon gently squeezed the hand that was shyly offered and smiled at the lively face in front of her, even though the sadness in her own eyes grew deeper as she looked into the girl's bright gaze.</p>

Line 114 (NEW):  <p>As she spoke, Mrs. Snowdon gently squeezed the hand that was shyly offered and smiled at the lively face in front of her, even though the sadness in her own eyes grew deeper as she looked into the girl's bright gaze.</p>

-----

Line 115 (ORIG): <p>“How kind you were that night! I remember you let me talk endlessly about my family, my cousin, and my silly little dramas with such patience, and you made me really happy by showing interest. I was feeling homesick, and Aunt could never stand to hear about those things. It was before your marriage, which made it even kinder, because you were the star of the night, yet you still had a kind word for poor little me.”</p>

Line 115 (NEW):  <p>“How kind you were that night! I remember you let me talk endlessly about my family, my cousin, and my silly little dramas with such patience, and you made me really happy by showing interest. I was feeling homesick, and Aunt could never stand to hear about those things. It was before your marriage, which made it even kinder, because you were the star of the night, yet you still had a kind word for poor little me.”</p>

-----

Line 116 (ORIG): <p>Mrs. Snowdon looked pale, and Maurice tapped the arm of his chair impatiently, while the girl chatted away innocently.</p>

Line 116 (NEW):  <p>Mrs. Snowdon looked pale, and Maurice tapped the arm of his chair impatiently, while the girl chatted away innocently.</p>

-----

Line 117 (ORIG): <p>“I’m sorry the general is such an invalid; but I bet you find a lot of happiness in taking care of him. It’s really nice to be helpful to the people we love.” And as she spoke, Octavia leaned over her cousin to hand him the glove he had dropped.</p>

Line 117 (NEW):  <p>“I’m sorry the general is such an invalid; but I bet you find a lot of happiness in taking care of him. It’s really nice to be helpful to the people we love.” And as she spoke, Octavia leaned over her cousin to hand him the glove he had dropped.</p>

-----

Line 118 (ORIG): <p>The warm smile that came with the gesture made Mrs. Snowdon's cheeks flush and added a spark to her gentle eyes. Her lips curled, and her voice had a sweetly sarcastic tone as she replied, “Yes, it's lovely to dedicate your life to these dear invalids and find your reward in their gratitude. Youth, beauty, health, and happiness are minor sacrifices if it brings a bit of comfort to the poor sufferers.”</p>

Line 118 (NEW):  <p>The warm smile that came with the gesture made Mrs. Snowdon's cheeks flush and added a spark to her gentle eyes. Her lips curled, and her voice had a sweetly sarcastic tone as she replied, “Yes, it's lovely to dedicate your life to these dear invalids and find your reward in their gratitude. Youth, beauty, health, and happiness are minor sacrifices if it brings a bit of comfort to the poor sufferers.”</p>

-----

Line 119 (ORIG): <p>The girl sensed the sarcasm beneath the gentle words and pulled away with a worried expression.</p>

Line 119 (NEW):  <p>The girl sensed the sarcasm beneath the gentle words and pulled away with a worried expression.</p>

-----

Line 120 (ORIG): <p>Maurice smiled and looked from one to the other, saying meaningfully,  

Line 120 (NEW):  <p>Maurice smiled and looked from one to the other, saying meaningfully,  

-----

Line 121 (ORIG):       “I’m lucky that my little nurse loves her work and sees no sacrifice in it. I made a good choice.”</p>

Line 121 (NEW):        “I’m lucky that my little nurse loves her work and sees no sacrifice in it. I made a good choice.”</p>

-----

Line 122 (ORIG): <p>“I hope so too—” Mrs. Snowdon couldn’t continue because, at that moment, dinner was announced, and Sir Jasper led her away. Annon came up with him and offered his arm to Miss Treherne, but with a surprised look and a slight gesture of refusal, she said coolly:</p>

Line 122 (NEW):  <p>“I hope so too—” Mrs. Snowdon couldn’t continue because, at that moment, dinner was announced, and Sir Jasper led her away. Annon came up with him and offered his arm to Miss Treherne, but with a surprised look and a slight gesture of refusal, she said coolly:</p>

-----

Line 123 (ORIG): <p>“My cousin always invites me to dinner. Please be kind enough to escort the major.” And with her hand resting on the arm of the chair, she walked away with a playful sparkle in her eyes.</p>

Line 123 (NEW):  <p>“My cousin always invites me to dinner. Please be kind enough to escort the major.” And with her hand resting on the arm of the chair, she walked away with a playful sparkle in her eyes.</p>

-----

Line 124 (ORIG): <p>Annon frowned and stepped back, saying sharply, “Come on, Major, what are you doing over there?”</p>

Line 124 (NEW):  <p>Annon frowned and stepped back, saying sharply, “Come on, Major, what are you doing over there?”</p>

-----

Line 125 (ORIG): <p>“Making discoveries.”</p>

Line 125 (NEW):  <p>"Making discoveries."</p>

-----

Line 126 (ORIG): <p><br/><br/></p>

Line 126 (NEW):  <p><br/><br/></p>

-----

Line 127 (ORIG): <hr/>

Line 127 (NEW):  <hr/>

-----

Line 128 (ORIG): <p><a id="link2HCH0002"> </a></p>

Line 128 (NEW):  <p><a id="link2HCH0002"> </a></p>

-----

Line 129 (ORIG): <div style="height: 4em;">

Line 129 (NEW):  <div style="height: 4em;">

-----

Line 130 (ORIG): <br/><br/><br/><br/>

Line 130 (NEW):  <br/><br/><br/><br/>

-----

Line 131 (ORIG): </div>

Line 131 (NEW):  </div>

-----

Line 132 (ORIG): <h2>

Line 132 (NEW):  <h2>

-----

Line 133 (ORIG):       Chapter II. BYPLAY

Line 133 (NEW):        Chapter II. BYPLAY

-----

Line 134 (ORIG):     </h2>

Line 134 (NEW):      </h2>

-----

Line 135 (ORIG): <p>A really impressive old dowager was Lady Treherne, in her black velvet and lace, as she sat upright and dignified on a couch by the drawing-room fire, a couch that no one dared to sit on in her absence or share without an invitation. The gentlemen were still enjoying their wine, and the three ladies were left alone. My lady never dozed off in public, Mrs. Snowdon never gossiped, and Octavia never bothered to entertain any guests except those her own age, so long silences fell, and conversation faded until Mrs. Snowdon wandered off into the library. As she left, Lady Treherne signaled to her daughter, who was idly playing chords on the grand piano. Sitting on the ottoman at her mother's feet, the girl took her still beautiful hand in her own and passed the time examining the old-fashioned jewels that covered it, a way to distract her telltale eyes as she anticipated what was coming.</p>

Line 135 (NEW):  <p>A really impressive old dowager was Lady Treherne, in her black velvet and lace, as she sat upright and dignified on a couch by the drawing-room fire, a couch that no one dared to sit on in her absence or share without an invitation. The gentlemen were still enjoying their wine, and the three ladies were left alone. My lady never dozed off in public, Mrs. Snowdon never gossiped, and Octavia never bothered to entertain any guests except those her own age, so long silences fell, and conversation faded until Mrs. Snowdon wandered off into the library. As she left, Lady Treherne signaled to her daughter, who was idly playing chords on the grand piano. Sitting on the ottoman at her mother's feet, the girl took her still beautiful hand in her own and passed the time examining the old-fashioned jewels that covered it, a way to distract her telltale eyes as she anticipated what was coming.</p>

-----

Line 136 (ORIG): <p>“My dear, I’m not happy with you, and I’m telling you right away so you can fix your mistake,” began Madame Mère in a gentle tone, for though she was a proud and commanding woman, she adored her children.</p>

Line 136 (NEW):  <p>“My dear, I’m not happy with you, and I’m telling you right away so you can fix your mistake,” began Madame Mère in a gentle tone, for though she was a proud and commanding woman, she adored her children.</p>

-----

Line 137 (ORIG): <p>“What have I done, Mom?” asked the girl.</p>

Line 137 (NEW):  <p>“What have I done, Mom?” asked the girl.</p>

-----

Line 138 (ORIG): <p>“Instead, ask yourself what you haven't done. You've been quite rude to Mr. Annon. That can't happen again; not just because he's a guest, but because he is your—brother's friend.”</p>

Line 138 (NEW):  <p>“Instead, ask yourself what you haven't done. You've been quite rude to Mr. Annon. That can't happen again; not just because he's a guest, but because he is your—brother's friend.”</p>

-----

Line 139 (ORIG): <p>My lady hesitated over the word “lover” and changed it because, to her, Octavia still seemed like a child. Even though she was eager for the alliance, she held back from speaking openly, fearing that the girl might become stubborn, just like her mother’s strong-willed nature.</p>

Line 139 (NEW):  <p>My lady hesitated over the word “lover” and changed it because, to her, Octavia still seemed like a child. Even though she was eager for the alliance, she held back from speaking openly, fearing that the girl might become stubborn, just like her mother’s strong-willed nature.</p>

-----

Line 140 (ORIG): <p>“I'm sorry, Mom. But how can I help it when he annoys me so much that I can’t stand him?” said Octavia, sulkily.</p>

Line 140 (NEW):  <p>“I'm sorry, Mom. But how can I help it when he annoys me so much that I can’t stand him?” said Octavia, sulkily.</p>

-----

Line 141 (ORIG): <p>“How tease, my love?”</p>

Line 141 (NEW):  <p>"How to tease, my love?"</p>

-----

Line 142 (ORIG): <p>“Honestly, he follows me around like a puppy, giving me this sappy look whenever I show up; he blushes, smiles, and bows at everything I say if I'm nice; he frowns and sighs if I'm not; and he gives a dramatic glare at any guy I talk to, even poor Maurice. Oh, Mom, what silly creatures men are!” And the girl laughed joyfully as she finally looked up at her mother's face.</p>

Line 142 (NEW):  <p>“Honestly, he follows me around like a puppy, giving me this sappy look whenever I show up; he blushes, smiles, and bows at everything I say if I'm nice; he frowns and sighs if I'm not; and he gives a dramatic glare at any guy I talk to, even poor Maurice. Oh, Mom, what silly creatures men are!” And the girl laughed joyfully as she finally looked up at her mother's face.</p>

-----

Line 143 (ORIG): <p>My lady smiled as she stroked the bright head resting on her knee, but quickly asked, “Why say 'even poor Maurice,' as if it were impossible for anyone to be jealous of him?”</p>

Line 143 (NEW):  <p>My lady smiled as she stroked the bright head resting on her knee, but quickly asked, “Why say 'even poor Maurice,' as if it were impossible for anyone to be jealous of him?”</p>

-----

Line 144 (ORIG): <p>“But isn’t it, Mom? I thought strong, healthy men saw him as someone set apart and done for, because of his unfortunate situation.”</p>

Line 144 (NEW):  <p>“But isn’t it, Mom? I thought strong, healthy men saw him as someone set apart and done for, because of his unfortunate situation.”</p>

-----

Line 145 (ORIG): <p>“Not really; while women feel sorry for and fuss over the poor guy, his buddies will be jealous, ridiculous as that may be.”</p>

Line 145 (NEW):  <p>“Not really; while women feel sorry for and fuss over the poor guy, his buddies will be jealous, ridiculous as that may be.”</p>

-----

Line 146 (ORIG): <p>“No one pets him but me, and I have the right to do it because he’s my cousin,” said the girl, feeling a hint of jealousy herself.</p>

Line 146 (NEW):  <p>“No one pets him but me, and I have the right to do it because he’s my cousin,” said the girl, feeling a hint of jealousy herself.</p>

-----

Line 147 (ORIG): <p>“Rose and Blanche Talbot are better than you, my dear, and they have no cousinship to justify it.”</p>

Line 147 (NEW):  <p>“Rose and Blanche Talbot are better than you, my dear, and they have no cousinship to justify it.”</p>

-----

Line 148 (ORIG): <p>“Then let Frank Annon be jealous of them, and leave me alone. They promised to come today; I'm worried something has happened to stop them.” And Octavia eagerly picked up the new topic. But my lady wouldn't be distracted.</p>

Line 148 (NEW):  <p>“Then let Frank Annon be jealous of them, and leave me alone. They promised to come today; I'm worried something has happened to stop them.” And Octavia eagerly picked up the new topic. But my lady wouldn't be distracted.</p>

-----

Line 149 (ORIG): <p>“They said they couldn’t come until after dinner. They’ll be here soon.  

Line 149 (NEW):  <p>“They said they couldn’t come until after dinner. They’ll be here soon.  

-----

Line 150 (ORIG):       Before they arrive, I need to say a few things, Tavia, and I ask you to pay attention. I want you to be polite and friendly to Mr. Annon, and when we’re around others, be less focused and affectionate with Maurice. You mean well, but it doesn’t look good and leads to uncomfortable comments.”</p>

Line 150 (NEW):        Before they arrive, I need to say a few things, Tavia, and I ask you to pay attention. I want you to be polite and friendly to Mr. Annon, and when we’re around others, be less focused and affectionate with Maurice. You mean well, but it doesn’t look good and leads to uncomfortable comments.”</p>

-----

Line 151 (ORIG): <p>“Who blames me for being loyal to my cousin? Can I ever do enough to repay him for his loyalty? Mom, you forget he saved your son's life.”</p>

Line 151 (NEW):  <p>“Who blames me for being loyal to my cousin? Can I ever do enough to repay him for his loyalty? Mom, you forget he saved your son's life.”</p>

-----

Line 152 (ORIG): <p>Indignant tears filled the girl's eyes as she spoke passionately, forgetting that Mrs. Snowdon was close enough to hear her raised voice. With a frown, her mother put a hand on her daughter's lips and said coldly, “I don’t forget, and I diligently fulfill every obligation by providing all the care and comfort I can. You’re young, romantic, and soft-hearted. You think you have to give your time and energy, that you must sacrifice your future happiness for this duty. You’re mistaken, and if you don’t learn this lesson soon, you’ll discover that you’ve caused harm, not good.”</p>

Line 152 (NEW):  <p>Indignant tears filled the girl's eyes as she spoke passionately, forgetting that Mrs. Snowdon was close enough to hear her raised voice. With a frown, her mother put a hand on her daughter's lips and said coldly, “I don’t forget, and I diligently fulfill every obligation by providing all the care and comfort I can. You’re young, romantic, and soft-hearted. You think you have to give your time and energy, that you must sacrifice your future happiness for this duty. You’re mistaken, and if you don’t learn this lesson soon, you’ll discover that you’ve caused harm, not good.”</p>

-----

Line 153 (ORIG): <p>“God forbid! How can I do that? Just tell me, and I’ll be smart about it in time.”</p>

Line 153 (NEW):  <p>“God forbid! How can I do that? Just tell me, and I’ll be smart about it in time.”</p>

-----

Line 154 (ORIG): <p>Turning her earnest face up to her own, Lady Treherne whispered anxiously, “Has Maurice ever shown or suggested anything like love during this year he has been with us, with you being his constant companion?”</p>

Line 154 (NEW):  <p>Turning her earnest face up to her own, Lady Treherne whispered anxiously, “Has Maurice ever shown or suggested anything like love during this year he has been with us, with you being his constant companion?”</p>

-----

Line 155 (ORIG): <p>“Never, Mom; he’s too honorable and too unhappy to talk or think about that. I’m his little nurse, sister, and friend, nothing more, and I never will be. Don’t suspect us or put those kinds of fears in my mind, or we’ll ruin all our comfort.”</p>

Line 155 (NEW):  <p>“Never, Mom; he’s too honorable and too unhappy to talk or think about that. I’m his little nurse, sister, and friend, nothing more, and I never will be. Don’t suspect us or put those kinds of fears in my mind, or we’ll ruin all our comfort.”</p>

-----

Line 156 (ORIG): <p>Flushed and eager, the girl spoke with clear eyes that revealed no confusion about her feelings. All she seemed to care about was clearing her cousin of any accusations of loving her too much. Lady Treherne appeared relieved, paused for a moment, and then said, seriously but gently, “This is good, but, dear, you must tell me immediately if he ever gets out of line because this can't happen. I once hoped it could, but now it's impossible; remember, he must remain just a friend and cousin, nothing more. I'm warning you in advance, but if you ignore the warning, Maurice will have to go. Let’s put an end to this; remember my wishes regarding Mr. Annon, and let your cousin enjoy himself in public without you.”</p>

Line 156 (NEW):  <p>Flushed and eager, the girl spoke with clear eyes that revealed no confusion about her feelings. All she seemed to care about was clearing her cousin of any accusations of loving her too much. Lady Treherne appeared relieved, paused for a moment, and then said, seriously but gently, “This is good, but, dear, you must tell me immediately if he ever gets out of line because this can't happen. I once hoped it could, but now it's impossible; remember, he must remain just a friend and cousin, nothing more. I'm warning you in advance, but if you ignore the warning, Maurice will have to go. Let’s put an end to this; remember my wishes regarding Mr. Annon, and let your cousin enjoy himself in public without you.”</p>

-----

Line 157 (ORIG): <p>“Mama, do you want me to like Frank Annon?”</p>

Line 157 (NEW):  <p>“Mama, do you want me to like Frank Annon?”</p>

-----

Line 158 (ORIG): <p>The sudden question threw my lady off a bit, but understanding her daughter's open and impulsive nature, she felt somewhat reassured by this honesty and responded firmly, “I do. He is your equal in every way; he loves you, Jasper wants it, I support it, and since you're fully open to it, you really have no valid reason to object to the partnership.”</p>

Line 158 (NEW):  <p>The sudden question threw my lady off a bit, but understanding her daughter's open and impulsive nature, she felt somewhat reassured by this honesty and responded firmly, “I do. He is your equal in every way; he loves you, Jasper wants it, I support it, and since you're fully open to it, you really have no valid reason to object to the partnership.”</p>

-----

Line 159 (ORIG): <p>“Has he spoken to you?”</p>

Line 159 (NEW):  <p>"Has he talked to you?"</p>

-----

Line 160 (ORIG): <p>“No, to your brother.”</p>

Line 160 (NEW):  <p>"No, to your bro."</p>

-----

Line 161 (ORIG): <p>“You wish this much, Mamma?”</p>

Line 161 (NEW):  <p>"Is this what you want, Mom?"</p>

-----

Line 162 (ORIG): <p>“Very much, my child.”</p>

Line 162 (NEW):  <p>"Absolutely, my child."</p>

-----

Line 163 (ORIG): <p>“I'll try to make you happy, then.” And holding back a sigh, the girl kissed her mother with an unusual softness in her tone and demeanor.</p>

Line 163 (NEW):  <p>“I'll try to make you happy, then.” And holding back a sigh, the girl kissed her mother with an unusual softness in her tone and demeanor.</p>

-----

Line 164 (ORIG): <p>“Now I’m really happy. Be joyful, my love. No one will pressure or upset you. Let things unfold naturally, and if our hope can come true, I’ll finally be free of the biggest worry in my life.”</p>

Line 164 (NEW):  <p>“Now I’m really happy. Be joyful, my love. No one will pressure or upset you. Let things unfold naturally, and if our hope can come true, I’ll finally be free of the biggest worry in my life.”</p>

-----

Line 165 (ORIG): <p>A sound of cheerful girl voices suddenly reached their ears, and jumping up, Octavia rushed to meet her friends, exclaiming joyfully, “They’ve arrived! They’ve arrived!”</p>

Line 165 (NEW):  <p>A sound of cheerful girl voices suddenly reached their ears, and jumping up, Octavia rushed to meet her friends, exclaiming joyfully, “They’ve arrived! They’ve arrived!”</p>

-----

Line 166 (ORIG): <p>Two smiling, cheerful girls greeted her at the door, and, being at an age full of excitement, they chatted away in a lively manner for several minutes, forming a lovely group as they hugged each other, all talking at once, with frequent kisses and bursts of laughter to express their feelings. Madame Mère welcomed them and then went to join Mrs. Snowdon, leaving the three of them to gossip freely.</p>

Line 166 (NEW):  <p>Two smiling, cheerful girls greeted her at the door, and, being at an age full of excitement, they chatted away in a lively manner for several minutes, forming a lovely group as they hugged each other, all talking at once, with frequent kisses and bursts of laughter to express their feelings. Madame Mère welcomed them and then went to join Mrs. Snowdon, leaving the three of them to gossip freely.</p>

-----

Line 167 (ORIG): <p>“My dearest creature, I thought we’d never get here, because Dad had a really boring dinner party, and we had to stick around, you know,” exclaimed Rose, the lively sister, smoothing out her pretty dress and looking at herself in the mirror as she flitted around the room like a butterfly.</p>

Line 167 (NEW):  <p>“My dearest creature, I thought we’d never get here, because Dad had a really boring dinner party, and we had to stick around, you know,” exclaimed Rose, the lively sister, smoothing out her pretty dress and looking at herself in the mirror as she flitted around the room like a butterfly.</p>

-----

Line 168 (ORIG): <p>“We were so eager to come, and we were thrilled when you invited us, since we haven't seen you at this age, darling,” added Blanche, the thoughtful one, smoothing her blond curls after a warm hug.</p>

Line 168 (NEW):  <p>“We were so eager to come, and we were thrilled when you invited us, since we haven't seen you at this age, darling,” added Blanche, the thoughtful one, smoothing her blond curls after a warm hug.</p>

-----

Line 169 (ORIG): <p>“I'm sorry the Ulsters couldn't come to celebrate Christmas with us, because we only have Jasper, Frank Annon, and the major as our gentlemen. It's sad, isn't it?” said Octavia, with a look of despair that triggered another round of laughter.</p>

Line 169 (NEW):  <p>“I'm sorry the Ulsters couldn't come to celebrate Christmas with us, because we only have Jasper, Frank Annon, and the major as our gentlemen. It's sad, isn't it?” said Octavia, with a look of despair that triggered another round of laughter.</p>

-----

Line 170 (ORIG): <p>“One each, my dear, it could be worse.” And Rose privately decided to claim Sir Jasper.</p>

Line 170 (NEW):  <p>“One each, my dear, it could be worse.” And Rose privately decided to claim Sir Jasper.</p>

-----

Line 171 (ORIG): <p>“Where's your cousin?” asked Blanche, with a sigh of sentimental interest.</p>

Line 171 (NEW):  <p>“Where's your cousin?” asked Blanche, with a sigh of sentimental interest.</p>

-----

Line 172 (ORIG): <p>“He’s here, of course. I forget him, but he’s not someone we flirt with, you know. We have to entertain him and not expect him to entertain us, even though, honestly, all the great ideas and plans for fun always come from him.”</p>

Line 172 (NEW):  <p>“He’s here, of course. I forget him, but he’s not someone we flirt with, you know. We have to entertain him and not expect him to entertain us, even though, honestly, all the great ideas and plans for fun always come from him.”</p>

-----

Line 173 (ORIG): <p>“Is he doing better, I hope?” asked both sisters with genuine concern, making their young faces look mature and kind.</p>

Line 173 (NEW):  <p>“Is he doing better, I hope?” asked both sisters with genuine concern, making their young faces look mature and kind.</p>

-----

Line 174 (ORIG): <p>“Yes, and he hopes to fully recover. At least, they tell him that, even though Dr. Ashley said there’s no chance of it.”</p>

Line 174 (NEW):  <p>“Yes, and he hopes to fully recover. At least, they tell him that, even though Dr. Ashley said there’s no chance of it.”</p>

-----

Line 175 (ORIG): <p>“Wow, that’s so sad! Should we go see him, Tavia?”</p>

Line 175 (NEW):  <p>“Wow, that’s so sad! Should we go see him, Tavia?”</p>

-----

Line 176 (ORIG): <p>“Of course; he can be with us now in the evening and enjoys being around people just as much as ever. But please don’t pay attention to his weakness, and don’t ask anything beyond the usual 'How do you do.' He’s sensitive and dislikes being seen as an invalid more than ever.”</p>

Line 176 (NEW):  <p>“Of course; he can be with us now in the evening and enjoys being around people just as much as ever. But please don’t pay attention to his weakness, and don’t ask anything beyond the usual 'How do you do.' He’s sensitive and dislikes being seen as an invalid more than ever.”</p>

-----

Line 177 (ORIG): <p>“How lovely it must be to take care of him; he’s so talented and delightful. I really envy you,” said Blanche thoughtfully.</p>

Line 177 (NEW):  <p>“How lovely it must be to take care of him; he’s so talented and delightful. I really envy you,” said Blanche thoughtfully.</p>

-----

Line 178 (ORIG): <p>“Sir Jasper told us that the General and Mrs. Snowdon were coming. I hope they do, because I'm really curious to see her—” began Rose.</p>

Line 178 (NEW):  <p>“Sir Jasper told us that the General and Mrs. Snowdon were coming. I hope they do, because I'm really curious to see her—” began Rose.</p>

-----

Line 179 (ORIG): <p>“Hush, she’s here with Mom! Why are you curious? What’s the mystery? You look like there’s one,” Octavia asked quietly.</p>

Line 179 (NEW):  <p>“Hush, she’s here with Mom! Why are you curious? What’s the mystery? You look like there’s one,” Octavia asked quietly.</p>

-----

Line 180 (ORIG): <p>The three charming heads leaned in closer as Rose whispered, “If I knew, I wouldn’t be so curious. There’s a rumor that she married the old general out of spite and now regrets it. I asked Mom once, but she said that stuff isn’t for young girls to know, and she wouldn’t say anything more. <i>N'importe</i>, I have my own brains, and I can figure things out. The guys are coming! Am I good to go, dear?” The three exchanged quick looks of scrutiny that missed nothing, then arranged themselves nicely and waited, each young heart fluttering with anticipation.</p>

Line 180 (NEW):  <p>The three charming heads leaned in closer as Rose whispered, “If I knew, I wouldn’t be so curious. There’s a rumor that she married the old general out of spite and now regrets it. I asked Mom once, but she said that stuff isn’t for young girls to know, and she wouldn’t say anything more. <i>N'importe</i>, I have my own brains, and I can figure things out. The guys are coming! Am I good to go, dear?” The three exchanged quick looks of scrutiny that missed nothing, then arranged themselves nicely and waited, each young heart fluttering with anticipation.</p>

-----

Line 181 (ORIG): <p>In came the gentlemen, and immediately a new vibe filled the drawing room, because with the first words spoken, several romances started. Rose claimed Sir Jasper, Blanche planned to devote herself to Maurice Treherne, but Annon interrupted her, and Octavia didn’t have to bother with any niceties thanks to this unexpected action from her boyfriend.</p>

Line 181 (NEW):  <p>In came the gentlemen, and immediately a new vibe filled the drawing room, because with the first words spoken, several romances started. Rose claimed Sir Jasper, Blanche planned to devote herself to Maurice Treherne, but Annon interrupted her, and Octavia didn’t have to bother with any niceties thanks to this unexpected action from her boyfriend.</p>

-----

Line 182 (ORIG): <p>“He's upset and wants to annoy me by focusing on Blanche. I really wish he would, so I could have some peace. Poor Maurice is waiting for me, and I want to be with him, but I have to listen to Mom.” And Octavia went to join the group gathered by Lady, Mrs. Snowdon, the general, and the major.</p>

Line 182 (NEW):  <p>“He's upset and wants to annoy me by focusing on Blanche. I really wish he would, so I could have some peace. Poor Maurice is waiting for me, and I want to be with him, but I have to listen to Mom.” And Octavia went to join the group gathered by Lady, Mrs. Snowdon, the general, and the major.</p>

-----

Line 183 (ORIG): <p>The two young couples were flirting in different parts of the room, while Treherne sat alone, observing them with eyes that seemed to see beneath the surface, understanding the hidden desires, hopes, and fears that drove them. A unique expression was on his face as he shifted his gaze from Octavia's clear features to Mrs. Snowdon's gloomy ones. He rested his head on his hand and fell deep into thought, as he was experiencing one of those pivotal moments that come to everyone and can shape or break a life. Such moments arrive when we least expect them: an unexpected encounter, a strange mood, a trivial detail, or a careless remark can trigger it, and often it passes before we even realize it was there, leaving behind aftereffects that reveal what we have gained or lost. Treherne sensed that the current hour, and the actions filling it, held an unusual significance and would have an unusual impact on his life. In front of him were the good and bad influences of his nature represented by those two women. Edith Snowdon had already tested her power, and only chance had saved him. Octavia, completely unaware, always managed to awaken and inspire the best parts of his mind and heart. A year spent in her company had greatly changed him, and he loved her with a strange mix of passion, respect, and gratitude. He understood why Edith Snowdon was there; he felt that the old allure still captivated him, and though he didn’t know fear, he was uncomfortable with the presence of the beautiful, dangerous woman. On the other hand, he could see that Lady Treherne wanted her daughter to avoid him and to show interest in Annon; he knew he had no right to pursue the young woman, being crippled and poor as he was, and a pang of jealous pain twisted his heart as he watched her.</p>

Line 183 (NEW):  <p>The two young couples were flirting in different parts of the room, while Treherne sat alone, observing them with eyes that seemed to see beneath the surface, understanding the hidden desires, hopes, and fears that drove them. A unique expression was on his face as he shifted his gaze from Octavia's clear features to Mrs. Snowdon's gloomy ones. He rested his head on his hand and fell deep into thought, as he was experiencing one of those pivotal moments that come to everyone and can shape or break a life. Such moments arrive when we least expect them: an unexpected encounter, a strange mood, a trivial detail, or a careless remark can trigger it, and often it passes before we even realize it was there, leaving behind aftereffects that reveal what we have gained or lost. Treherne sensed that the current hour, and the actions filling it, held an unusual significance and would have an unusual impact on his life. In front of him were the good and bad influences of his nature represented by those two women. Edith Snowdon had already tested her power, and only chance had saved him. Octavia, completely unaware, always managed to awaken and inspire the best parts of his mind and heart. A year spent in her company had greatly changed him, and he loved her with a strange mix of passion, respect, and gratitude. He understood why Edith Snowdon was there; he felt that the old allure still captivated him, and though he didn’t know fear, he was uncomfortable with the presence of the beautiful, dangerous woman. On the other hand, he could see that Lady Treherne wanted her daughter to avoid him and to show interest in Annon; he knew he had no right to pursue the young woman, being crippled and poor as he was, and a pang of jealous pain twisted his heart as he watched her.</p>

-----

Line 184 (ORIG): <p>Then he felt a surge of power, for even though he appeared helpless, poor, and like a target of pity, he realized he held the honor, peace, and happiness of nearly everyone there in his hands. It was a tempting thought for this man, overflowing with repressed passion and power, who was isolated from the more exciting responsibilities and pleasures of life. Just a few words from him, and the sympathy everyone had for him would shift to fear, respect, and admiration. Why not say them and embrace all that he could? He owed nothing to the Trehernes; why endure injustice, dependence, and the compassion that hurt a proud man's soul the most? Wealth, love, and pleasure could be his with just a word. Why not claim them now?</p>

Line 184 (NEW):  <p>Then he felt a surge of power, for even though he appeared helpless, poor, and like a target of pity, he realized he held the honor, peace, and happiness of nearly everyone there in his hands. It was a tempting thought for this man, overflowing with repressed passion and power, who was isolated from the more exciting responsibilities and pleasures of life. Just a few words from him, and the sympathy everyone had for him would shift to fear, respect, and admiration. Why not say them and embrace all that he could? He owed nothing to the Trehernes; why endure injustice, dependence, and the compassion that hurt a proud man's soul the most? Wealth, love, and pleasure could be his with just a word. Why not claim them now?</p>

-----

Line 185 (ORIG): <p>His pale face flushed, his eyes lit up, and his thin hand clenched like a vise as these thoughts raced through his mind. A look or a word at that moment could sway him; he felt it and leaned forward, secretly waiting for the glance or the words that would decide his fate. Who can say what subtle instinct made Octavia turn and smile at him with a wistful, friendly look that warmed his heart? He responded with a glance that thrilled her in a strange way, as love, gratitude, and some mysterious understanding mixed in the brilliant yet soft expression that quickly appeared and disappeared on her face. She couldn’t identify what it was; she only knew it filled her with an indescribable emotion she had never felt before. In an instant, it all vanished, Lady Treherne spoke to her, and Blanche Talbot turned to Maurice, wondering if the enchanting smile he wore was meant for her.</p>

Line 185 (NEW):  <p>His pale face flushed, his eyes lit up, and his thin hand clenched like a vise as these thoughts raced through his mind. A look or a word at that moment could sway him; he felt it and leaned forward, secretly waiting for the glance or the words that would decide his fate. Who can say what subtle instinct made Octavia turn and smile at him with a wistful, friendly look that warmed his heart? He responded with a glance that thrilled her in a strange way, as love, gratitude, and some mysterious understanding mixed in the brilliant yet soft expression that quickly appeared and disappeared on her face. She couldn’t identify what it was; she only knew it filled her with an indescribable emotion she had never felt before. In an instant, it all vanished, Lady Treherne spoke to her, and Blanche Talbot turned to Maurice, wondering if the enchanting smile he wore was meant for her.</p>

-----

Line 186 (ORIG): <p>“Mr. Annon kindly set me free, so I came to try to brighten your solitude; but you look like solitude makes you happier than being around the rest of us,” she said without her usual pretense, as his demeanor affected her.</p>

Line 186 (NEW):  <p>“Mr. Annon kindly set me free, so I came to try to brighten your solitude; but you look like solitude makes you happier than being around the rest of us,” she said without her usual pretense, as his demeanor affected her.</p>

-----

Line 187 (ORIG): <p>“You're very kind, and you're very welcome. I do find ways to distract myself from my loneliness that happier people wouldn’t appreciate, and it’s good that I can, or else I’d become bitter and difficult, dragging some poor soul into entertaining me all day.” He replied with a gentle courtesy, which was his main charm for women.</p>

Line 187 (NEW):  <p>“You're very kind, and you're very welcome. I do find ways to distract myself from my loneliness that happier people wouldn’t appreciate, and it’s good that I can, or else I’d become bitter and difficult, dragging some poor soul into entertaining me all day.” He replied with a gentle courtesy, which was his main charm for women.</p>

-----

Line 188 (ORIG): <p>“Could you share some of your ideas with me? I often feel alone in spirit, even if I’m not physically alone, because Rose, though sweet, isn’t really my type, and I don’t find anyone who understands me.”</p>

Line 188 (NEW):  <p>“Could you share some of your ideas with me? I often feel alone in spirit, even if I’m not physically alone, because Rose, though sweet, isn’t really my type, and I don’t find anyone who understands me.”</p>

-----

Line 189 (ORIG): <p>A humorous spark appeared in Treherne's eyes as the sentimental girl let out a soft sigh and lowered her long lashes. Ignoring the topic of "kindred souls," he replied coolly, "My favorite pastime is observing the people around me. It might be rude, but stuck in my corner, I can't help but watch the people around me and figure out their little schemes and plans. I'm becoming quite skilled at it and often surprise myself with how deep my observations go."</p>

Line 189 (NEW):  <p>A humorous spark appeared in Treherne's eyes as the sentimental girl let out a soft sigh and lowered her long lashes. Ignoring the topic of "kindred souls," he replied coolly, "My favorite pastime is observing the people around me. It might be rude, but stuck in my corner, I can't help but watch the people around me and figure out their little schemes and plans. I'm becoming quite skilled at it and often surprise myself with how deep my observations go."</p>

-----

Line 190 (ORIG): <p>"I can believe it; your eyes seem to have that ability. Please don't analyze <i>me</i>." And the girl pulled back with a look of real fear.</p>

Line 190 (NEW):  <p>"I can believe it; your eyes seem to have that ability. Please don't analyze <i>me</i>." And the girl pulled back with a look of real fear.</p>

-----

Line 191 (ORIG): <p>Treherne smiled without thinking, because he had already figured out the secret of that shallow heart long ago and was too kind to use that knowledge, no matter how flattering it might be for him. In a reassuring tone, he said, turning away from the sharp eyes she was worried about, “I promise I never will, even though it would be tempting to explore the pure pages of a young woman’s heart. I have plenty of other things to read, so don’t worry, Miss Blanche.”</p>

Line 191 (NEW):  <p>Treherne smiled without thinking, because he had already figured out the secret of that shallow heart long ago and was too kind to use that knowledge, no matter how flattering it might be for him. In a reassuring tone, he said, turning away from the sharp eyes she was worried about, “I promise I never will, even though it would be tempting to explore the pure pages of a young woman’s heart. I have plenty of other things to read, so don’t worry, Miss Blanche.”</p>

-----

Line 192 (ORIG): <p>“Who are you most interested in right now?” the girl asked, blushing with pleasure at his words. “Mrs. Snowdon seems like someone who has a story waiting to be told, if you’re skilled enough.”</p>

Line 192 (NEW):  <p>“Who are you most interested in right now?” the girl asked, blushing with pleasure at his words. “Mrs. Snowdon seems like someone who has a story waiting to be told, if you’re skilled enough.”</p>

-----

Line 193 (ORIG): <p>“I have read it. My lady is my focus right now. I thought I knew her well, but recently she's confusing me. Human minds are filled with more mysteries than any written book and are more changeable than the shapes of clouds in the sky.”</p>

Line 193 (NEW):  <p>“I have read it. My lady is my focus right now. I thought I knew her well, but recently she's confusing me. Human minds are filled with more mysteries than any written book and are more changeable than the shapes of clouds in the sky.”</p>

-----

Line 194 (ORIG): <p>“A lovely old lady, but I’m so afraid of her that I would never even think of trying to read her, like you said.” Blanche glanced at the person they were talking about as she spoke and added, “Poor Tavia, she looks so lonely. Can I invite her to join us?”</p>

Line 194 (NEW):  <p>“A lovely old lady, but I’m so afraid of her that I would never even think of trying to read her, like you said.” Blanche glanced at the person they were talking about as she spoke and added, “Poor Tavia, she looks so lonely. Can I invite her to join us?”</p>

-----

Line 195 (ORIG): <p>“With all my heart,” was the quick reply.</p>

Line 195 (NEW):  <p>“With all my heart,” was the quick reply.</p>

-----

Line 196 (ORIG): <p>Blanche drifted away but didn't come back, because my lady held onto her and her daughter.</p>

Line 196 (NEW):  <p>Blanche drifted away but didn't come back, because my lady held onto her and her daughter.</p>

-----

Line 197 (ORIG): <p>“That test satisfies me; for now, I’ll go along with it, but I believe I can still win against my aunt.” With a patient sigh, Treherne turned to watch Mrs. Snowdon.</p>

Line 197 (NEW):  <p>“That test satisfies me; for now, I’ll go along with it, but I believe I can still win against my aunt.” With a patient sigh, Treherne turned to watch Mrs. Snowdon.</p>

-----

Line 198 (ORIG): <p>She stood by the fire chatting with Sir Jasper, a charming, impulsive, kind-hearted young man, who obviously showed his deep admiration for her. When he arrived, she suddenly snapped out of her dull mood and became as lively as she had been clearly down before. As they talked, she absentmindedly pushed a small antique bronze urn on the mantel back and forth, and while doing this, she gave Treherne a quick, meaningful look more than once, which he finally responded to with a somewhat proud nod. Then, feeling satisfied, she stopped fiddling with the ornament and focused on Sir Jasper's flirtatious banter.</p>

Line 198 (NEW):  <p>She stood by the fire chatting with Sir Jasper, a charming, impulsive, kind-hearted young man, who obviously showed his deep admiration for her. When he arrived, she suddenly snapped out of her dull mood and became as lively as she had been clearly down before. As they talked, she absentmindedly pushed a small antique bronze urn on the mantel back and forth, and while doing this, she gave Treherne a quick, meaningful look more than once, which he finally responded to with a somewhat proud nod. Then, feeling satisfied, she stopped fiddling with the ornament and focused on Sir Jasper's flirtatious banter.</p>

-----

Line 199 (ORIG): <p>The moment her son walked over to Mrs. Snowdon, Madame Mère felt anxious. She left Octavia with her friends and boyfriend to keep an eye on Jasper. But her watch didn’t help much, as she couldn’t see or hear anything wrong, yet she couldn’t shake the feeling that there was some unspoken connection between them. When the party ended for the night, she stayed behind until everyone had left except for her son and nephew.</p>

Line 199 (NEW):  <p>The moment her son walked over to Mrs. Snowdon, Madame Mère felt anxious. She left Octavia with her friends and boyfriend to keep an eye on Jasper. But her watch didn’t help much, as she couldn’t see or hear anything wrong, yet she couldn’t shake the feeling that there was some unspoken connection between them. When the party ended for the night, she stayed behind until everyone had left except for her son and nephew.</p>

-----

Line 200 (ORIG): <p>“Well, Madame Ma Mère, what’s bothering you?” asked Sir Jasper, as she looked anxiously into his face before giving her good-night kiss.</p>

Line 200 (NEW):  <p>“Well, Madame Ma Mère, what’s bothering you?” asked Sir Jasper, as she looked anxiously into his face before giving her good-night kiss.</p>

-----

Line 201 (ORIG): <p>“I can't say for sure, but I feel uneasy. Remember, my son, you are the pride of my heart, and any mistake or shame on your part would break me. Good night, Maurice.” And with a graceful bow, she walked away.</p>

Line 201 (NEW):  <p>“I can't say for sure, but I feel uneasy. Remember, my son, you are the pride of my heart, and any mistake or shame on your part would break me. Good night, Maurice.” And with a graceful bow, she walked away.</p>

-----

Line 202 (ORIG): <p>Lounging with both elbows on the low chimneypiece, Sir Jasper smiled at his mother's worries and said to his cousin, as soon as they were alone, “She’s concerned about E.S. Funny, isn’t it, how women can have such instinctive dislikes for each other?”</p>

Line 202 (NEW):  <p>Lounging with both elbows on the low chimneypiece, Sir Jasper smiled at his mother's worries and said to his cousin, as soon as they were alone, “She’s concerned about E.S. Funny, isn’t it, how women can have such instinctive dislikes for each other?”</p>

-----

Line 203 (ORIG): <p>“Why did you invite E.S. here?” Treherne asked.</p>

Line 203 (NEW):  <p>“Why did you invite E.S. here?” Treherne asked.</p>

-----

Line 204 (ORIG): <p>“My dear friend, how could I avoid it? My mother wanted the general, who is a friend of my father’s, and naturally, we had to invite his wife too. I couldn’t tell my mother that the lady had been a dreadful flirt, to say the least, and had married the old man in a huff because my cousin and I refused to let her ruin us.”</p>

Line 204 (NEW):  <p>“My dear friend, how could I avoid it? My mother wanted the general, who is a friend of my father’s, and naturally, we had to invite his wife too. I couldn’t tell my mother that the lady had been a dreadful flirt, to say the least, and had married the old man in a huff because my cousin and I refused to let her ruin us.”</p>

-----

Line 205 (ORIG): <p>“You <i>could</i> have told her about the trouble she causes wherever she goes, and for Octavia's sake, you could have delayed the general's visit for a bit. I'm telling you, Jasper, this will lead to trouble.”</p>

Line 205 (NEW):  <p>“You <i>could</i> have told her about the trouble she causes wherever she goes, and for Octavia's sake, you could have delayed the general's visit for a bit. I'm telling you, Jasper, this will lead to trouble.”</p>

-----

Line 206 (ORIG): <p>“To whom, you or me?”</p>

Line 206 (NEW):  <p>“To whom, you or I?”</p>

-----

Line 207 (ORIG): <p>“To both of you, maybe, especially to you. She was let down once when she lost us both by hesitating between your title and my supposed wealth. She is unhappy with the old man, and her only hope is his death, as he is quite weak. You are free now, and even more appealing, so watch out, or she will ensnare you before you realize it.”</p>

Line 207 (NEW):  <p>“To both of you, maybe, especially to you. She was let down once when she lost us both by hesitating between your title and my supposed wealth. She is unhappy with the old man, and her only hope is his death, as he is quite weak. You are free now, and even more appealing, so watch out, or she will ensnare you before you realize it.”</p>

-----

Line 208 (ORIG): <p>“Thanks, Mentor. I'm not afraid and will just have some fun for a week—they won’t stay any longer.” With a casual laugh, Sir Jasper walked away.</p>

Line 208 (NEW):  <p>“Thanks, Mentor. I'm not afraid and will just have some fun for a week—they won’t stay any longer.” With a casual laugh, Sir Jasper walked away.</p>

-----

Line 209 (ORIG): <p>“Lots of trouble can happen in a week, and this is just the start,”  

Line 209 (NEW):  <p>“Lots of trouble can happen in a week, and this is just the start,”  

-----

Line 210 (ORIG):        Treherne mumbled, as he lifted himself to check under the bronze vase for  

Line 210 (NEW):         Treherne mumbled, as he lifted himself to check under the bronze vase for  

-----

Line 211 (ORIG):       the note. It was missing!</p>

Line 211 (NEW):        the note. It was missing!</p>

-----

Line 212 (ORIG): <p><br/><br/></p>

Line 212 (NEW):  <p><br/><br/></p>

-----

Line 213 (ORIG): <hr/>

Line 213 (NEW):  <hr/>

-----

Line 214 (ORIG): <p><a id="link2HCH0003"> </a></p>

Line 214 (NEW):  <p><a id="link2HCH0003"> </a></p>

-----

Line 215 (ORIG): <div style="height: 4em;">

Line 215 (NEW):  <div style="height: 4em;">

-----

Line 216 (ORIG): <br/><br/><br/><br/>

Line 216 (NEW):  <br/><br/><br/><br/>

-----

Line 217 (ORIG): </div>

Line 217 (NEW):  </div>

-----

Line 218 (ORIG): <h2>

Line 218 (NEW):  <h2>

-----

Line 219 (ORIG):       Chapter III. WHO WAS IT?

Line 219 (NEW):        Chapter III. WHO WAS IT?

-----

Line 220 (ORIG):     </h2>

Line 220 (NEW):      </h2>

-----

Line 221 (ORIG): <p>Who took it? This question plagued Treherne all night. He suspected three people, as they were the only ones who had come close to the fire after the note was hidden. He believed he had kept an eye on it until everyone started to leave. It must have been taken by the major, Frank Annon, or my lady; Sir Jasper was definitely not a suspect, since he hadn’t touched anything in the drawing room since he had clumsily broken an entire <i>étagère</i> of expensive knick-knacks, which had upset his mother and sister. The major clearly suspected something, Annon was envious, and my lady would be eager for a reason to get her daughter away from him. Relying on his ability to read faces, he waited anxiously for morning, planning to say nothing to anyone except Mrs. Snowdon, and from her, just to ask what the note said.</p>

Line 221 (NEW):  <p>Who took it? This question plagued Treherne all night. He suspected three people, as they were the only ones who had come close to the fire after the note was hidden. He believed he had kept an eye on it until everyone started to leave. It must have been taken by the major, Frank Annon, or my lady; Sir Jasper was definitely not a suspect, since he hadn’t touched anything in the drawing room since he had clumsily broken an entire <i>étagère</i> of expensive knick-knacks, which had upset his mother and sister. The major clearly suspected something, Annon was envious, and my lady would be eager for a reason to get her daughter away from him. Relying on his ability to read faces, he waited anxiously for morning, planning to say nothing to anyone except Mrs. Snowdon, and from her, just to ask what the note said.</p>

-----

Line 222 (ORIG): <p>Treherne usually blended into the background until lunch, often not showing up until dinner; so, not wanting to raise suspicion with unexpected activity, he waited until noon to appear. The mailbag had just been opened, and everyone was busy with their letters, but they all looked up to exchange greetings with the newcomer. Octavia instinctively turned to greet him, then stopped herself and covered her suddenly flushed face with a newspaper. Treherne noticed everything and immediately saw the unusually late arrival of the mail as an opportunity to uncover who had stolen the note.</p>

Line 222 (NEW):  <p>Treherne usually blended into the background until lunch, often not showing up until dinner; so, not wanting to raise suspicion with unexpected activity, he waited until noon to appear. The mailbag had just been opened, and everyone was busy with their letters, but they all looked up to exchange greetings with the newcomer. Octavia instinctively turned to greet him, then stopped herself and covered her suddenly flushed face with a newspaper. Treherne noticed everything and immediately saw the unusually late arrival of the mail as an opportunity to uncover who had stolen the note.</p>

-----

Line 223 (ORIG): <p>"Everyone has letters except for me, and I was expecting one last night. Major, do you have it among yours?" And as he spoke, Treherne locked his intense gaze directly on the person he was addressing.</p>

Line 223 (NEW):  <p>"Everyone has letters except for me, and I was expecting one last night. Major, do you have it among yours?" And as he spoke, Treherne locked his intense gaze directly on the person he was addressing.</p>

-----

Line 224 (ORIG): <p>With no sign of awareness, no hint of confusion, the major calmly flipped through his stack and responded casually, “Not a trace of it; I wish there was, because nothing bothers me more than any delays or mistakes with my letters.”</p>

Line 224 (NEW):  <p>With no sign of awareness, no hint of confusion, the major calmly flipped through his stack and responded casually, “Not a trace of it; I wish there was, because nothing bothers me more than any delays or mistakes with my letters.”</p>

-----

Line 225 (ORIG): <p>He knows nothing about it, Treherne thought, and turned to Annon, who was absorbed in a lengthy letter from a close friend, showing a knack for sharing updates, judging by how engaged Annon was.</p>

Line 225 (NEW):  <p>He knows nothing about it, Treherne thought, and turned to Annon, who was absorbed in a lengthy letter from a close friend, showing a knack for sharing updates, judging by how engaged Annon was.</p>

-----

Line 226 (ORIG): <p>“Annon, I’m asking you, because I <i>need</i> to find out who took my letter.”</p>

Line 226 (NEW):  <p>“Annon, I’m asking you, because I <i>need</i> to find out who took my letter.”</p>

-----

Line 227 (ORIG): <p>“I only have one, read it if you want, and see for yourself,” was the short reply.</p>

Line 227 (NEW):  <p>“I only have one, read it if you want, and see for yourself,” was the short reply.</p>

-----

Line 228 (ORIG): <p>“No, thank you. I was just joking; it’s probably among my lady’s. Jasper’s letters and mine often get mixed up, and my lady looks after his for him. I think you must have it, Aunt.”</p>

Line 228 (NEW):  <p>“No, thank you. I was just joking; it’s probably among my lady’s. Jasper’s letters and mine often get mixed up, and my lady looks after his for him. I think you must have it, Aunt.”</p>

-----

Line 229 (ORIG): <p>Lady Treherne looked up impatiently. “My dear Maurice, what a fuss over a letter! None of us have it, so don’t blame us for your correspondent’s mistakes or the postal service’s slip-up.”</p>

Line 229 (NEW):  <p>Lady Treherne looked up impatiently. “My dear Maurice, what a fuss over a letter! None of us have it, so don’t blame us for your correspondent’s mistakes or the postal service’s slip-up.”</p>

-----

Line 230 (ORIG): <p>She wasn’t the thief because she’s always super polite when she’s trying to get in my way, Treherne thought. Apologizing for interrupting them, he rolled over to his spot in a sunny window and pretended to be really into a new magazine.</p>

Line 230 (NEW):  <p>She wasn’t the thief because she’s always super polite when she’s trying to get in my way, Treherne thought. Apologizing for interrupting them, he rolled over to his spot in a sunny window and pretended to be really into a new magazine.</p>

-----

Line 231 (ORIG): <p>Mrs. Snowdon was opening the general's letters for him, and after finishing her small task, she wandered into the library, as if looking for a book. Soon, she came back with one, approached Treherne, and handed it to him, saying in her pleasantly clear voice, “Could you please find the passage you mentioned last night? I'm curious to see it.”</p>

Line 231 (NEW):  <p>Mrs. Snowdon was opening the general's letters for him, and after finishing her small task, she wandered into the library, as if looking for a book. Soon, she came back with one, approached Treherne, and handed it to him, saying in her pleasantly clear voice, “Could you please find the passage you mentioned last night? I'm curious to see it.”</p>

-----

Line 232 (ORIG): <p>Instantly figuring out her plan, he opened it with a casual attitude, took the small note placed among the pages, and, picking a random passage, handed back her book and went back to his own. Hidden behind its cover, he unfolded and read these words:</p>

Line 232 (NEW):  <p>Instantly figuring out her plan, he opened it with a casual attitude, took the small note placed among the pages, and, picking a random passage, handed back her book and went back to his own. Hidden behind its cover, he unfolded and read these words:</p>

-----

Line 233 (ORIG): <pre><i>I get it, but don’t worry; the message I left was just this—“I need to see you alone, let me know when and where.” No one can interpret it too much, and I will figure out who the thief is before dinner. Just keep quiet and pay attention to who I talk to first when I arrive tonight, and be careful of that person.</i></pre>

Line 233 (NEW):  <pre><i>I get it, but don’t worry; the message I left was just this—“I need to see you alone, let me know when and where.” No one can interpret it too much, and I will figure out who the thief is before dinner. Just keep quiet and pay attention to who I talk to first when I arrive tonight, and be careful of that person.</i></pre>

-----

Line 234 (ORIG): <p>Quietly putting the note into the fire using the magazine's wrapper, he pushed the matter out of his mind and let Mrs. Snowdon play detective as she wanted, while he attended to his own business.</p>

Line 234 (NEW):  <p>Quietly putting the note into the fire using the magazine's wrapper, he pushed the matter out of his mind and let Mrs. Snowdon play detective as she wanted, while he attended to his own business.</p>

-----

Line 235 (ORIG): <p>It was a clear, bright December day, and when the young people broke away to get ready for a ride, while the general and the major relaxed on the terrace, Lady Treherne said to her nephew, “I’m going for a ride in the pony carriage. Will you be my escort, Maurice?”</p>

Line 235 (NEW):  <p>It was a clear, bright December day, and when the young people broke away to get ready for a ride, while the general and the major relaxed on the terrace, Lady Treherne said to her nephew, “I’m going for a ride in the pony carriage. Will you be my escort, Maurice?”</p>

-----

Line 236 (ORIG): <p>“With pleasure,” replied the young man, fully aware of what was coming his way.</p>

Line 236 (NEW):  <p>“With pleasure,” replied the young man, fully aware of what was coming his way.</p>

-----

Line 237 (ORIG): <p>My lady was unusually quiet and serious, yet seemed eager to say something that she found hard to express. Treherne noticed this and broke the awkward silence by confidently diving into the topic that concerned them both.</p>

Line 237 (NEW):  <p>My lady was unusually quiet and serious, yet seemed eager to say something that she found hard to express. Treherne noticed this and broke the awkward silence by confidently diving into the topic that concerned them both.</p>

-----

Line 238 (ORIG): <p>“I think you want to say something to me about Tavie, Aunt. Am I right?”</p>

Line 238 (NEW):  <p>“I think you want to say something to me about Tavie, Aunt. Am I right?”</p>

-----

Line 239 (ORIG): <p>“Yes.”</p>

Line 239 (NEW):  <p>"Yeah."</p>

-----

Line 240 (ORIG): <p>“Then let me save you the trouble of starting, and show my honesty by stating the truth, as far as I’m concerned. I care for her very much, but I’m not foolish enough to think about telling her. I know it’s impossible, and I’m giving up my hopes. Trust me. I will stay quiet and watch her marry Annon without a single complaint, if that’s what you want. I can see from her changed behavior that you’ve talked to her, and that my little friend and caretaker will no longer be mine. Maybe you’re wise, but if you’re doing this for my sake, it’s pointless—the damage is done, and as long as I live, I will love my cousin. If you’re doing this to protect her, I won’t say a word, and I’ll leave rather than cause her any worry or pain.”</p>

Line 240 (NEW):  <p>“Then let me save you the trouble of starting, and show my honesty by stating the truth, as far as I’m concerned. I care for her very much, but I’m not foolish enough to think about telling her. I know it’s impossible, and I’m giving up my hopes. Trust me. I will stay quiet and watch her marry Annon without a single complaint, if that’s what you want. I can see from her changed behavior that you’ve talked to her, and that my little friend and caretaker will no longer be mine. Maybe you’re wise, but if you’re doing this for my sake, it’s pointless—the damage is done, and as long as I live, I will love my cousin. If you’re doing this to protect her, I won’t say a word, and I’ll leave rather than cause her any worry or pain.”</p>

-----

Line 241 (ORIG): <p>“Do you really mean this, Maurice?” Lady Treherne said, looking at him with a transformed and softened expression.</p>

Line 241 (NEW):  <p>“Do you really mean this, Maurice?” Lady Treherne said, looking at him with a transformed and softened expression.</p>

-----

Line 242 (ORIG): <p>Turning to her, Treherne showed a face full of pain and honesty, of acceptance and determination, as he said seriously, “I mean it; test me in any way you want. I’m not a bad guy, Aunt, and I want to be better. Since my misfortune, I’ve had time to really think about many things, including myself, and despite my flaws, I genuinely want to keep my soul honest and true, even if my body is falling apart. It’s easy to say this, but despite temptation, I believe I can stay strong if you believe in me.”</p>

Line 242 (NEW):  <p>Turning to her, Treherne showed a face full of pain and honesty, of acceptance and determination, as he said seriously, “I mean it; test me in any way you want. I’m not a bad guy, Aunt, and I want to be better. Since my misfortune, I’ve had time to really think about many things, including myself, and despite my flaws, I genuinely want to keep my soul honest and true, even if my body is falling apart. It’s easy to say this, but despite temptation, I believe I can stay strong if you believe in me.”</p>

-----

Line 243 (ORIG): <p>“My dear boy, I really trust you, and I'm very grateful for your honesty.  

Line 243 (NEW):  <p>“My dear boy, I really trust you, and I'm very grateful for your honesty.  

-----

Line 244 (ORIG):       I never forget that I owe Jasper's life to you, and I don’t expect to ever repay  

Line 244 (NEW):        I never forget that I owe Jasper's life to you, and I don’t expect to ever repay  

-----

Line 245 (ORIG):       that debt. Keep this in mind when I appear cold or unkind, and also remember that I’m saying now, if you hadn’t had to deal with this hardship, I would have happily given you my daughter. But—”</p>

Line 245 (NEW):        that debt. Keep this in mind when I appear cold or unkind, and also remember that I’m saying now, if you hadn’t had to deal with this hardship, I would have happily given you my daughter. But—”</p>

-----

Line 246 (ORIG): <p>“But, Aunt, listen to this,” interrupted Treherne. “I've been told that any sudden and intense shock of surprise, joy, or sorrow could do for me what they're hoping time will accomplish. I didn't mention this before because it’s just a possibility; still, while there's any hope, do I really have to completely give up on Octavia?”</p>

Line 246 (NEW):  <p>“But, Aunt, listen to this,” interrupted Treherne. “I've been told that any sudden and intense shock of surprise, joy, or sorrow could do for me what they're hoping time will accomplish. I didn't mention this before because it’s just a possibility; still, while there's any hope, do I really have to completely give up on Octavia?”</p>

-----

Line 247 (ORIG): <p>“It’s tough to say no, but I don’t think it’s smart to rely on such a slim chance. If you end up with her, both of you will be unhappy if things don’t work out. No, Maurice, it’s better to be generous and let her find her own happiness with someone else. Annon loves her, she’s emotionally available, and she’ll quickly learn to love him if you step back. My poor boy, it sounds harsh, but I have to tell you this.”</p>

Line 247 (NEW):  <p>“It’s tough to say no, but I don’t think it’s smart to rely on such a slim chance. If you end up with her, both of you will be unhappy if things don’t work out. No, Maurice, it’s better to be generous and let her find her own happiness with someone else. Annon loves her, she’s emotionally available, and she’ll quickly learn to love him if you step back. My poor boy, it sounds harsh, but I have to tell you this.”</p>

-----

Line 248 (ORIG): <p>“Should I leave, Aunt?” was all he said, spoken very firmly, even though his lips were pale.</p>

Line 248 (NEW):  <p>“Should I leave, Aunt?” was all he said, spoken very firmly, even though his lips were pale.</p>

-----

Line 249 (ORIG): <p>“Not yet, just leave them alone and try to keep your worries to yourself if you can. But if you’d like, you can go to town, and Benson will make sure you’re comfortable. Your health will be a valid reason, and I’ll visit or write frequently if you feel homesick. It’s up to you, because I want to be fair and compassionate in this difficult situation. You get to choose.”</p>

Line 249 (NEW):  <p>“Not yet, just leave them alone and try to keep your worries to yourself if you can. But if you’d like, you can go to town, and Benson will make sure you’re comfortable. Your health will be a valid reason, and I’ll visit or write frequently if you feel homesick. It’s up to you, because I want to be fair and compassionate in this difficult situation. You get to choose.”</p>

-----

Line 250 (ORIG): <p>“Then I will stay. I can hide my feelings; and seeing them together will soon stop hurting me, if Octavia is happy.”</p>

Line 250 (NEW):  <p>“Then I will stay. I can hide my feelings; and seeing them together will soon stop hurting me, if Octavia is happy.”</p>

-----

Line 251 (ORIG): <p>“Let it rest for now. You'll miss your companion as little as possible because I'll do my best to take her place. Forgive me, Maurice, and understand a mother's concern, since these two are the last of my many children, and I’m a widow now.”</p>

Line 251 (NEW):  <p>“Let it rest for now. You'll miss your companion as little as possible because I'll do my best to take her place. Forgive me, Maurice, and understand a mother's concern, since these two are the last of my many children, and I’m a widow now.”</p>

-----

Line 252 (ORIG): <p>Lady Treherne's voice wavered, and if there was any selfish hope or plan in her nephew's mind, her plea erased it and touched his better self. Holding her hand, he said gently, “Dear Aunt, please don’t mourn for me. I’m someone destined for hardships, but I won’t be defeated by them. Let’s put aside my youth and be supportive advisors together for the sake of the two we both care about. I need to mention Jasper, and I hope you won't push me to explain more than I can without breaking my promise.”</p>

Line 252 (NEW):  <p>Lady Treherne's voice wavered, and if there was any selfish hope or plan in her nephew's mind, her plea erased it and touched his better self. Holding her hand, he said gently, “Dear Aunt, please don’t mourn for me. I’m someone destined for hardships, but I won’t be defeated by them. Let’s put aside my youth and be supportive advisors together for the sake of the two we both care about. I need to mention Jasper, and I hope you won't push me to explain more than I can without breaking my promise.”</p>

-----

Line 253 (ORIG): <p>“Thanks so much! It’s about that woman, right? Tell me everything you can; I won’t be pushy, but I didn’t like her the moment I laid eyes on her, even though she’s beautiful and charming.”</p>

Line 253 (NEW):  <p>“Thanks so much! It’s about that woman, right? Tell me everything you can; I won’t be pushy, but I didn’t like her the moment I laid eyes on her, even though she’s beautiful and charming.”</p>

-----

Line 254 (ORIG): <p>“When my cousin and I were in Paris, just before I got sick, we met her. She was with her father then, a lively old man who lived for pleasure and wasn’t a suitable guardian for his beautiful daughter. She knew our story and, having intrigued both of us, took a moment to decide which one she would choose: Jasper, for his title, or me, for my wealth. This was before my uncle changed his will, and I thought I was his heir; but before she made her decision, something (don't ask me what, please) happened that forced us to leave Paris. On our way back, we were shipwrecked, and then came my illness, loss of inheritance, and helplessness. Edith Dubarry heard the story, but the rumors got it wrong, and she believed that both of us had lost our fortunes. Her father died broke, and in a moment of despair, she married the general, whose wealth provides her with the luxury she loves, and whose declining health will soon give her back her freedom—”</p>

Line 254 (NEW):  <p>“When my cousin and I were in Paris, just before I got sick, we met her. She was with her father then, a lively old man who lived for pleasure and wasn’t a suitable guardian for his beautiful daughter. She knew our story and, having intrigued both of us, took a moment to decide which one she would choose: Jasper, for his title, or me, for my wealth. This was before my uncle changed his will, and I thought I was his heir; but before she made her decision, something (don't ask me what, please) happened that forced us to leave Paris. On our way back, we were shipwrecked, and then came my illness, loss of inheritance, and helplessness. Edith Dubarry heard the story, but the rumors got it wrong, and she believed that both of us had lost our fortunes. Her father died broke, and in a moment of despair, she married the general, whose wealth provides her with the luxury she loves, and whose declining health will soon give her back her freedom—”</p>

-----

Line 255 (ORIG): <p>“And then, Maurice?” my lady interrupted.</p>

Line 255 (NEW):  <p>“And then, Maurice?” my lady interrupted.</p>

-----

Line 256 (ORIG): <p>“She hopes to win over Jasper, I think.”</p>

Line 256 (NEW):  <p>“She hopes to win over Jasper, I think.”</p>

-----

Line 257 (ORIG): <p>“Never! We have to stop that no matter what. I’d rather see him dead in front of me than married to a woman like that. Why is she allowed to visit homes like mine? I should have been informed about this earlier,” my lady exclaimed angrily.</p>

Line 257 (NEW):  <p>“Never! We have to stop that no matter what. I’d rather see him dead in front of me than married to a woman like that. Why is she allowed to visit homes like mine? I should have been informed about this earlier,” my lady exclaimed angrily.</p>

-----

Line 258 (ORIG): <p>"I should have told you if I had known, and I criticized Jasper for his neglect. Don't worry too much, Aunt. There's nothing wrong with Mrs. Snowdon's reputation, and as the wife of a brave and honorable man, she's welcomed without any doubt; her beauty, grace, and charm can get her anywhere. She'll only be here for a week, and I'll focus on her; this will help Jasper, and if needed, show Tavie that I don't care—" Then he paused to hold back a sigh.</p>

Line 258 (NEW):  <p>"I should have told you if I had known, and I criticized Jasper for his neglect. Don't worry too much, Aunt. There's nothing wrong with Mrs. Snowdon's reputation, and as the wife of a brave and honorable man, she's welcomed without any doubt; her beauty, grace, and charm can get her anywhere. She'll only be here for a week, and I'll focus on her; this will help Jasper, and if needed, show Tavie that I don't care—" Then he paused to hold back a sigh.</p>

-----

Line 259 (ORIG): <p>"But what about you? Don't you worry about your own peace, Maurice? You shouldn't give up your happiness or honor for me or my sake."</p>

Line 259 (NEW):  <p>"But what about you? Don't you worry about your own peace, Maurice? You shouldn't give up your happiness or honor for me or my sake."</p>

-----

Line 260 (ORIG): <p>“I’m safe; I love my cousin, and that’s my protection. No matter what happens, just remember that I tried to help you and genuinely tried to put my own needs aside.”</p>

Line 260 (NEW):  <p>“I’m safe; I love my cousin, and that’s my protection. No matter what happens, just remember that I tried to help you and genuinely tried to put my own needs aside.”</p>

-----

Line 261 (ORIG): <p>“God bless you, my son! Let me call you that, and know that, even though I can't call you my daughter, I genuinely give you a mother's care and love.”</p>

Line 261 (NEW):  <p>“God bless you, my son! Let me call you that, and know that, even though I can't call you my daughter, I genuinely give you a mother's care and love.”</p>

-----

Line 262 (ORIG): <p>Lady Treherne was as generous as she was proud, and her nephew had won her over with his confidence and submission. He played no role, yet even in giving everything up, he held onto the hope that he might still win the heart he desired. They parted silently, but from that moment on, a new and tighter connection formed between them, exerting an unexpected influence over the entire household.</p>

Line 262 (NEW):  <p>Lady Treherne was as generous as she was proud, and her nephew had won her over with his confidence and submission. He played no role, yet even in giving everything up, he held onto the hope that he might still win the heart he desired. They parted silently, but from that moment on, a new and tighter connection formed between them, exerting an unexpected influence over the entire household.</p>

-----

Line 263 (ORIG): <p><br/><br/></p>

Line 263 (NEW):  <p><br/><br/></p>

-----

Line 264 (ORIG): <hr/>

Line 264 (NEW):  <hr/>

-----

Line 265 (ORIG): <p><br/><br/></p>

Line 265 (NEW):  <p><br/><br/></p>

-----

Line 266 (ORIG): <p>Maurice waited impatiently for Mrs. Snowdon to come in, not just because he was curious to see if she had found out who the thief was, but also because of the role he had taken on. He felt capable of it and found a certain satisfaction in it for three reasons. It would help his aunt and cousin, distract him from his own worries, and maybe, by making Octavia jealous, spark some romantic feelings; because even though he had chosen the right thing, he was still only human, and a lover at that.</p>

Line 266 (NEW):  <p>Maurice waited impatiently for Mrs. Snowdon to come in, not just because he was curious to see if she had found out who the thief was, but also because of the role he had taken on. He felt capable of it and found a certain satisfaction in it for three reasons. It would help his aunt and cousin, distract him from his own worries, and maybe, by making Octavia jealous, spark some romantic feelings; because even though he had chosen the right thing, he was still only human, and a lover at that.</p>

-----

Line 267 (ORIG): <p>Mrs. Snowdon was late. She always was, as her routine was elaborate, and she liked to see how it affected others. The moment she walked in, Treherne's eyes were on her, and to his surprise and annoyance, she spoke to Octavia, saying sweetly, “My dear Miss Treherne, I've been admiring your peacocks. Please let me watch you feed them tomorrow. Miss Talbot says it's a lovely sight.”</p>

Line 267 (NEW):  <p>Mrs. Snowdon was late. She always was, as her routine was elaborate, and she liked to see how it affected others. The moment she walked in, Treherne's eyes were on her, and to his surprise and annoyance, she spoke to Octavia, saying sweetly, “My dear Miss Treherne, I've been admiring your peacocks. Please let me watch you feed them tomorrow. Miss Talbot says it's a lovely sight.”</p>

-----

Line 268 (ORIG): <p>“If you’re on the terrace right after lunch, you’ll find them there, and you can feed them yourself if you want,” was the calm, polite reply.</p>

Line 268 (NEW):  <p>“If you’re on the terrace right after lunch, you’ll find them there, and you can feed them yourself if you want,” was the calm, polite reply.</p>

-----

Line 269 (ORIG): <p>“She looks like a peacock in that stunning green and gold dress, doesn’t she?” Rose whispered to Sir Jasper with a mischievous laugh.</p>

Line 269 (NEW):  <p>“She looks like a peacock in that stunning green and gold dress, doesn’t she?” Rose whispered to Sir Jasper with a mischievous laugh.</p>

-----

Line 270 (ORIG): <p>“Yeah, she really does have faith. I wish Tavie's birds could talk like Mrs. Snowdon; their squawking drives me crazy.”</p>

Line 270 (NEW):  <p>“Yeah, she really does have faith. I wish Tavie's birds could talk like Mrs. Snowdon; their squawking drives me crazy.”</p>

-----

Line 271 (ORIG): <p>“I really like it because it’s genuine, with no malice or trickery behind it. I always distrust those smooth, sweet voices; they come off as insincere. I prefer a full, clear tone; sharp if you want, but definite and true.”</p>

Line 271 (NEW):  <p>“I really like it because it’s genuine, with no malice or trickery behind it. I always distrust those smooth, sweet voices; they come off as insincere. I prefer a full, clear tone; sharp if you want, but definite and true.”</p>

-----

Line 272 (ORIG): <p>“Well said, Octavia. I agree with you, and yours is a perfect example of the kind you’re talking about.” Treherne smiled as he rolled past to join Mrs. Snowdon, who was clearly waiting for him, while Octavia turned to her brother to defend her pets.</p>

Line 272 (NEW):  <p>“Well said, Octavia. I agree with you, and yours is a perfect example of the kind you’re talking about.” Treherne smiled as he rolled past to join Mrs. Snowdon, who was clearly waiting for him, while Octavia turned to her brother to defend her pets.</p>

-----

Line 273 (ORIG): <p>“Are you sure? How did you find out?” Maurice asked, pretending to admire the lady's bouquet as he stopped next to her.</p>

Line 273 (NEW):  <p>“Are you sure? How did you find out?” Maurice asked, pretending to admire the lady's bouquet as he stopped next to her.</p>

-----

Line 274 (ORIG): <p>“I knew it the second I saw her this morning. She's not an actress, and you could see dislike, distrust, and contempt on her face when we met. Until you cleverly told me my note was lost, I thought she was upset about her brother—or you.”</p>

Line 274 (NEW):  <p>“I knew it the second I saw her this morning. She's not an actress, and you could see dislike, distrust, and contempt on her face when we met. Until you cleverly told me my note was lost, I thought she was upset about her brother—or you.”</p>

-----

Line 275 (ORIG): <p>A sudden pause and a sharp look followed the last softly spoken word, but Treherne responded with an unreadable smile and a calm, “So, what’s next?”</p>

Line 275 (NEW):  <p>A sudden pause and a sharp look followed the last softly spoken word, but Treherne responded with an unreadable smile and a calm, “So, what’s next?”</p>

-----

Line 276 (ORIG): <p>“The moment I found out that you didn’t receive the note, I was sure she had it. Knowing she must have seen me put it there, I quietly asked her for it, despite her innocent act. This surprised her and took away any mystery, and I finished her confusion by sending it to the major as soon as she returned it to me, as if it had been meant for him. She apologized, said her brother was careless, and that she kept an eye on him to prevent him from getting into trouble; she pretended to think I meant the message for him and acted like a charming simpleton, which she is.”</p>

Line 276 (NEW):  <p>“The moment I found out that you didn’t receive the note, I was sure she had it. Knowing she must have seen me put it there, I quietly asked her for it, despite her innocent act. This surprised her and took away any mystery, and I finished her confusion by sending it to the major as soon as she returned it to me, as if it had been meant for him. She apologized, said her brother was careless, and that she kept an eye on him to prevent him from getting into trouble; she pretended to think I meant the message for him and acted like a charming simpleton, which she is.”</p>

-----

Line 277 (ORIG): <p>“Such a fuss about nothing. Poor little Tavie! You probably scared her so much that we can safely write to each other from now on.”</p>

Line 277 (NEW):  <p>“Such a fuss about nothing. Poor little Tavie! You probably scared her so much that we can safely write to each other from now on.”</p>

-----

Line 278 (ORIG): <p>“You can give me an answer right now.”</p>

Line 278 (NEW):  <p>“You can give me an answer right now.”</p>

-----

Line 279 (ORIG): <p>“Alright, meet me on the terrace tomorrow morning; the peacocks will make the meeting feel natural. I usually hang out there for an hour or two during the sunny part of the day.”</p>

Line 279 (NEW):  <p>“Alright, meet me on the terrace tomorrow morning; the peacocks will make the meeting feel natural. I usually hang out there for an hour or two during the sunny part of the day.”</p>

-----

Line 280 (ORIG): <p>“But the girl?”</p>

Line 280 (NEW):  <p>“But what about the girl?”</p>

-----

Line 281 (ORIG): <p>“I'll send her away.”</p>

Line 281 (NEW):  <p>“I'll send her off.”</p>

-----

Line 282 (ORIG): <p>“You talk like it would be a simple thing to do.”</p>

Line 282 (NEW):  <p>“You talk like it would be a simple thing to do.”</p>

-----

Line 283 (ORIG): <p>“It will be both easy and enjoyable.”</p>

Line 283 (NEW):  <p>“It will be both easy and enjoyable.”</p>

-----

Line 284 (ORIG): <p>“Now you’re being mysterious or negative. You either don’t care at all about having a conversation with her, or you’re happy to get her out of my way. Which is it?”</p>

Line 284 (NEW):  <p>“Now you’re being mysterious or negative. You either don’t care at all about having a conversation with her, or you’re happy to get her out of my way. Which is it?”</p>

-----

Line 285 (ORIG): <p>“You get to decide. Can I have this?”</p>

Line 285 (NEW):  <p>“You get to decide. Can I have this?”</p>

-----

Line 286 (ORIG): <p>She looked at him as he touched a rose with a cautionary glance, because the flower represented both love and silence. Was he trying to suggest that he remembered the past, or to alert her that someone was close? She leaned out from behind the curtain where she was sitting and caught a glimpse of a shadow slipping away.</p>

Line 286 (NEW):  <p>She looked at him as he touched a rose with a cautionary glance, because the flower represented both love and silence. Was he trying to suggest that he remembered the past, or to alert her that someone was close? She leaned out from behind the curtain where she was sitting and caught a glimpse of a shadow slipping away.</p>

-----

Line 287 (ORIG): <p>“Who was it?” she asked, under her breath.</p>

Line 287 (NEW):  <p>“Who was it?” she asked, under her breath.</p>

-----

Line 288 (ORIG): <p>“A Rose,” he replied, laughing. Then, as if the danger had passed, he said, “How will you explain to the major the message you sent him?”</p>

Line 288 (NEW):  <p>“A Rose,” he replied, laughing. Then, as if the danger had passed, he said, “How will you explain to the major the message you sent him?”</p>

-----

Line 289 (ORIG): <p>“Easily, by creating some intriguing confusion where I need wise advice. He'll be flattered, and by pretending to trust him, I can deceive the good man as much as I want, since he bothers me with his strange way of always watching over me. Now take me to dinner, and be your charming self again.”</p>

Line 289 (NEW):  <p>“Easily, by creating some intriguing confusion where I need wise advice. He'll be flattered, and by pretending to trust him, I can deceive the good man as much as I want, since he bothers me with his strange way of always watching over me. Now take me to dinner, and be your charming self again.”</p>

-----

Line 290 (ORIG): <p>“That’s impossible,” he said, yet showed that it wasn’t.</p>

Line 290 (NEW):  <p>“That’s impossible,” he said, yet showed that it wasn’t.</p>

-----

Line 291 (ORIG): <p><br/><br/></p>

Line 291 (NEW):  <p><br/><br/></p>

-----

Line 292 (ORIG): <hr/>

Line 292 (NEW):  <hr/>

-----

Line 293 (ORIG): <p><a id="link2HCH0004"> </a></p>

Line 293 (NEW):  <p><a id="link2HCH0004"> </a></p>

-----

Line 294 (ORIG): <div style="height: 4em;">

Line 294 (NEW):  <div style="height: 4em;">

-----

Line 295 (ORIG): <br/><br/><br/><br/>

Line 295 (NEW):  <br/><br/><br/><br/>

-----

Line 296 (ORIG): </div>

Line 296 (NEW):  </div>

-----

Line 297 (ORIG): <h2>

Line 297 (NEW):  <h2>

-----

Line 298 (ORIG):       Chapter IV. FEEDING THE PEACOCKS

Line 298 (NEW):        Chapter IV. FEEDING THE PEACOCKS

-----

Line 299 (ORIG):     </h2>

Line 299 (NEW):      </h2>

-----

Line 300 (ORIG): <p>It was truly a beautiful sight, the twelve elegant birds perched on the wide stone railing, or walking slowly along the terrace, with the sun shining on their green and golden necks and the splendor of their stunning feathers, spread out or trailing behind them like luxurious trains. In a lovely contrast to the magnificent creatures was their young mistress, in her simple morning dress and fur-trimmed hood and cloak, standing there feeding the tame pets from her hand, calling their whimsical names, laughing at their antics, and wholeheartedly enjoying the winter sunshine, the fresh breeze, and the playful activity. As Treherne made his way closer, he watched her with affectionate eyes, finding her very sweet and cheerful, and more precious to him than ever. She had carefully avoided him all day before, had parted at night with a quick handshake, and hadn't come as usual to say good-morning in the library. He hadn't noted the change until now, but remembering his promise to his aunt, he decided to let the girl know that he fully understood the new relationship that was to exist between them.</p>

Line 300 (NEW):  <p>It was truly a beautiful sight, the twelve elegant birds perched on the wide stone railing, or walking slowly along the terrace, with the sun shining on their green and golden necks and the splendor of their stunning feathers, spread out or trailing behind them like luxurious trains. In a lovely contrast to the magnificent creatures was their young mistress, in her simple morning dress and fur-trimmed hood and cloak, standing there feeding the tame pets from her hand, calling their whimsical names, laughing at their antics, and wholeheartedly enjoying the winter sunshine, the fresh breeze, and the playful activity. As Treherne made his way closer, he watched her with affectionate eyes, finding her very sweet and cheerful, and more precious to him than ever. She had carefully avoided him all day before, had parted at night with a quick handshake, and hadn't come as usual to say good-morning in the library. He hadn't noted the change until now, but remembering his promise to his aunt, he decided to let the girl know that he fully understood the new relationship that was to exist between them.</p>

-----

Line 301 (ORIG): <p>“Good morning, cousin. Should I give you a ride, if I take a turn or two here?” he said, in a cheerful tone but with a hint of reproach in his glance.</p>

Line 301 (NEW):  <p>“Good morning, cousin. Should I give you a ride, if I take a turn or two here?” he said, in a cheerful tone but with a hint of reproach in his glance.</p>

-----

Line 302 (ORIG): <p>She glanced at him for a moment, then approached him with her hand outstretched and her cheeks even rosier than before. Her honest eyes filled with tears, and there was a trembling hitch in her voice as she said, impulsively: “I <i>will</i> be myself for a moment, no matter what. Maurice, please don’t think I’m being unkind, don’t blame me, or ask for permission to come near me. There’s a reason for the change you see in me; it’s not just a whim, it’s out of obligation.”</p>

Line 302 (NEW):  <p>She glanced at him for a moment, then approached him with her hand outstretched and her cheeks even rosier than before. Her honest eyes filled with tears, and there was a trembling hitch in her voice as she said, impulsively: “I <i>will</i> be myself for a moment, no matter what. Maurice, please don’t think I’m being unkind, don’t blame me, or ask for permission to come near me. There’s a reason for the change you see in me; it’s not just a whim, it’s out of obligation.”</p>

-----

Line 303 (ORIG): <p>“My dear girl, I know. I meant to talk about it and show you that I understand. Annon is a good guy, as worthy of you as anyone can be, and I wish you all the happiness you deserve.”</p>

Line 303 (NEW):  <p>“My dear girl, I know. I meant to talk about it and show you that I understand. Annon is a good guy, as worthy of you as anyone can be, and I wish you all the happiness you deserve.”</p>

-----

Line 304 (ORIG): <p>“Do you?” Her eyes searched his face intently.</p>

Line 304 (NEW):  <p>“Do you?” Her eyes searched his face intently.</p>

-----

Line 305 (ORIG): <p>“Yeah; do you really doubt it?” He hid his love so well that not a single expression, tone, or gesture gave it away.</p>

Line 305 (NEW):  <p>“Yeah; do you really doubt it?” He hid his love so well that not a single expression, tone, or gesture gave it away.</p>

-----

Line 306 (ORIG): <p>Her gaze dropped, a shadow crossed her bright face, and she pulled back her hand, as if to stroke the hungry bird that gently pecked at the basket she was holding. Trying to shift the topic, she said playfully, “Poor Argus, you’ve lost your beautiful feathers, and now everyone abandons you, except for sweet little Juno, who never forgets her friends. Here, take it all, and share it between you.”</p>

Line 306 (NEW):  <p>Her gaze dropped, a shadow crossed her bright face, and she pulled back her hand, as if to stroke the hungry bird that gently pecked at the basket she was holding. Trying to shift the topic, she said playfully, “Poor Argus, you’ve lost your beautiful feathers, and now everyone abandons you, except for sweet little Juno, who never forgets her friends. Here, take it all, and share it between you.”</p>

-----

Line 307 (ORIG): <p>Treherne smiled and said quickly, “I’m like a human Argus, and you’ve been a kind little Juno to me since I lost my feathers. Keep it up, and you’ll see I’ll be a very loyal friend.”</p>

Line 307 (NEW):  <p>Treherne smiled and said quickly, “I’m like a human Argus, and you’ve been a kind little Juno to me since I lost my feathers. Keep it up, and you’ll see I’ll be a very loyal friend.”</p>

-----

Line 308 (ORIG): <p>“I will.” As she said this, her familiar smile returned and her eyes connected with his once more.</p>

Line 308 (NEW):  <p>“I will.” As she said this, her familiar smile returned and her eyes connected with his once more.</p>

-----

Line 309 (ORIG): <p>“Thanks! Now we can move on happily. I don’t ask for or expect the old life—that’s impossible. I knew that when lovers entered the picture, the friend would take a backseat; and I’m okay with being second, where I’ve been first for so long. Don’t think you’re neglecting me; be happy with your partner, dear, and when you’re looking for something to do, come and see old Maurice.”</p>

Line 309 (NEW):  <p>“Thanks! Now we can move on happily. I don’t ask for or expect the old life—that’s impossible. I knew that when lovers entered the picture, the friend would take a backseat; and I’m okay with being second, where I’ve been first for so long. Don’t think you’re neglecting me; be happy with your partner, dear, and when you’re looking for something to do, come and see old Maurice.”</p>

-----

Line 310 (ORIG): <p>She turned her head so he wouldn’t see the angry flush in her cheeks or the worry in her eyes, and when she spoke, she said irritably, “I wish Jasper and Mom would just leave me alone. I can’t stand love and don’t want any part of it. If Frank keeps teasing me, I’ll just go to a convent and be done with him.”</p>

Line 310 (NEW):  <p>She turned her head so he wouldn’t see the angry flush in her cheeks or the worry in her eyes, and when she spoke, she said irritably, “I wish Jasper and Mom would just leave me alone. I can’t stand love and don’t want any part of it. If Frank keeps teasing me, I’ll just go to a convent and be done with him.”</p>

-----

Line 311 (ORIG): <p>Maurice laughed and turned her face toward him, saying in his charming voice, “Give him a chance first, to make your mom happy. It can’t hurt and might even entertain you. Frank is already out of the picture, and since you’re single, why not see what you can do for him? I’ll have a new project to focus on, so I won’t miss you as much.”</p>

Line 311 (NEW):  <p>Maurice laughed and turned her face toward him, saying in his charming voice, “Give him a chance first, to make your mom happy. It can’t hurt and might even entertain you. Frank is already out of the picture, and since you’re single, why not see what you can do for him? I’ll have a new project to focus on, so I won’t miss you as much.”</p>

-----

Line 312 (ORIG): <p>“You're really kind; I'll give it my all. I hope Mrs. Snowdon shows up, if she's coming; I've got plans at two, and Frank will be upset if I'm not ready. He's teaching me how to play billiards, and I actually enjoy the game, even though I never thought I would.”</p>

Line 312 (NEW):  <p>“You're really kind; I'll give it my all. I hope Mrs. Snowdon shows up, if she's coming; I've got plans at two, and Frank will be upset if I'm not ready. He's teaching me how to play billiards, and I actually enjoy the game, even though I never thought I would.”</p>

-----

Line 313 (ORIG): <p>"That looks good. I hope you learn a double lesson, and Annon finds a willing student in both of you."</p>

Line 313 (NEW):  <p>"That looks good. I hope you learn a double lesson, and Annon finds a willing student in both of you."</p>

-----

Line 314 (ORIG): <p>“You look really pale this morning; are you in pain, Maurice?” Octavia suddenly asked, dropping the cheerful and carefree tone she had been using to mask her concern.</p>

Line 314 (NEW):  <p>“You look really pale this morning; are you in pain, Maurice?” Octavia suddenly asked, dropping the cheerful and carefree tone she had been using to mask her concern.</p>

-----

Line 315 (ORIG): <p>“Yes, but it will soon pass. Mrs. Snowdon is coming. I saw her at the hall door a moment ago. I will show her the peacocks, if you want to go. She won't mind the change, I’m sure, since you don’t like her, and I do.”</p>

Line 315 (NEW):  <p>“Yes, but it will soon pass. Mrs. Snowdon is coming. I saw her at the hall door a moment ago. I will show her the peacocks, if you want to go. She won't mind the change, I’m sure, since you don’t like her, and I do.”</p>

-----

Line 316 (ORIG): <p>“No, I’m sure of that. It was an arrangement, maybe? I get it. I won’t play Mademoiselle De Trop.”</p>

Line 316 (NEW):  <p>“No, I’m sure of that. It was an arrangement, maybe? I get it. I won’t play Mademoiselle De Trop.”</p>

-----

Line 317 (ORIG): <p>Sudden fire sparkled in the girl's eyes, sudden disdain twisted her lip, and a glance full of meaning passed from her cousin to the door, where Mrs. Snowdon stood, waiting for her maid to bring her some extra wraps.</p>

Line 317 (NEW):  <p>Sudden fire sparkled in the girl's eyes, sudden disdain twisted her lip, and a glance full of meaning passed from her cousin to the door, where Mrs. Snowdon stood, waiting for her maid to bring her some extra wraps.</p>

-----

Line 318 (ORIG): <p>“You're hinting at the note you took. What made you pull that prank, Tavie?” asked Treherne calmly.</p>

Line 318 (NEW):  <p>“You're hinting at the note you took. What made you pull that prank, Tavie?” asked Treherne calmly.</p>

-----

Line 319 (ORIG): <p>“I saw her put it under the urn. I thought it was for Jasper, so I took it,” she said confidently.</p>

Line 319 (NEW):  <p>“I saw her put it under the urn. I thought it was for Jasper, so I took it,” she said confidently.</p>

-----

Line 320 (ORIG): <p>“Why for Jasper?”</p>

Line 320 (NEW):  <p>“Why Jasper?”</p>

-----

Line 321 (ORIG): <p>“I remembered him talking about meeting her a long time ago and describing her beauty with excitement—and so did you.”</p>

Line 321 (NEW):  <p>“I remembered him talking about meeting her a long time ago and describing her beauty with excitement—and so did you.”</p>

-----

Line 322 (ORIG): <p>“You have a good memory.”</p>

Line 322 (NEW):  <p>"You're really good at remembering."</p>

-----

Line 323 (ORIG): <p>“I care about everything that involves the people I love. I noticed how she interacted with my brother, his devotion to her, and when they stood laughing together by the fire, I was certain that she wanted to win him over again.”</p>

Line 323 (NEW):  <p>“I care about everything that involves the people I love. I noticed how she interacted with my brother, his devotion to her, and when they stood laughing together by the fire, I was certain that she wanted to win him over again.”</p>

-----

Line 324 (ORIG): <p>“Again? So she really did charm him this time?” Treherne asked, eager to find out how much Jasper had shared with his sister.</p>

Line 324 (NEW):  <p>“Again? So she really did charm him this time?” Treherne asked, eager to find out how much Jasper had shared with his sister.</p>

-----

Line 325 (ORIG): <p>“He always denied it and said that you were the favorite.”</p>

Line 325 (NEW):  <p>“He always denied it and said that you were the favorite.”</p>

-----

Line 326 (ORIG): <p>“Then why not write the note for me?” he asked.</p>

Line 326 (NEW):  <p>“Then why not write the note for me?” he asked.</p>

-----

Line 327 (ORIG): <p>“I do now” was the quick reply.</p>

Line 327 (NEW):  <p>“I do now” was the quick reply.</p>

-----

Line 328 (ORIG): <p>“But she told you it was for the major and sent it.”</p>

Line 328 (NEW):  <p>“But she told you it was for the major and sent it.”</p>

-----

Line 329 (ORIG): <p>“She fooled me; I’m not shocked. I’m glad Jasper is okay, and I hope you have a nice chat.”</p>

Line 329 (NEW):  <p>“She fooled me; I’m not shocked. I’m glad Jasper is okay, and I hope you have a nice chat.”</p>

-----

Line 330 (ORIG): <p>Bowing with unexpected dignity, Octavia placed her basket down and walked off in one direction as Mrs. Snowdon came toward her from another.</p>

Line 330 (NEW):  <p>Bowing with unexpected dignity, Octavia placed her basket down and walked off in one direction as Mrs. Snowdon came toward her from another.</p>

-----

Line 331 (ORIG): <p>“I’ve done it now,” sighed Treherne, turning away from the girlish figure to watch the elegant woman who was gliding toward him with silent grace.</p>

Line 331 (NEW):  <p>“I’ve done it now,” sighed Treherne, turning away from the girlish figure to watch the elegant woman who was gliding toward him with silent grace.</p>

-----

Line 332 (ORIG): <p>Brilliance and splendor suited Mrs. Snowdon; she loved luxury, and her beauty made many things look good that would have seemed out of place and ridiculous on a plainer woman. She had draped herself in a genuine Eastern cloak of red, blue, and gold; the hood pulled over her head framed her beautiful face in rich colors, and the large gold tassels glimmered against her flowing black hair. She wore it with elegance, and the extravagant beauty of the garment suited her perfectly. The fresh air gave her cheeks a delicate glow; her normally dark eyes sparkled now, and the smile on her lips was filled with joy.</p>

Line 332 (NEW):  <p>Brilliance and splendor suited Mrs. Snowdon; she loved luxury, and her beauty made many things look good that would have seemed out of place and ridiculous on a plainer woman. She had draped herself in a genuine Eastern cloak of red, blue, and gold; the hood pulled over her head framed her beautiful face in rich colors, and the large gold tassels glimmered against her flowing black hair. She wore it with elegance, and the extravagant beauty of the garment suited her perfectly. The fresh air gave her cheeks a delicate glow; her normally dark eyes sparkled now, and the smile on her lips was filled with joy.</p>

-----

Line 333 (ORIG): <p>“Welcome, Cleopatra!” exclaimed Treherne, trying hard to hold back a laugh, as the peacocks squawked and ran away from the swishing flow of her robes.</p>

Line 333 (NEW):  <p>“Welcome, Cleopatra!” exclaimed Treherne, trying hard to hold back a laugh, as the peacocks squawked and ran away from the swishing flow of her robes.</p>

-----

Line 334 (ORIG): <p>“I could respond by calling you Thaddeus of Warsaw, because you have a very romantic and Polish look with your pale, thoughtful face and your impressive furs,” she replied, pausing beside him with admiration clearly reflected in her eyes.</p>

Line 334 (NEW):  <p>“I could respond by calling you Thaddeus of Warsaw, because you have a very romantic and Polish look with your pale, thoughtful face and your impressive furs,” she replied, pausing beside him with admiration clearly reflected in her eyes.</p>

-----

Line 335 (ORIG): <p>Treherne didn’t like the way she looked and abruptly said, as he handed her the basket of bread, “I’ve taken care of my cousin and offered to handle the peacocks. Here they are—will you feed them?”</p>

Line 335 (NEW):  <p>Treherne didn’t like the way she looked and abruptly said, as he handed her the basket of bread, “I’ve taken care of my cousin and offered to handle the peacocks. Here they are—will you feed them?”</p>

-----

Line 336 (ORIG): <p>“No, thank you—I don’t care about the birds, as you know; I came to talk to you,” she said impatiently.</p>

Line 336 (NEW):  <p>“No, thank you—I don’t care about the birds, as you know; I came to talk to you,” she said impatiently.</p>

-----

Line 337 (ORIG): <p>“I am at your service.”</p>

Line 337 (NEW):  <p>"I'm here to help."</p>

-----

Line 338 (ORIG): <p>“I'd like to ask you a question or two—is that okay?”</p>

Line 338 (NEW):  <p>“I'd like to ask you a question or two—is that okay?”</p>

-----

Line 339 (ORIG): <p>“What guy has ever turned down a request from Mrs. Snowdon?”</p>

Line 339 (NEW):  <p>“What guy has ever turned down a request from Mrs. Snowdon?”</p>

-----

Line 340 (ORIG): <p>“Nah, no compliments; from you they're just sarcastic dodges. I was fooled while I was away and stupidly married that old man. Just tell me honestly how things are.”</p>

Line 340 (NEW):  <p>“Nah, no compliments; from you they're just sarcastic dodges. I was fooled while I was away and stupidly married that old man. Just tell me honestly how things are.”</p>

-----

Line 341 (ORIG): <p>“Jasper has everything. I have nothing.”</p>

Line 341 (NEW):  <p>“Jasper has everything. I have nothing.”</p>

-----

Line 342 (ORIG): <p>“I am glad of it.”</p>

Line 342 (NEW):  <p>"I'm glad about it."</p>

-----

Line 343 (ORIG): <p>“Thanks a lot for the sincere speech. At least you’re being honest,” he said bitterly.</p>

Line 343 (NEW):  <p>“Thanks a lot for the sincere speech. At least you’re being honest,” he said bitterly.</p>

-----

Line 344 (ORIG): <p>“I do, Maurice—I really do; let me show you.”</p>

Line 344 (NEW):  <p>“I do, Maurice—I really do; let me show you.”</p>

-----

Line 345 (ORIG): <p>Treherne's chair was right next to the railing. Mrs. Snowdon leaned against the carved banister, facing away from the house, her face hidden by a tall urn. Looking directly at him, she spoke quickly and quietly, “You thought I was torn between you and Jasper when we parted two years ago. I was; but it wasn't about title and wealth that I hesitated. It was between duty and love. My father, a caring but foolish old man, wanted to see me as a lady. I was everything to him; my beauty was his pride, and no man without a title was considered good enough for me. I loved him deeply. You might doubt this, knowing how selfish, reckless, and vain I can be, but I have a heart, and with better guidance, I could have been a better woman. It doesn’t matter now; it’s too late. After my father, I loved you. No, listen—I <i>will</i> explain myself to you. I mean no disrespect to the general. He is kind, understanding, and generous; I respect him—I am grateful to him, and as long as he’s alive, I will remain loyal to him.”</p>

Line 345 (NEW):  <p>Treherne's chair was right next to the railing. Mrs. Snowdon leaned against the carved banister, facing away from the house, her face hidden by a tall urn. Looking directly at him, she spoke quickly and quietly, “You thought I was torn between you and Jasper when we parted two years ago. I was; but it wasn't about title and wealth that I hesitated. It was between duty and love. My father, a caring but foolish old man, wanted to see me as a lady. I was everything to him; my beauty was his pride, and no man without a title was considered good enough for me. I loved him deeply. You might doubt this, knowing how selfish, reckless, and vain I can be, but I have a heart, and with better guidance, I could have been a better woman. It doesn’t matter now; it’s too late. After my father, I loved you. No, listen—I <i>will</i> explain myself to you. I mean no disrespect to the general. He is kind, understanding, and generous; I respect him—I am grateful to him, and as long as he’s alive, I will remain loyal to him.”</p>

-----

Line 346 (ORIG): <p>“Then be quiet now. Don't dwell on the past, Edith; let it rest, for both our sakes,” started Treherne, but she stopped him with authority.</p>

Line 346 (NEW):  <p>“Then be quiet now. Don't dwell on the past, Edith; let it rest, for both our sakes,” started Treherne, but she stopped him with authority.</p>

-----

Line 347 (ORIG): <p>“It will happen when I'm done. I loved you, Maurice; out of all the fun-loving, carefree, pleasure-seeking guys I saw around me, you were the only one who seemed to have a thought beyond the moment's silliness. Beneath the apparent lightness of your life lay something noble, heroic, and true. I sensed you had a purpose, that your current state was just temporary—a young man's break before the real work of his life started. This drew me in, this captivated me; because even in the brief glance you gave me, there was a seriousness no other man had shown. I wanted your respect; I desperately wanted to earn your love, to share your life, and demonstrate that even in my overlooked character, there was the potential to erase a trivial past with a meaningful future. Oh, Maurice, if you had stayed just one more week, I would never have become the wretched person I am!”</p>

Line 347 (NEW):  <p>“It will happen when I'm done. I loved you, Maurice; out of all the fun-loving, carefree, pleasure-seeking guys I saw around me, you were the only one who seemed to have a thought beyond the moment's silliness. Beneath the apparent lightness of your life lay something noble, heroic, and true. I sensed you had a purpose, that your current state was just temporary—a young man's break before the real work of his life started. This drew me in, this captivated me; because even in the brief glance you gave me, there was a seriousness no other man had shown. I wanted your respect; I desperately wanted to earn your love, to share your life, and demonstrate that even in my overlooked character, there was the potential to erase a trivial past with a meaningful future. Oh, Maurice, if you had stayed just one more week, I would never have become the wretched person I am!”</p>

-----

Line 348 (ORIG): <p>There her voice wavered and broke, filled with the pain of lost love, peace, and happiness that echoed in the heart-wrenching emotion of that exclamation. She didn't cry, as tears rarely clouded her tragic eyes; instead, she twisted her hands in silent despair and gazed down at the frost-bitten gardens below, as if she saw a true reflection of her own shattered life. Treherne said nothing, but clenched his jaw, casting an almost fierce look at the distant figure of Sir Jasper, who rode away cheerfully, as if free from any memories or worries.</p>

Line 348 (NEW):  <p>There her voice wavered and broke, filled with the pain of lost love, peace, and happiness that echoed in the heart-wrenching emotion of that exclamation. She didn't cry, as tears rarely clouded her tragic eyes; instead, she twisted her hands in silent despair and gazed down at the frost-bitten gardens below, as if she saw a true reflection of her own shattered life. Treherne said nothing, but clenched his jaw, casting an almost fierce look at the distant figure of Sir Jasper, who rode away cheerfully, as if free from any memories or worries.</p>

-----

Line 349 (ORIG): <p>Hurriedly, Mrs. Snowdon continued, “My father begged and insisted that I choose your cousin. I couldn't break his heart, so I asked for more time, hoping to change his mind. While I was waiting, that mysterious situation forced you to leave Paris, and then there was the accident, the illness, and the rumor that old Sir Jasper had cut off both nephews from his will. They told me you were dying, and I became just a tool in my father's hands. I promised to recall and accept your cousin, but the old man passed away before it happened, and after that, I didn’t care what happened to me.</p>

Line 349 (NEW):  <p>Hurriedly, Mrs. Snowdon continued, “My father begged and insisted that I choose your cousin. I couldn't break his heart, so I asked for more time, hoping to change his mind. While I was waiting, that mysterious situation forced you to leave Paris, and then there was the accident, the illness, and the rumor that old Sir Jasper had cut off both nephews from his will. They told me you were dying, and I became just a tool in my father's hands. I promised to recall and accept your cousin, but the old man passed away before it happened, and after that, I didn’t care what happened to me.</p>

-----

Line 350 (ORIG): <p>“General Snowdon was my father's friend; he felt sorry for me. He saw my lonely, miserable state, my despair and helplessness. He comforted, supported, and saved me. I was thankful; and when he offered me his heart and home, I accepted. He knew I had no love to give, but as a friend, as a daughter, I would gladly serve him and make his later years as happy as I could. It was all over when I found out that you were alive, suffering, and poor. I longed to come and live for you. My new ties felt like heavy chains then, my wealth burdened me, and I was doubly miserable—because I couldn’t share my troubles, and it almost drove me insane. I’ve seen you now; I know you’re happy; I can see your cousin’s love and envision a peaceful life ahead for you. This must be enough for me, and I have to learn to endure it as best as I can.”</p>

Line 350 (NEW):  <p>“General Snowdon was my father's friend; he felt sorry for me. He saw my lonely, miserable state, my despair and helplessness. He comforted, supported, and saved me. I was thankful; and when he offered me his heart and home, I accepted. He knew I had no love to give, but as a friend, as a daughter, I would gladly serve him and make his later years as happy as I could. It was all over when I found out that you were alive, suffering, and poor. I longed to come and live for you. My new ties felt like heavy chains then, my wealth burdened me, and I was doubly miserable—because I couldn’t share my troubles, and it almost drove me insane. I’ve seen you now; I know you’re happy; I can see your cousin’s love and envision a peaceful life ahead for you. This must be enough for me, and I have to learn to endure it as best as I can.”</p>

-----

Line 351 (ORIG): <p>She paused, out of breath and pale, and quickly walked along the terrace, as if to hide or manage the anxiety that overwhelmed her.</p>

Line 351 (NEW):  <p>She paused, out of breath and pale, and quickly walked along the terrace, as if to hide or manage the anxiety that overwhelmed her.</p>

-----

Line 352 (ORIG): <p>Treherne sat silently, but inside, his heart raced as he thought, “She realizes that Octavia has feelings for me! A woman can easily spot love in someone else, and she confirms what I’m starting to believe. My cousin's behavior just now, her dislike for Annon, her newfound shyness around me; it might be true, and if it is—God help me—what am I thinking! I can’t allow myself to hope, or wish, or dream; I have to let go and forget.”</p>

Line 352 (NEW):  <p>Treherne sat silently, but inside, his heart raced as he thought, “She realizes that Octavia has feelings for me! A woman can easily spot love in someone else, and she confirms what I’m starting to believe. My cousin's behavior just now, her dislike for Annon, her newfound shyness around me; it might be true, and if it is—God help me—what am I thinking! I can’t allow myself to hope, or wish, or dream; I have to let go and forget.”</p>

-----

Line 353 (ORIG): <p>He rested his head on his hand and sat still until Mrs. Snowdon joined him, looking pale but calm and collected. As she approached, she noticed his posture, the deep sadness on his face, and a glimmer of hope ignited within her. Maybe she was wrong; maybe he didn’t love his cousin; maybe he still thought about the past and regretted losing the heart she had just laid bare before him. Her husband was getting worse and could pass away any day now. And then, free, wealthy, beautiful, and young, what could she become to Treherne, while he was helpless, poor, and ambitious? Despite her flaws, she was generous, and this vision enchanted her imagination, warmed her heart, and eased her pain.</p>

Line 353 (NEW):  <p>He rested his head on his hand and sat still until Mrs. Snowdon joined him, looking pale but calm and collected. As she approached, she noticed his posture, the deep sadness on his face, and a glimmer of hope ignited within her. Maybe she was wrong; maybe he didn’t love his cousin; maybe he still thought about the past and regretted losing the heart she had just laid bare before him. Her husband was getting worse and could pass away any day now. And then, free, wealthy, beautiful, and young, what could she become to Treherne, while he was helpless, poor, and ambitious? Despite her flaws, she was generous, and this vision enchanted her imagination, warmed her heart, and eased her pain.</p>

-----

Line 354 (ORIG): <p>“Maurice,” she said gently, stopping next to him again, “if I misinterpret you and your hopes, it’s because I don’t dare to ask for anything for myself; but if there ever comes a time when I can give or help, just ask me <i>anything</i>, and it will be happily yours.”</p>

Line 354 (NEW):  <p>“Maurice,” she said gently, stopping next to him again, “if I misinterpret you and your hopes, it’s because I don’t dare to ask for anything for myself; but if there ever comes a time when I can give or help, just ask me <i>anything</i>, and it will be happily yours.”</p>

-----

Line 355 (ORIG): <p>He understood her, felt sorry for her, and seeing that she took comfort in a distant hope, he let her enjoy it as long as she could. Seriously, but with gratitude, he spoke and squeezed the hand she had offered him with a spontaneous gesture.</p>

Line 355 (NEW):  <p>He understood her, felt sorry for her, and seeing that she took comfort in a distant hope, he let her enjoy it as long as she could. Seriously, but with gratitude, he spoke and squeezed the hand she had offered him with a spontaneous gesture.</p>

-----

Line 356 (ORIG): <p>“Generous as ever, Edith, and refreshingly honest. Thank you for your honesty, your kindness, and the love you once gave me. I say 'once,' because now duty, truth, and honor keep us apart. My life will be lonely, but I will find work to do and learn to be content. You owe all your devotion to the good old man who loves you, and I’m sure you won’t let him down. Let's leave the past and the future behind, and instead focus on making the present what it can be—a time to forgive and forget, to gather strength and start fresh. Christmas is a perfect time for such resolutions, and the rekindling of a friendship like ours can begin now.”</p>

Line 356 (NEW):  <p>“Generous as ever, Edith, and refreshingly honest. Thank you for your honesty, your kindness, and the love you once gave me. I say 'once,' because now duty, truth, and honor keep us apart. My life will be lonely, but I will find work to do and learn to be content. You owe all your devotion to the good old man who loves you, and I’m sure you won’t let him down. Let's leave the past and the future behind, and instead focus on making the present what it can be—a time to forgive and forget, to gather strength and start fresh. Christmas is a perfect time for such resolutions, and the rekindling of a friendship like ours can begin now.”</p>

-----

Line 357 (ORIG): <p>Something in his tone and manner caught her attention, and, looking at him with soft wonder, she exclaimed, “How much you’ve changed!”</p>

Line 357 (NEW):  <p>Something in his tone and manner caught her attention, and, looking at him with soft wonder, she exclaimed, “How much you’ve changed!”</p>

-----

Line 358 (ORIG): <p>“Do you really need to tell me that?” He glanced at his helpless limbs with a bitter yet sad look of patience.</p>

Line 358 (NEW):  <p>“Do you really need to tell me that?” He glanced at his helpless limbs with a bitter yet sad look of patience.</p>

-----

Line 359 (ORIG): <p>“No, no—not like that! I mean in your mind, not your body. You used to be lively and carefree, eager and passionate, like Jasper; now you’re serious and calm, or cheerful, and incredibly kind. Yet, despite your illness and losses, you seem like twice the man you were, and you earn not just admiration but also respect—and love.”</p>

Line 359 (NEW):  <p>“No, no—not like that! I mean in your mind, not your body. You used to be lively and carefree, eager and passionate, like Jasper; now you’re serious and calm, or cheerful, and incredibly kind. Yet, despite your illness and losses, you seem like twice the man you were, and you earn not just admiration but also respect—and love.”</p>

-----

Line 360 (ORIG): <p>Her dark eyes filled as the last word left her lips, and the beauty of a touched heart shone in her face. Maurice looked up quickly, asking with sudden seriousness, “Do you see it? Then it is true. Yes, I <i>am</i> changed, thank God! And she has done it.”</p>

Line 360 (NEW):  <p>Her dark eyes filled as the last word left her lips, and the beauty of a touched heart shone in her face. Maurice looked up quickly, asking with sudden seriousness, “Do you see it? Then it is true. Yes, I <i>am</i> changed, thank God! And she has done it.”</p>

-----

Line 361 (ORIG): <p>“Who?” demanded his companion jealously.</p>

Line 361 (NEW):  <p>"Who?" asked his companion jealously.</p>

-----

Line 362 (ORIG): <p>“Octavia. Without realizing it, she has done so much for me, and this year of apparent loss and sadness has been the happiest and most rewarding of my life. I've often heard that hardships are the best teachers, and I truly believe that now.”</p>

Line 362 (NEW):  <p>“Octavia. Without realizing it, she has done so much for me, and this year of apparent loss and sadness has been the happiest and most rewarding of my life. I've often heard that hardships are the best teachers, and I truly believe that now.”</p>

-----

Line 363 (ORIG): <p>Mrs. Snowdon shook her head sadly.</p>

Line 363 (NEW):  <p>Mrs. Snowdon shook her head sadly.</p>

-----

Line 364 (ORIG): <p>“Not always; they can be tormentors to some. But don’t preach, Maurice. I’m still a sinner, even if you lean towards sainthood, and I have one more question to ask. What was it that took you and Jasper away from Paris so suddenly?”</p>

Line 364 (NEW):  <p>“Not always; they can be tormentors to some. But don’t preach, Maurice. I’m still a sinner, even if you lean towards sainthood, and I have one more question to ask. What was it that took you and Jasper away from Paris so suddenly?”</p>

-----

Line 365 (ORIG): <p>“That I can never tell you.”</p>

Line 365 (NEW):  <p>“That I can never tell you.”</p>

-----

Line 366 (ORIG): <p>“I'll find out for myself, then.”</p>

Line 366 (NEW):  <p>“I'll find out for myself, then.”</p>

-----

Line 367 (ORIG): <p>“It is impossible.”</p>

Line 367 (NEW):  <p>"It's impossible."</p>

-----

Line 368 (ORIG): <p>“Nothing is impossible for a determined woman.”</p>

Line 368 (NEW):  <p>“Nothing is impossible for a determined woman.”</p>

-----

Line 369 (ORIG): <p>“You can’t squeeze, catch off guard, or bribe this secret out of the two people who know it. Please, I urge you to leave it alone,” Treherne said earnestly.</p>

Line 369 (NEW):  <p>“You can’t squeeze, catch off guard, or bribe this secret out of the two people who know it. Please, I urge you to leave it alone,” Treherne said earnestly.</p>

-----

Line 370 (ORIG): <p>“I have a lead, and I'm going to pursue it; because I'm sure that something is off, and you are—”</p>

Line 370 (NEW):  <p>“I have a lead, and I'm going to pursue it; because I'm sure that something is off, and you are—”</p>

-----

Line 371 (ORIG): <p>“Dear Mrs. Snowdon, are you so enchanted by the birds that you forget your fellow humans, or so enchanted by one person that you forget the birds?”</p>

Line 371 (NEW):  <p>“Dear Mrs. Snowdon, are you so enchanted by the birds that you forget your fellow humans, or so enchanted by one person that you forget the birds?”</p>

-----

Line 372 (ORIG): <p>As the unexpected question surprised both of them, Rose Talbot walked along the terrace, her hands full of holly and her face brimming with playful mischief. As she disappeared, she added, “I’ll let Tavie know that feeding the peacocks is such a fun activity for couples; she and Mr. Annon should definitely give it a try.”</p>

Line 372 (NEW):  <p>As the unexpected question surprised both of them, Rose Talbot walked along the terrace, her hands full of holly and her face brimming with playful mischief. As she disappeared, she added, “I’ll let Tavie know that feeding the peacocks is such a fun activity for couples; she and Mr. Annon should definitely give it a try.”</p>

-----

Line 373 (ORIG): <p>“Saucy gypsy!” muttered Treherne.</p>

Line 373 (NEW):  <p>“Brazen gypsy!” muttered Treherne.</p>

-----

Line 374 (ORIG): <p>But Mrs. Snowdon said, with a knowing smile, “Many a true word is said in jest.”</p>

Line 374 (NEW):  <p>But Mrs. Snowdon said, with a knowing smile, “Many a true word is said in jest.”</p>

-----

Line 375 (ORIG): <p><br/><br/></p>

Line 375 (NEW):  <p><br/><br/></p>

-----

Line 376 (ORIG): <hr/>

Line 376 (NEW):  <hr/>

-----

Line 377 (ORIG): <p><a id="link2HCH0005"> </a></p>

Line 377 (NEW):  <p><a id="link2HCH0005"> </a></p>

-----

Line 378 (ORIG): <div style="height: 4em;">

Line 378 (NEW):  <div style="height: 4em;">

-----

Line 379 (ORIG): <br/><br/><br/><br/>

Line 379 (NEW):  <br/><br/><br/><br/>

-----

Line 380 (ORIG): </div>

Line 380 (NEW):  </div>

-----

Line 381 (ORIG): <h2>

Line 381 (NEW):  <h2>

-----

Line 382 (ORIG):       Chapter V. UNDER THE MISTLETOE

Line 382 (NEW):        Chapter V. UNDER THE MISTLETOE

-----

Line 383 (ORIG):     </h2>

Line 383 (NEW):      </h2>

-----

Line 384 (ORIG): <p>Unusually cheerful and charming, the three young friends looked great, dressed in soft white outfits with holly wreaths in their hair, as they slowly made their way down the wide wooden staircase arm in arm. A footman was lighting the hall lamps because the winter dusk fell early, and the girls were happily chatting about the evening's festivities when suddenly a loud, long scream echoed through the hall. A heavy glass shade slipped from the man's hand and crashed to the floor, and the young women clung to each other in shock, as the cry was filled with sheer terror, followed by a deep silence.</p>

Line 384 (NEW):  <p>Unusually cheerful and charming, the three young friends looked great, dressed in soft white outfits with holly wreaths in their hair, as they slowly made their way down the wide wooden staircase arm in arm. A footman was lighting the hall lamps because the winter dusk fell early, and the girls were happily chatting about the evening's festivities when suddenly a loud, long scream echoed through the hall. A heavy glass shade slipped from the man's hand and crashed to the floor, and the young women clung to each other in shock, as the cry was filled with sheer terror, followed by a deep silence.</p>

-----

Line 385 (ORIG): <p>“What was it, John?” Octavia asked, very pale but steady for a moment.</p>

Line 385 (NEW):  <p>“What was it, John?” Octavia asked, very pale but steady for a moment.</p>

-----

Line 386 (ORIG): <p>“I'll go check on that, miss.” And the man rushed off.</p>

Line 386 (NEW):  <p>“I'll go check on that, miss.” And the man rushed off.</p>

-----

Line 387 (ORIG): <p>“Where did that awful scream come from?” asked Rose, pulling herself together as quickly as she could.</p>

Line 387 (NEW):  <p>“Where did that awful scream come from?” asked Rose, pulling herself together as quickly as she could.</p>

-----

Line 388 (ORIG): <p>“Somewhere above us. Oh, let's go down to the people; I'm terrified,” whispered Blanche, shaking and lightheaded.</p>

Line 388 (NEW):  <p>“Somewhere above us. Oh, let's go down to the people; I'm terrified,” whispered Blanche, shaking and lightheaded.</p>

-----

Line 389 (ORIG): <p>Hurrying into the living room, they found only Annon and the major, both looking surprised and staring out of the windows.</p>

Line 389 (NEW):  <p>Hurrying into the living room, they found only Annon and the major, both looking surprised and staring out of the windows.</p>

-----

Line 390 (ORIG): <p>“Did you hear that? What could it be? Don’t leave us!” cried the girls in unison as they rushed in.</p>

Line 390 (NEW):  <p>“Did you hear that? What could it be? Don’t leave us!” cried the girls in unison as they rushed in.</p>

-----

Line 391 (ORIG): <p>The guys had heard the noise but couldn’t explain it, and they were more than willing to protect the pretty young women who gathered around them like scared fawns. John quickly showed up, looking a bit frantic, and just as eager to share his story as they were to hear it.</p>

Line 391 (NEW):  <p>The guys had heard the noise but couldn’t explain it, and they were more than willing to protect the pretty young women who gathered around them like scared fawns. John quickly showed up, looking a bit frantic, and just as eager to share his story as they were to hear it.</p>

-----

Line 392 (ORIG): <p>“It’s Patty, one of the maids, miss, in a panic. She went up to the north gallery to make sure the fires were right, since it takes a lot of wood to warm the gallery enough for dancing, as you know, miss. Well, it was dark because the fires were low, and her candle went out when she suddenly opened the door, flustered, like maids always are when they go in there. Halfway down the gallery, she said she heard a rustling and stopped. She’s the bravest of them all, and she called out, ‘I see you!’ thinking it was one of us trying to scare her. There was no reply, so she moved on a bit, when suddenly the fire flared up for a moment, and right in front of her was the ghost.”</p>

Line 392 (NEW):  <p>“It’s Patty, one of the maids, miss, in a panic. She went up to the north gallery to make sure the fires were right, since it takes a lot of wood to warm the gallery enough for dancing, as you know, miss. Well, it was dark because the fires were low, and her candle went out when she suddenly opened the door, flustered, like maids always are when they go in there. Halfway down the gallery, she said she heard a rustling and stopped. She’s the bravest of them all, and she called out, ‘I see you!’ thinking it was one of us trying to scare her. There was no reply, so she moved on a bit, when suddenly the fire flared up for a moment, and right in front of her was the ghost.”</p>

-----

Line 393 (ORIG): <p>“Don't be stupid, John. Just tell us what it was,” Octavia said sharply, though her face turned pale and her heart dropped as the last word left the man's lips.</p>

Line 393 (NEW):  <p>“Don't be stupid, John. Just tell us what it was,” Octavia said sharply, though her face turned pale and her heart dropped as the last word left the man's lips.</p>

-----

Line 394 (ORIG): <p>“It was a tall, black figure, miss, with a pale white face and a black hood. She saw it clearly and turned to walk away, but she hadn’t taken more than a few steps when it appeared again in front of her, the same tall, dark figure with the pale white face peering out from the black hood. It raised its arm as if to stop her, but she let out a scream and dashed into Mrs. Benson’s room, where she collapsed in a fit.”</p>

Line 394 (NEW):  <p>“It was a tall, black figure, miss, with a pale white face and a black hood. She saw it clearly and turned to walk away, but she hadn’t taken more than a few steps when it appeared again in front of her, the same tall, dark figure with the pale white face peering out from the black hood. It raised its arm as if to stop her, but she let out a scream and dashed into Mrs. Benson’s room, where she collapsed in a fit.”</p>

-----

Line 395 (ORIG): <p>“How silly to be scared by the shadows of the armored figures standing in the gallery!” said Rose, sounding confident, even though she wouldn’t have gone into the gallery without a light.</p>

Line 395 (NEW):  <p>“How silly to be scared by the shadows of the armored figures standing in the gallery!” said Rose, sounding confident, even though she wouldn’t have gone into the gallery without a light.</p>

-----

Line 396 (ORIG): <p>“Yeah, I’m not surprised, it’s a creepy place at night. How’s the poor thing?” asked Blanche, still clinging to the major's arm in her best pose.</p>

Line 396 (NEW):  <p>“Yeah, I’m not surprised, it’s a creepy place at night. How’s the poor thing?” asked Blanche, still clinging to the major's arm in her best pose.</p>

-----

Line 397 (ORIG): <p>“If Mom doesn’t know anything about it, please ask Mrs. Benson to hide it from her. She’s not feeling well, and stuff like that really bothers her,” said Octavia, adding as the man turned away, “Did anyone check the gallery after Patty told her story?”</p>

Line 397 (NEW):  <p>“If Mom doesn’t know anything about it, please ask Mrs. Benson to hide it from her. She’s not feeling well, and stuff like that really bothers her,” said Octavia, adding as the man turned away, “Did anyone check the gallery after Patty told her story?”</p>

-----

Line 398 (ORIG): <p>“No, miss. I’ll handle it myself; I’m not scared of any man, ghost, or devil, no offense to you ladies,” replied John.</p>

Line 398 (NEW):  <p>“No, miss. I’ll handle it myself; I’m not scared of any man, ghost, or devil, no offense to you ladies,” replied John.</p>

-----

Line 399 (ORIG): <p>“Where's Sir Jasper?” the major suddenly asked.</p>

Line 399 (NEW):  <p>“Where's Sir Jasper?” the major suddenly asked.</p>

-----

Line 400 (ORIG): <p>“Here I am. What a crazy noise someone has been making. It messed up a great dream. Why, Tavie, what is it?” And Sir Jasper came out of the library with a sleepy look and messy hair.</p>

Line 400 (NEW):  <p>“Here I am. What a crazy noise someone has been making. It messed up a great dream. Why, Tavie, what is it?” And Sir Jasper came out of the library with a sleepy look and messy hair.</p>

-----

Line 401 (ORIG): <p>They told him the story, and he laughed loudly, saying the maids were silly to be frightened by a shadow. While he continued to laugh and joke, Mrs. Snowdon came in, looking worried and eager to find out what was causing the commotion.</p>

Line 401 (NEW):  <p>They told him the story, and he laughed loudly, saying the maids were silly to be frightened by a shadow. While he continued to laugh and joke, Mrs. Snowdon came in, looking worried and eager to find out what was causing the commotion.</p>

-----

Line 402 (ORIG): <p>“How interesting! I never knew you had a ghost. Tell me everything about it, Sir Jasper, and calm our nerves by satisfying our curiosity,” she said in her partly persuasive, partly commanding tone as she settled onto Lady Treherne's cherished sofa.</p>

Line 402 (NEW):  <p>“How interesting! I never knew you had a ghost. Tell me everything about it, Sir Jasper, and calm our nerves by satisfying our curiosity,” she said in her partly persuasive, partly commanding tone as she settled onto Lady Treherne's cherished sofa.</p>

-----

Line 403 (ORIG): <p>“There's not much to say, except that this place used to be an abbey, both in reality and in name. An ancestor founded it, and for years the monks lived a happy life here, as you can see, because the cellar is twice as big as the chapel and much better preserved. But another ancestor, a lively and dashing baron, decided to build his castle here, and despite prayers, curses, and excommunication, he kicked the poor monks out, tore down the abbey, and built this impressive old place. Abbot Boniface, as he left his abbey, cast a serious curse on anyone who would live here and vowed to haunt us until the last Treherne disappeared from the earth. With this friendly threat, the old guy left Baron Roland to his fate and died as quickly as he could to start his cheerful mission.”</p>

Line 403 (NEW):  <p>“There's not much to say, except that this place used to be an abbey, both in reality and in name. An ancestor founded it, and for years the monks lived a happy life here, as you can see, because the cellar is twice as big as the chapel and much better preserved. But another ancestor, a lively and dashing baron, decided to build his castle here, and despite prayers, curses, and excommunication, he kicked the poor monks out, tore down the abbey, and built this impressive old place. Abbot Boniface, as he left his abbey, cast a serious curse on anyone who would live here and vowed to haunt us until the last Treherne disappeared from the earth. With this friendly threat, the old guy left Baron Roland to his fate and died as quickly as he could to start his cheerful mission.”</p>

-----

Line 404 (ORIG): <p>“Did he haunt the place?” Blanche asked eagerly.</p>

Line 404 (NEW):  <p>“Did he haunt the place?” Blanche asked eagerly.</p>

-----

Line 405 (ORIG): <p>“Yes, most faithfully from that time to this. Some say many of the monks still wander the older parts of the abbey, since Roland preserved the chapel and the north gallery that connects it to the modern building. Poor souls, they are welcome, and once a year they will have a chance to warm their ghostly selves by the big fires that are always lit at Christmas in the gallery.”</p>

Line 405 (NEW):  <p>“Yes, most faithfully from that time to this. Some say many of the monks still wander the older parts of the abbey, since Roland preserved the chapel and the north gallery that connects it to the modern building. Poor souls, they are welcome, and once a year they will have a chance to warm their ghostly selves by the big fires that are always lit at Christmas in the gallery.”</p>

-----

Line 406 (ORIG): <p>“Mrs. Benson once told me that when the ghost walked, it was a sure sign of a coming death in the family. Is that true?” asked Rose, her curiosity piqued by the look on Octavia's face and the hint of discomfort in Sir Jasper's behavior, despite his cheerful attitude.</p>

Line 406 (NEW):  <p>“Mrs. Benson once told me that when the ghost walked, it was a sure sign of a coming death in the family. Is that true?” asked Rose, her curiosity piqued by the look on Octavia's face and the hint of discomfort in Sir Jasper's behavior, despite his cheerful attitude.</p>

-----

Line 407 (ORIG): <p>“There's a foolish superstition like that in the family, but obviously, no one except the servants believes it. In times of illness, some silly maid or croaking old woman can easily convince themselves they see a ghost, and if death occurs, they’re certain it's a ghostly warning. Benson claimed to have seen it before my father died, and old Roger did the same the night my uncle had a stroke. Patty will never be convinced that this warning doesn't mean the death of Maurice or me, because the brave spirit lets the ladies of our house leave in peace. What do you think about it, Cousin?”</p>

Line 407 (NEW):  <p>“There's a foolish superstition like that in the family, but obviously, no one except the servants believes it. In times of illness, some silly maid or croaking old woman can easily convince themselves they see a ghost, and if death occurs, they’re certain it's a ghostly warning. Benson claimed to have seen it before my father died, and old Roger did the same the night my uncle had a stroke. Patty will never be convinced that this warning doesn't mean the death of Maurice or me, because the brave spirit lets the ladies of our house leave in peace. What do you think about it, Cousin?”</p>

-----

Line 408 (ORIG): <p>Turning as he spoke, Sir Jasper glanced at Treherne, who had come in while he was talking.</p>

Line 408 (NEW):  <p>Turning as he spoke, Sir Jasper glanced at Treherne, who had come in while he was talking.</p>

-----

Line 409 (ORIG): <p>“I’m pretty skeptical and indifferent about the whole situation, but I agree with Octavia that it’s best not to say anything to my aunt if she doesn’t know about it. Her rooms are far away, and maybe she didn’t hear the commotion.”</p>

Line 409 (NEW):  <p>“I’m pretty skeptical and indifferent about the whole situation, but I agree with Octavia that it’s best not to say anything to my aunt if she doesn’t know about it. Her rooms are far away, and maybe she didn’t hear the commotion.”</p>

-----

Line 410 (ORIG): <p>“You seem to hear everything; you weren't with us when I said that.” And Octavia looked up, surprised.</p>

Line 410 (NEW):  <p>“You seem to hear everything; you weren't with us when I said that.” And Octavia looked up, surprised.</p>

-----

Line 411 (ORIG): <p>Smiling widely, Treherne replied, “I notice and comprehend many things that others miss. Jasper, let me suggest that you fix your hair that got messy while you were sleeping. Mrs. Snowdon, if you don’t mind. This rich velvet attracts even the tiniest speck.” And with his handkerchief, he gently wiped off a few streaks of white dust that clung to the lady's skirt.</p>

Line 411 (NEW):  <p>Smiling widely, Treherne replied, “I notice and comprehend many things that others miss. Jasper, let me suggest that you fix your hair that got messy while you were sleeping. Mrs. Snowdon, if you don’t mind. This rich velvet attracts even the tiniest speck.” And with his handkerchief, he gently wiped off a few streaks of white dust that clung to the lady's skirt.</p>

-----

Line 412 (ORIG): <p>Sir Jasper quickly spun around and went to fix his appearance; Mrs. Snowdon bit her lip, but thanked Treherne with a smile and asked him to help her with her glove. While he did that, she said softly, “Be more careful next time. Octavia has sharp eyes, and the major might be a problem.”</p>

Line 412 (NEW):  <p>Sir Jasper quickly spun around and went to fix his appearance; Mrs. Snowdon bit her lip, but thanked Treherne with a smile and asked him to help her with her glove. While he did that, she said softly, “Be more careful next time. Octavia has sharp eyes, and the major might be a problem.”</p>

-----

Line 413 (ORIG): <p>“I’m not worried that <i>you</i> will,” he whispered back, with a wicked look.</p>

Line 413 (NEW):  <p>“I’m not worried that <i>you</i> will,” he whispered back, with a wicked look.</p>

-----

Line 414 (ORIG): <p>Here, my lady's arrival brought the ghostly episode to a halt, as it was clear she was unaware of what had transpired. Octavia quietly left to ask John and found out there was no sign of a ghost. Treherne focused his attention on Mrs. Snowdon, the major kept my lady company, while Sir Jasper and the girls conversed separately.</p>

Line 414 (NEW):  <p>Here, my lady's arrival brought the ghostly episode to a halt, as it was clear she was unaware of what had transpired. Octavia quietly left to ask John and found out there was no sign of a ghost. Treherne focused his attention on Mrs. Snowdon, the major kept my lady company, while Sir Jasper and the girls conversed separately.</p>

-----

Line 415 (ORIG): <p>It was Christmas Eve, and the dance in the grand gallery was the annual celebration at the abbey. Everyone had been looking forward to it, but the maid's story seemed to dampen their excitement, even if no one admitted it. This frustrated Sir Jasper, and he tried to lift the mood by pretending to be cheerful, even though he wasn't. As soon as the gentlemen returned from dinner, he leaned over to his mother, who stood up, asked the general for his arm, and led the way to the north gallery, where the sound of music was now coming from. The others followed in a cheerful procession, including Treherne, who was carried up the grand staircase in his chair by two footmen.</p>

Line 415 (NEW):  <p>It was Christmas Eve, and the dance in the grand gallery was the annual celebration at the abbey. Everyone had been looking forward to it, but the maid's story seemed to dampen their excitement, even if no one admitted it. This frustrated Sir Jasper, and he tried to lift the mood by pretending to be cheerful, even though he wasn't. As soon as the gentlemen returned from dinner, he leaned over to his mother, who stood up, asked the general for his arm, and led the way to the north gallery, where the sound of music was now coming from. The others followed in a cheerful procession, including Treherne, who was carried up the grand staircase in his chair by two footmen.</p>

-----

Line 416 (ORIG): <p>Nothing could look less spooky now than the haunted gallery. Fires blazed up a wide chimney at each end, with long rows of armored figures standing on either side, one gloved hand holding a lance, the other holding a lit candle, a design of Sir Jasper's. Narrow windows cut into the thick walls let in glimpses of winter moonlight; ivy, holly, and evergreen sparkled in the warm glow of mixed firelight and candlelight. From the arched stone ceiling hung tattered banners, and in the center dangled a large bunch of mistletoe. Red-cushioned seats were positioned in recessed window nooks, and from behind a tall covered screen of oak came the cheerful tune of Sir Roger de Coverley.</p>

Line 416 (NEW):  <p>Nothing could look less spooky now than the haunted gallery. Fires blazed up a wide chimney at each end, with long rows of armored figures standing on either side, one gloved hand holding a lance, the other holding a lit candle, a design of Sir Jasper's. Narrow windows cut into the thick walls let in glimpses of winter moonlight; ivy, holly, and evergreen sparkled in the warm glow of mixed firelight and candlelight. From the arched stone ceiling hung tattered banners, and in the center dangled a large bunch of mistletoe. Red-cushioned seats were positioned in recessed window nooks, and from behind a tall covered screen of oak came the cheerful tune of Sir Roger de Coverley.</p>

-----

Line 417 (ORIG): <p>With great seriousness and elegance, my lady and the general kicked off the dance. Following the traditional style, the men and women in their finest attire joined the gentlemen and ladies, dancing with a mix of pride and shyness. Sir Jasper spun the old housekeeper around until she felt dizzy and her proper skirts swirled wildly; Mrs. Snowdon charmed the gray-haired butler with her graciousness; and John felt proud thanks to his young mistress. The major stood out among the lovely maids, and Rose had the footmen gasping for breath long before the music stopped.</p>

Line 417 (NEW):  <p>With great seriousness and elegance, my lady and the general kicked off the dance. Following the traditional style, the men and women in their finest attire joined the gentlemen and ladies, dancing with a mix of pride and shyness. Sir Jasper spun the old housekeeper around until she felt dizzy and her proper skirts swirled wildly; Mrs. Snowdon charmed the gray-haired butler with her graciousness; and John felt proud thanks to his young mistress. The major stood out among the lovely maids, and Rose had the footmen gasping for breath long before the music stopped.</p>

-----

Line 418 (ORIG): <p>The fun really picked up from that moment, and when the general unexpectedly greeted my lady while she was standing under the mistletoe, the applause was huge. Everyone quickly followed the old gentleman's lead whenever they could, and the young ladies soon had cheeks as rosy as the maids'. More dancing, games, songs, and all sorts of festive activities filled the evening, yet beneath the surface of the celebration, more than one little scene played out that night, and in an hour of seeming lightheartedness, the course of several lives changed.</p>

Line 418 (NEW):  <p>The fun really picked up from that moment, and when the general unexpectedly greeted my lady while she was standing under the mistletoe, the applause was huge. Everyone quickly followed the old gentleman's lead whenever they could, and the young ladies soon had cheeks as rosy as the maids'. More dancing, games, songs, and all sorts of festive activities filled the evening, yet beneath the surface of the celebration, more than one little scene played out that night, and in an hour of seeming lightheartedness, the course of several lives changed.</p>

-----

Line 419 (ORIG): <p>By a clever move, Annon brought Octavia to a secluded spot, as if to take a break after an energetic game, and, seizing the moment, expressed his feelings. She listened attentively and, when he finished, replied slowly but firmly, without any hint of uncertainty, “Thank you for the honor you’re giving me, but I can’t accept it, because I don’t love you. I don’t think I ever will.”</p>

Line 419 (NEW):  <p>By a clever move, Annon brought Octavia to a secluded spot, as if to take a break after an energetic game, and, seizing the moment, expressed his feelings. She listened attentively and, when he finished, replied slowly but firmly, without any hint of uncertainty, “Thank you for the honor you’re giving me, but I can’t accept it, because I don’t love you. I don’t think I ever will.”</p>

-----

Line 420 (ORIG): <p>“Have you tried?” he asked excitedly.</p>

Line 420 (NEW):  <p>“Have you tried?” he asked excitedly.</p>

-----

Line 421 (ORIG): <p>“Yes, I really have. I like you as a friend, but nothing more. I know Mom wants it, that Jasper hopes for it, and I try to make them happy, but love can't be forced, so what can I do?” And she smiled despite herself at her own straightforwardness.</p>

Line 421 (NEW):  <p>“Yes, I really have. I like you as a friend, but nothing more. I know Mom wants it, that Jasper hopes for it, and I try to make them happy, but love can't be forced, so what can I do?” And she smiled despite herself at her own straightforwardness.</p>

-----

Line 422 (ORIG): <p>“No, but it can be valued, nurtured, and eventually gained, with patience and commitment. Let me try, Octavia; it’s only fair, unless you’ve already learned from someone else the lesson I hope to share. Is that the case?”</p>

Line 422 (NEW):  <p>“No, but it can be valued, nurtured, and eventually gained, with patience and commitment. Let me try, Octavia; it’s only fair, unless you’ve already learned from someone else the lesson I hope to share. Is that the case?”</p>

-----

Line 423 (ORIG): <p>“No, I don't think so. I don't understand myself yet; I'm so young, and this is all so sudden. Give me time, Frank.”</p>

Line 423 (NEW):  <p>“No, I don't think so. I don't understand myself yet; I'm so young, and this is all so sudden. Give me time, Frank.”</p>

-----

Line 424 (ORIG): <p>She flushed and fluttered now, looked partly angry, partly pleading, and completely beautiful.</p>

Line 424 (NEW):  <p>She flushed and fluttered now, looked partly angry, partly pleading, and completely beautiful.</p>

-----

Line 425 (ORIG): <p>“How much time should I give? It can’t take long to read a heart like yours, dear.” And thinking her emotion was a good sign, he embraced the role of a serious lover.</p>

Line 425 (NEW):  <p>“How much time should I give? It can’t take long to read a heart like yours, dear.” And thinking her emotion was a good sign, he embraced the role of a serious lover.</p>

-----

Line 426 (ORIG): <p>“Give me time until the New Year. I’ll respond then, and in the meantime, let me have the freedom to understand both myself and you. We've known each other for a while, I admit, but this changes everything and makes you feel like a different person. Be patient, Frank, and I’ll do my best to turn my obligation into something enjoyable.”</p>

Line 426 (NEW):  <p>“Give me time until the New Year. I’ll respond then, and in the meantime, let me have the freedom to understand both myself and you. We've known each other for a while, I admit, but this changes everything and makes you feel like a different person. Be patient, Frank, and I’ll do my best to turn my obligation into something enjoyable.”</p>

-----

Line 427 (ORIG): <p>“I will. God bless you for your kind hope, Octavia. It has been my hope for years, and if I lose it, it will be really difficult for me.”</p>

Line 427 (NEW):  <p>“I will. God bless you for your kind hope, Octavia. It has been my hope for years, and if I lose it, it will be really difficult for me.”</p>

-----

Line 428 (ORIG): <p>Later in the evening, General Snowdon stood looking at the old screen. In many places, the carved oak was completely pierced, allowing voices to be heard from behind it. The musicians had gone to dinner, the young people were quietly occupied at the other end of the hall, and as the elderly gentleman admired the unique carving, he caught the sound of his own name. The housekeeper and butler remained, even though the other staff had left, and sitting comfortably behind the screen, they chatted quietly, thinking they were safe.</p>

Line 428 (NEW):  <p>Later in the evening, General Snowdon stood looking at the old screen. In many places, the carved oak was completely pierced, allowing voices to be heard from behind it. The musicians had gone to dinner, the young people were quietly occupied at the other end of the hall, and as the elderly gentleman admired the unique carving, he caught the sound of his own name. The housekeeper and butler remained, even though the other staff had left, and sitting comfortably behind the screen, they chatted quietly, thinking they were safe.</p>

-----

Line 429 (ORIG): <p>“It <i>was</i> Mrs. Snowdon, Adam, I swear it’s true, but I wouldn’t tell anyone else but you. She and Sir Jasper were here wrapped in cloaks, and I'm sure they were up to no good. She's gorgeous, but I don’t feel jealous of her, and there will be trouble in the house if she sticks around too long.”</p>

Line 429 (NEW):  <p>“It <i>was</i> Mrs. Snowdon, Adam, I swear it’s true, but I wouldn’t tell anyone else but you. She and Sir Jasper were here wrapped in cloaks, and I'm sure they were up to no good. She's gorgeous, but I don’t feel jealous of her, and there will be trouble in the house if she sticks around too long.”</p>

-----

Line 430 (ORIG): <p>“But how do you know, Mrs. Benson, she was here? Where's your proof, ma'am?” asked the arrogant butler.</p>

Line 430 (NEW):  <p>“But how do you know, Mrs. Benson, she was here? Where's your proof, ma'am?” asked the arrogant butler.</p>

-----

Line 431 (ORIG): <p>“Check this out, and then take a look at the outrageous detail on the lady's dress. You guys are so clueless about this kind of stuff that you'd never notice these little things. Anyway, I was here first after Patty, and I spotted this jet ornament right where she saw the spirit. No one else has such cute little details except Mrs. Snowdon, and they’re all over her gown. If that’s not proof, then what is?”</p>

Line 431 (NEW):  <p>“Check this out, and then take a look at the outrageous detail on the lady's dress. You guys are so clueless about this kind of stuff that you'd never notice these little things. Anyway, I was here first after Patty, and I spotted this jet ornament right where she saw the spirit. No one else has such cute little details except Mrs. Snowdon, and they’re all over her gown. If that’s not proof, then what is?”</p>

-----

Line 432 (ORIG): <p>“Well, if I’m being honest, then I have to ask what on earth she and the Master are doing up here at this hour?” asked the dim-witted butler.</p>

Line 432 (NEW):  <p>“Well, if I’m being honest, then I have to ask what on earth she and the Master are doing up here at this hour?” asked the dim-witted butler.</p>

-----

Line 433 (ORIG): <p>“Adam, we've been loyal servants to this family for a long time, and I’ll tell you something that shouldn’t be said to others. The Master has been reckless, as you know, and I believe he loved this woman overseas. There was some talk of a mystery, wrongdoing, or bad luck over a year ago, and she was involved. I hate to say it, but I think the Master still loves her, and she loves him too. The general is an old man; she is young, full of life, and charming. It’s unreasonable for her to care for him as she would for a fine, dashing gentleman like Sir Jasper. There's trouble ahead, Adam, mark my words. There’s trouble on the horizon for the Trehernes.”</p>

Line 433 (NEW):  <p>“Adam, we've been loyal servants to this family for a long time, and I’ll tell you something that shouldn’t be said to others. The Master has been reckless, as you know, and I believe he loved this woman overseas. There was some talk of a mystery, wrongdoing, or bad luck over a year ago, and she was involved. I hate to say it, but I think the Master still loves her, and she loves him too. The general is an old man; she is young, full of life, and charming. It’s unreasonable for her to care for him as she would for a fine, dashing gentleman like Sir Jasper. There's trouble ahead, Adam, mark my words. There’s trouble on the horizon for the Trehernes.”</p>

-----

Line 434 (ORIG): <p>So quiet were the voices that the listener wouldn’t have caught the words if he hadn’t been straining to hear. He heard everything, and his haggard face showed the anger of a young man, then went pale and serious as he turned to watch his wife. She was standing away from the others talking to Sir Jasper, who looked particularly handsome and charming as he fanned her with an attentive air.</p>

Line 434 (NEW):  <p>So quiet were the voices that the listener wouldn’t have caught the words if he hadn’t been straining to hear. He heard everything, and his haggard face showed the anger of a young man, then went pale and serious as he turned to watch his wife. She was standing away from the others talking to Sir Jasper, who looked particularly handsome and charming as he fanned her with an attentive air.</p>

-----

Line 435 (ORIG): <p>Perhaps it’s true, thought the old man bitterly. They make a good pair, were lovers once, no doubt, and long to be that way again. Poor Edith, I was very blind. And with his gray head bowed on his chest, the general slipped away, carrying an arrow in his brave old heart.</p>

Line 435 (NEW):  <p>Perhaps it’s true, thought the old man bitterly. They make a good pair, were lovers once, no doubt, and long to be that way again. Poor Edith, I was very blind. And with his gray head bowed on his chest, the general slipped away, carrying an arrow in his brave old heart.</p>

-----

Line 436 (ORIG): <p><br/><br/></p>

Line 436 (NEW):  <p><br/><br/></p>

-----

Line 437 (ORIG): <hr/>

Line 437 (NEW):  <hr/>

-----

Line 438 (ORIG): <p><br/><br/></p>

Line 438 (NEW):  <p><br/><br/></p>

-----

Line 439 (ORIG): <p>“Blanche, come here and take a break, or you’ll be sick tomorrow; I promised Mom I'd look after you.” With that older-sisterly command, Rose led the girl to a huge old chair that could fit both of them. “Now listen to me and follow my advice, because I know what I'm talking about, even if I’m not gray yet. Everyone’s busy, so just leave them be and let me show you what to do.”</p>

Line 439 (NEW):  <p>“Blanche, come here and take a break, or you’ll be sick tomorrow; I promised Mom I'd look after you.” With that older-sisterly command, Rose led the girl to a huge old chair that could fit both of them. “Now listen to me and follow my advice, because I know what I'm talking about, even if I’m not gray yet. Everyone’s busy, so just leave them be and let me show you what to do.”</p>

-----

Line 440 (ORIG): <p>Rose spoke softly but with determination, nodding her pretty head so energetically that the holly berries rolled off her white shoulders.</p>

Line 440 (NEW):  <p>Rose spoke softly but with determination, nodding her pretty head so energetically that the holly berries rolled off her white shoulders.</p>

-----

Line 441 (ORIG): <p>“We're not as wealthy as we could be, and we need to make our mark as soon and as effectively as we can. I plan to be Lady Treherne. You can be the Honorable Mrs. Annon, if you put your mind to it.”</p>

Line 441 (NEW):  <p>“We're not as wealthy as we could be, and we need to make our mark as soon and as effectively as we can. I plan to be Lady Treherne. You can be the Honorable Mrs. Annon, if you put your mind to it.”</p>

-----

Line 442 (ORIG): <p>“My dear child, are you crazy?” whispered Blanche.</p>

Line 442 (NEW):  <p>“My dear child, are you crazy?” whispered Blanche.</p>

-----

Line 443 (ORIG): <p>“Not at all, but you will be if you spend your time on Maurice. He’s poor and disabled, though I have to admit he’s quite charming. He loves Tavie, and I’m sure she’ll marry him. She can’t stand Frank, but she’s making an effort because my lady insists on it. Nothing will come of it, so use your charm and comfort the poor guy; showing sympathy now will nurture love later.”</p>

Line 443 (NEW):  <p>“Not at all, but you will be if you spend your time on Maurice. He’s poor and disabled, though I have to admit he’s quite charming. He loves Tavie, and I’m sure she’ll marry him. She can’t stand Frank, but she’s making an effort because my lady insists on it. Nothing will come of it, so use your charm and comfort the poor guy; showing sympathy now will nurture love later.”</p>

-----

Line 444 (ORIG): <p>“Don’t talk like that here, Rose, someone will hear us,” her sister began, but the other interrupted energetically.</p>

Line 444 (NEW):  <p>“Don’t talk like that here, Rose, someone will hear us,” her sister began, but the other interrupted energetically.</p>

-----

Line 445 (ORIG): <p>“No worries, a crowd is the best place to keep secrets. Now remember what I'm saying and make your move while the game is on. Other people are cautious about speaking their plans, but I'm not going to pretend; I say exactly what I mean. Keep my wise advice in mind and act wisely. Now come on and let’s get started.”</p>

Line 445 (NEW):  <p>“No worries, a crowd is the best place to keep secrets. Now remember what I'm saying and make your move while the game is on. Other people are cautious about speaking their plans, but I'm not going to pretend; I say exactly what I mean. Keep my wise advice in mind and act wisely. Now come on and let’s get started.”</p>

-----

Line 446 (ORIG): <p>Treherne was sitting alone by one of the big fires, watching the lively scene with a serious expression. For him, there was neither dancing nor games; he could only meander around catching glimpses of forbidden pleasures, unattainable delights, and youthful hopes that were forever out of reach. His face was sad but not gloomy, and to Octavia, it was a silent accusation that she couldn't resist for long. Approaching as if to warm herself, she spoke to him in her usual straightforward and friendly way, and her heart raced when she noticed how quickly her warm demeanor changed him.</p>

Line 446 (NEW):  <p>Treherne was sitting alone by one of the big fires, watching the lively scene with a serious expression. For him, there was neither dancing nor games; he could only meander around catching glimpses of forbidden pleasures, unattainable delights, and youthful hopes that were forever out of reach. His face was sad but not gloomy, and to Octavia, it was a silent accusation that she couldn't resist for long. Approaching as if to warm herself, she spoke to him in her usual straightforward and friendly way, and her heart raced when she noticed how quickly her warm demeanor changed him.</p>

-----

Line 447 (ORIG): <p>“How pretty your holly is! Do you remember how we used to go out and gather it for festivals like this, when we were happy kids?” he asked, looking up at her with eyes full of warm admiration.</p>

Line 447 (NEW):  <p>“How pretty your holly is! Do you remember how we used to go out and gather it for festivals like this, when we were happy kids?” he asked, looking up at her with eyes full of warm admiration.</p>

-----

Line 448 (ORIG): <p>“Yeah, I remember. Everyone's wearing it tonight like a badge, but you don’t have one.  

Line 448 (NEW):  <p>“Yeah, I remember. Everyone's wearing it tonight like a badge, but you don’t have one.  

-----

Line 449 (ORIG):       Let me get you some; I want you to be one of us in everything.”</p>

Line 449 (NEW):        Let me get you some; I want you to be one of us in everything.”</p>

-----

Line 450 (ORIG): <p>She leaned forward to snap a green sprig from the branch above the mantel; the strong draft pulled her soft skirt in, and in an instant, she was surrounded by flames.</p>

Line 450 (NEW):  <p>She leaned forward to snap a green sprig from the branch above the mantel; the strong draft pulled her soft skirt in, and in an instant, she was surrounded by flames.</p>

-----

Line 451 (ORIG): <p>“Maurice, save me, help me!” cried a voice filled with fear and agony, and before anyone could reach her, before he even realized what he was doing, Treherne had jumped from his chair, wrapped the tiger skin tightly around her, and knelt there holding her in his arms, oblivious to the fire, pain, or the jumbled expressions of love that spilled from his lips.</p>

Line 451 (NEW):  <p>“Maurice, save me, help me!” cried a voice filled with fear and agony, and before anyone could reach her, before he even realized what he was doing, Treherne had jumped from his chair, wrapped the tiger skin tightly around her, and knelt there holding her in his arms, oblivious to the fire, pain, or the jumbled expressions of love that spilled from his lips.</p>

-----

Line 452 (ORIG): <p><br/><br/></p>

Line 452 (NEW):  <p><br/><br/></p>

-----

Line 453 (ORIG): <hr/>

Line 453 (NEW):  <hr/>

-----

Line 454 (ORIG): <p><a id="link2HCH0006"> </a></p>

Line 454 (NEW):  <p><a id="link2HCH0006"> </a></p>

-----

Line 455 (ORIG): <div style="height: 4em;">

Line 455 (NEW):  <div style="height: 4em;">

-----

Line 456 (ORIG): <br/><br/><br/><br/>

Line 456 (NEW):  <br/><br/><br/><br/>

-----

Line 457 (ORIG): </div>

Line 457 (NEW):  </div>

-----

Line 458 (ORIG): <h2>

Line 458 (NEW):  <h2>

-----

Line 459 (ORIG):       Chapter VI. MIRACLES

Line 459 (NEW):        Chapter VI. MIRACLES

-----

Line 460 (ORIG):     </h2>

Line 460 (NEW):      </h2>

-----

Line 461 (ORIG): <p>There was a lot of confusion and panic for several minutes, but when the chaos died down, two miracles appeared. Octavia was completely unharmed, and Treherne was standing on his own, something he hadn't done without crutches for months. In the heat of the moment, no one noticed the miracle; everyone was crowding around the girl, who, though pale and breathless, was now collected. She was the first to point to her cousin, who had pushed himself up with the help of his chair and was leaning there, smiling, with a face full of pure joy.</p>

Line 461 (NEW):  <p>There was a lot of confusion and panic for several minutes, but when the chaos died down, two miracles appeared. Octavia was completely unharmed, and Treherne was standing on his own, something he hadn't done without crutches for months. In the heat of the moment, no one noticed the miracle; everyone was crowding around the girl, who, though pale and breathless, was now collected. She was the first to point to her cousin, who had pushed himself up with the help of his chair and was leaning there, smiling, with a face full of pure joy.</p>

-----

Line 462 (ORIG): <p>“Look at Maurice! Oh, Jasper, help him or he’s going to fall!”</p>

Line 462 (NEW):  <p>“Look at Maurice! Oh, Jasper, help him or he’s going to fall!”</p>

-----

Line 463 (ORIG): <p>Sir Jasper jumped to his side and put a strong arm around him, while a chorus of amazement, sympathy, and congratulations surrounded them.</p>

Line 463 (NEW):  <p>Sir Jasper jumped to his side and put a strong arm around him, while a chorus of amazement, sympathy, and congratulations surrounded them.</p>

-----

Line 464 (ORIG): <p>“Why, kid, what does this mean? Have you been fooling us all this time?”  

Line 464 (NEW):  <p>“Why, kid, what does this mean? Have you been fooling us all this time?”  

-----

Line 465 (ORIG):        yelled Jasper, as Treherne leaned on him, looking worn out but genuinely  

Line 465 (NEW):         yelled Jasper, as Treherne leaned on him, looking worn out but genuinely  

-----

Line 466 (ORIG):       happy.</p>

Line 466 (NEW):        happy.</p>

-----

Line 467 (ORIG): <p>“It means I won’t be a cripple for the rest of my life; that they weren’t lying when they said a sudden shock could give me a stronger energy than anything they could use. It <i>has</i>, and if I’m healed, I owe it all to you, Octavia.”</p>

Line 467 (NEW):  <p>“It means I won’t be a cripple for the rest of my life; that they weren’t lying when they said a sudden shock could give me a stronger energy than anything they could use. It <i>has</i>, and if I’m healed, I owe it all to you, Octavia.”</p>

-----

Line 468 (ORIG): <p>He reached out to her with such an intense expression of gratitude that the girl covered her face to hide her betraying tenderness. My lady went to him and, wrapping him in a warm, motherly embrace, said brokenly, “God bless you for this, Maurice, and may you be rewarded with a complete recovery. I owe the lives of both my children to you; how can I thank you properly?”</p>

Line 468 (NEW):  <p>He reached out to her with such an intense expression of gratitude that the girl covered her face to hide her betraying tenderness. My lady went to him and, wrapping him in a warm, motherly embrace, said brokenly, “God bless you for this, Maurice, and may you be rewarded with a complete recovery. I owe the lives of both my children to you; how can I thank you properly?”</p>

-----

Line 469 (ORIG): <p>“I can't tell you just yet,” he whispered eagerly, then added, “I'm starting to feel faint, Aunt. Please get me out of here before I cause a scene.”</p>

Line 469 (NEW):  <p>“I can't tell you just yet,” he whispered eagerly, then added, “I'm starting to feel faint, Aunt. Please get me out of here before I cause a scene.”</p>

-----

Line 470 (ORIG): <p>This hint brought my lady back to her usual composed self. She asked Jasper and the major to help Treherne to his room right away, and she urged Rose to comfort her sister, who was crying uncontrollably. As they all followed her instructions, she took her daughter to her own room, since the evening’s festivities were over.</p>

Line 470 (NEW):  <p>This hint brought my lady back to her usual composed self. She asked Jasper and the major to help Treherne to his room right away, and she urged Rose to comfort her sister, who was crying uncontrollably. As they all followed her instructions, she took her daughter to her own room, since the evening’s festivities were over.</p>

-----

Line 471 (ORIG): <p>At the same time, Mrs. Snowdon and Annon said good-night to my lady, as if they were about to head off to bed too. But when they reached the door of the gallery, Mrs. Snowdon stopped and signaled for Annon to come back. They were alone now, and as they stood in front of the fire that had almost turned that Christmas Eve into a disaster, she turned to him with a face full of interest and sympathy. Nodding toward the charred remains of Octavia's dress and the scorched tiger skin still lying at their feet, she said, “That was both a lucky and an unlucky little incident, but I worry that Maurice's gain will be your loss. Please forgive my honesty for Octavia’s sake; she is a wonderful person, and I really want to see her with someone deserving of her. I’m good at reading faces quickly; I can tell that your chances aren’t going as well as you’d like, and I want to help you. May I?”</p>

Line 471 (NEW):  <p>At the same time, Mrs. Snowdon and Annon said good-night to my lady, as if they were about to head off to bed too. But when they reached the door of the gallery, Mrs. Snowdon stopped and signaled for Annon to come back. They were alone now, and as they stood in front of the fire that had almost turned that Christmas Eve into a disaster, she turned to him with a face full of interest and sympathy. Nodding toward the charred remains of Octavia's dress and the scorched tiger skin still lying at their feet, she said, “That was both a lucky and an unlucky little incident, but I worry that Maurice's gain will be your loss. Please forgive my honesty for Octavia’s sake; she is a wonderful person, and I really want to see her with someone deserving of her. I’m good at reading faces quickly; I can tell that your chances aren’t going as well as you’d like, and I want to help you. May I?”</p>

-----

Line 472 (ORIG): <p>“Of course, you can, and I'll gladly do anything in return. But what’s behind this unexpected kindness?” exclaimed Annon, feeling both thankful and taken aback.</p>

Line 472 (NEW):  <p>“Of course, you can, and I'll gladly do anything in return. But what’s behind this unexpected kindness?” exclaimed Annon, feeling both thankful and taken aback.</p>

-----

Line 473 (ORIG): <p>"To my respect for the young woman, my desire to protect her from an undeserving man."</p>

Line 473 (NEW):  <p>"To my respect for the young woman, my desire to protect her from an undeserving man."</p>

-----

Line 474 (ORIG): <p>“Are you talking about Treherne?” Annon asked, increasingly astonished.</p>

Line 474 (NEW):  <p>“Are you talking about Treherne?” Annon asked, increasingly astonished.</p>

-----

Line 475 (ORIG): <p>“I agree. Octavia cannot marry a gambler!”</p>

Line 475 (NEW):  <p>“I agree. Octavia cannot marry a gambler!”</p>

-----

Line 476 (ORIG): <p>“My dear lady, you are mistaken; Treherne is definitely not a gambler. I don't owe him any favors, but I can't stand by and let him be slandered.”</p>

Line 476 (NEW):  <p>“My dear lady, you are mistaken; Treherne is definitely not a gambler. I don't owe him any favors, but I can't stand by and let him be slandered.”</p>

-----

Line 477 (ORIG): <p>“You're generous, but I'm not wrong. Can you, on your honor, promise me that Maurice never played?”</p>

Line 477 (NEW):  <p>“You're generous, but I'm not wrong. Can you, on your honor, promise me that Maurice never played?”</p>

-----

Line 478 (ORIG): <p>Mrs. Snowdon's sharp eyes were on him, and he looked a bit embarrassed for a moment, but replied with some hesitance, “Well, no, I can't say that, but I can assure you he’s not a regular gambler. All young men in his position gamble to some extent, especially when they’re abroad. For most, it’s just a pastime, and among men, it’s not seen as shameful or risky. Women view it differently, I think, at least here in England.”</p>

Line 478 (NEW):  <p>Mrs. Snowdon's sharp eyes were on him, and he looked a bit embarrassed for a moment, but replied with some hesitance, “Well, no, I can't say that, but I can assure you he’s not a regular gambler. All young men in his position gamble to some extent, especially when they’re abroad. For most, it’s just a pastime, and among men, it’s not seen as shameful or risky. Women view it differently, I think, at least here in England.”</p>

-----

Line 479 (ORIG): <p>At the word “abroad,” Mrs. Snowdon’s face lit up, and she quickly looked down, as if she was worried about revealing some hidden intention.</p>

Line 479 (NEW):  <p>At the word “abroad,” Mrs. Snowdon’s face lit up, and she quickly looked down, as if she was worried about revealing some hidden intention.</p>

-----

Line 480 (ORIG): <p>“Absolutely, we should, many of us having dealt with this harmful habit. I have particular reasons to fear and condemn it, and the thought that Octavia might eventually experience what I went through as a girl drives me to speak up when I would otherwise remain silent. Mr. Annon, I heard a rumor that Maurice was forced to leave Paris because of some dishonorable behavior at the casino. Is this true?”</p>

Line 480 (NEW):  <p>“Absolutely, we should, many of us having dealt with this harmful habit. I have particular reasons to fear and condemn it, and the thought that Octavia might eventually experience what I went through as a girl drives me to speak up when I would otherwise remain silent. Mr. Annon, I heard a rumor that Maurice was forced to leave Paris because of some dishonorable behavior at the casino. Is this true?”</p>

-----

Line 481 (ORIG): <p>“Don't ask me; honestly, I can't tell you. I just know that something was off, but I never found out what. Different stories circulated at the clubs, and Sir Jasper angrily denied them all. The courage with which Maurice saved his cousin, along with the tragic event that befell him, put an end to the rumors, and they were soon forgotten.”</p>

Line 481 (NEW):  <p>“Don't ask me; honestly, I can't tell you. I just know that something was off, but I never found out what. Different stories circulated at the clubs, and Sir Jasper angrily denied them all. The courage with which Maurice saved his cousin, along with the tragic event that befell him, put an end to the rumors, and they were soon forgotten.”</p>

-----

Line 482 (ORIG): <p>Mrs. Snowdon stayed quiet for a moment, her brows furrowed in deep thought, while Annon watched her uneasily. Suddenly, she glanced over her shoulder, moved closer, and whispered cautiously, “Did the rumors you mentioned accuse him of—” and the last word was breathed into Annon's ear almost inaudibly.</p>

Line 482 (NEW):  <p>Mrs. Snowdon stayed quiet for a moment, her brows furrowed in deep thought, while Annon watched her uneasily. Suddenly, she glanced over her shoulder, moved closer, and whispered cautiously, “Did the rumors you mentioned accuse him of—” and the last word was breathed into Annon's ear almost inaudibly.</p>

-----

Line 483 (ORIG): <p>He suddenly looked like a new light had gone off in his head and stared at the speaker with a worried expression for a moment, saying quickly, “No, but now that you mention it, when we talked about that kind of thing the other day, Treherne seemed really strange and rolled away, as if he didn’t care. I can’t believe it, but it could be something like that. That would explain old Sir Jasper’s weird behavior and Treherne’s consistent denial of knowing anything about it. How on earth did you find this out?”</p>

Line 483 (NEW):  <p>He suddenly looked like a new light had gone off in his head and stared at the speaker with a worried expression for a moment, saying quickly, “No, but now that you mention it, when we talked about that kind of thing the other day, Treherne seemed really strange and rolled away, as if he didn’t care. I can’t believe it, but it could be something like that. That would explain old Sir Jasper’s weird behavior and Treherne’s consistent denial of knowing anything about it. How on earth did you find this out?”</p>

-----

Line 484 (ORIG): <p>“My woman's intuition suggested it, and my woman's determination will either confirm or dispel the suspicion. My lady and Octavia clearly know nothing, but they will if there's any chance of the girl getting involved with him.”</p>

Line 484 (NEW):  <p>“My woman's intuition suggested it, and my woman's determination will either confirm or dispel the suspicion. My lady and Octavia clearly know nothing, but they will if there's any chance of the girl getting involved with him.”</p>

-----

Line 485 (ORIG): <p>“You wouldn't tell her!” Annon exclaimed.</p>

Line 485 (NEW):  <p>“You wouldn't tell her!” Annon exclaimed.</p>

-----

Line 486 (ORIG): <p>“I will, unless you do it,” was the firm answer.</p>

Line 486 (NEW):  <p>“I will, unless you do it,” was the firm answer.</p>

-----

Line 487 (ORIG): <p>“Never! I can’t betray a friend, not even to win over the woman I love; my honor won’t allow it.”</p>

Line 487 (NEW):  <p>“Never! I can’t betray a friend, not even to win over the woman I love; my honor won’t allow it.”</p>

-----

Line 488 (ORIG): <p>Mrs. Snowdon smiled scornfully.</p>

Line 488 (NEW):  <p>Mrs. Snowdon smirked disdainfully.</p>

-----

Line 489 (ORIG): <p>“Men have a strict code of honor, and we poor women suffer because of it.  

Line 489 (NEW):  <p>“Men have a strict code of honor, and we poor women suffer because of it.  

-----

Line 490 (ORIG):       Leave this to me; just do your best, and if all else fails, you might want to consider my plan to stop Maurice from marrying his cousin.  

Line 490 (NEW):        Leave this to me; just do your best, and if all else fails, you might want to consider my plan to stop Maurice from marrying his cousin.  

-----

Line 491 (ORIG):       Gratitude and pity are powerful allies, and if he gets better, his strong will will do everything possible to win her over. Good night.” With her final words lingering in Annon's mind, Mrs. Snowdon left to face sleepless hours filled with tormenting memories, new hopes, and fluctuating feelings of determination and despair.</p>

Line 491 (NEW):        Gratitude and pity are powerful allies, and if he gets better, his strong will will do everything possible to win her over. Good night.” With her final words lingering in Annon's mind, Mrs. Snowdon left to face sleepless hours filled with tormenting memories, new hopes, and fluctuating feelings of determination and despair.</p>

-----

Line 492 (ORIG): <p>Treherne's chance of recovery brought joy to the entire house, as his brave attitude and constant positivity made him beloved by everyone. It wasn't a short-lived improvement; each day he steadily grew stronger, moving quickly from a chair to crutches, and then from crutches to a cane and a friend's supportive arm, always ready for him. Pain came back along with his regained vitality, but he faced it with a strength that moved everyone who saw it. Sometimes, moving was excruciating, but it was necessary to avoid falling back into lethargy, and Treherne took his daily walks with unwavering determination, smiling even though beads of sweat stood on his forehead, saying, “I have something more precious than health to pursue. Hold me up, Jasper, and let me press on, no matter what, until I’ve completed my twelve laps.”</p>

Line 492 (NEW):  <p>Treherne's chance of recovery brought joy to the entire house, as his brave attitude and constant positivity made him beloved by everyone. It wasn't a short-lived improvement; each day he steadily grew stronger, moving quickly from a chair to crutches, and then from crutches to a cane and a friend's supportive arm, always ready for him. Pain came back along with his regained vitality, but he faced it with a strength that moved everyone who saw it. Sometimes, moving was excruciating, but it was necessary to avoid falling back into lethargy, and Treherne took his daily walks with unwavering determination, smiling even though beads of sweat stood on his forehead, saying, “I have something more precious than health to pursue. Hold me up, Jasper, and let me press on, no matter what, until I’ve completed my twelve laps.”</p>

-----

Line 493 (ORIG): <p>He remembered Lady Treherne's words, “If you were healthy, I'd happily give my daughter to you.” This filled him with strength, endurance, and a joy that couldn't be hidden. It showed in his expressions, words, and actions; it spread to everyone and made these holidays the happiest the old abbey had seen in a long time.</p>

Line 493 (NEW):  <p>He remembered Lady Treherne's words, “If you were healthy, I'd happily give my daughter to you.” This filled him with strength, endurance, and a joy that couldn't be hidden. It showed in his expressions, words, and actions; it spread to everyone and made these holidays the happiest the old abbey had seen in a long time.</p>

-----

Line 494 (ORIG): <p>Annon dedicated himself to Octavia, and despite her request to be left alone until the New Year, she was very kind—so kind that hope ignited in his heart, even though he noticed that something like pity often reflected in her honest eyes, and her willingness had none of the gentle submission that lovers long to see. She continued to steer clear of Treherne, but did so in a way that only Annon and he really noticed the change. In public, Sir Jasper seemed to be devoted to the lively Rose, and she believed her strategy was working out well.</p>

Line 494 (NEW):  <p>Annon dedicated himself to Octavia, and despite her request to be left alone until the New Year, she was very kind—so kind that hope ignited in his heart, even though he noticed that something like pity often reflected in her honest eyes, and her willingness had none of the gentle submission that lovers long to see. She continued to steer clear of Treherne, but did so in a way that only Annon and he really noticed the change. In public, Sir Jasper seemed to be devoted to the lively Rose, and she believed her strategy was working out well.</p>

-----

Line 495 (ORIG): <p>But if anyone had looked behind the scenes, they would have found that in the half hour before dinner, while everyone was in their dressing rooms and the general was napping, a couple of ghostly black figures darted around the haunted gallery, a place where no servant would go without orders. The major thought he was the only one who had made this discovery since Mrs. Snowdon publicly showed interest in Treherne and was dedicated to taking care of and entertaining the “dear convalescent,” as she called him. However, the general wasn’t actually sleeping; he too was watching and waiting, both eager and anxious to speak, hoping this was just a harmless whim of Edith’s, since she had many such moods, and he had indulged them freely until now. This indecision irritated the major, who, being a bachelor, understood little about women and even less about their persuasive abilities. The day before New Year’s, he made a sudden decision and requested a private meeting with the general.</p>

Line 495 (NEW):  <p>But if anyone had looked behind the scenes, they would have found that in the half hour before dinner, while everyone was in their dressing rooms and the general was napping, a couple of ghostly black figures darted around the haunted gallery, a place where no servant would go without orders. The major thought he was the only one who had made this discovery since Mrs. Snowdon publicly showed interest in Treherne and was dedicated to taking care of and entertaining the “dear convalescent,” as she called him. However, the general wasn’t actually sleeping; he too was watching and waiting, both eager and anxious to speak, hoping this was just a harmless whim of Edith’s, since she had many such moods, and he had indulged them freely until now. This indecision irritated the major, who, being a bachelor, understood little about women and even less about their persuasive abilities. The day before New Year’s, he made a sudden decision and requested a private meeting with the general.</p>

-----

Line 496 (ORIG): <p>“I have come with an uncomfortable task, sir,” he started suddenly, as the old man welcomed him with a look that somewhat intimidated the major. “My friendship for Lady Treherne and my responsibility for her children make me protective of the family’s honor. I’m afraid it’s at risk, sir; forgive me for saying this, but your wife is the reason.”</p>

Line 496 (NEW):  <p>“I have come with an uncomfortable task, sir,” he started suddenly, as the old man welcomed him with a look that somewhat intimidated the major. “My friendship for Lady Treherne and my responsibility for her children make me protective of the family’s honor. I’m afraid it’s at risk, sir; forgive me for saying this, but your wife is the reason.”</p>

-----

Line 497 (ORIG): <p>“Could you please explain that, Major Royston?” was all the general said,  

Line 497 (NEW):  <p>“Could you please explain that, Major Royston?” was all the general said,  

-----

Line 498 (ORIG):       as his wrinkled face grew serious and proud.</p>

Line 498 (NEW):        as his wrinkled face grew serious and proud.</p>

-----

Line 499 (ORIG): <p>“I will, sir, be brief. I happen to know from Jasper that he and Miss Dubarry had a romantic connection over a year ago in Paris. A whim separated them, and she got married. So far, neither of them is at fault, but since she arrived here, it has been clear to others and to me that Jasper's feelings have reignited, and that Mrs. Snowdon isn’t rejecting or scolding him as she should. They meet often, and from Jasper's behavior, I’m convinced that trouble is brewing. He is passionate, stubborn, and completely indifferent to what others think in some situations. I’ve been observing them, and what I’m telling you is the truth.”</p>

Line 499 (NEW):  <p>“I will, sir, be brief. I happen to know from Jasper that he and Miss Dubarry had a romantic connection over a year ago in Paris. A whim separated them, and she got married. So far, neither of them is at fault, but since she arrived here, it has been clear to others and to me that Jasper's feelings have reignited, and that Mrs. Snowdon isn’t rejecting or scolding him as she should. They meet often, and from Jasper's behavior, I’m convinced that trouble is brewing. He is passionate, stubborn, and completely indifferent to what others think in some situations. I’ve been observing them, and what I’m telling you is the truth.”</p>

-----

Line 500 (ORIG): <p>“Prove it.”</p>

Line 500 (NEW):  <p>"Show me."</p>

-----

Line 501 (ORIG): <p>“I will. They gather in the north gallery, wrapped in dark cloaks, and act like ghosts if anyone arrives. I hid behind the screen last night at dusk and confirmed that my suspicions were right. I didn’t catch much of their conversation, but what I heard was enough.”</p>

Line 501 (NEW):  <p>“I will. They gather in the north gallery, wrapped in dark cloaks, and act like ghosts if anyone arrives. I hid behind the screen last night at dusk and confirmed that my suspicions were right. I didn’t catch much of their conversation, but what I heard was enough.”</p>

-----

Line 502 (ORIG): <p>“Repeat it, if you please.”</p>

Line 502 (NEW):  <p>“Please repeat that.”</p>

-----

Line 503 (ORIG): <p>“Sir Jasper seemed to be asking for a promise that she reluctantly gave, saying, 'As long as you’re alive, I will stay true to my word with everyone except him. He will suspect it, and there’s no point in hiding it from him.'”</p>

Line 503 (NEW):  <p>“Sir Jasper seemed to be asking for a promise that she reluctantly gave, saying, 'As long as you’re alive, I will stay true to my word with everyone except him. He will suspect it, and there’s no point in hiding it from him.'”</p>

-----

Line 504 (ORIG): <p>“'He will shoot me for this if he finds out I’m the traitor,' Jasper protested.</p>

Line 504 (NEW):  <p>“'He will shoot me for this if he finds out I’m the traitor,' Jasper protested.</p>

-----

Line 505 (ORIG): <p>“He won’t know that; I can easily trick him and achieve my goal too.”</p>

Line 505 (NEW):  <p>“He won’t know that; I can easily trick him and achieve my goal too.”</p>

-----

Line 506 (ORIG): <p>“'You’re mysterious, but I’m trusting you and waiting for my reward. When will I get it, Edith?' She laughed and replied so quietly I couldn’t hear, as they left the gallery while they were talking. Forgive me, General, for the pain I’m causing. You’re the only person I’ve talked to about this, and you’re the only one who can properly and quickly stop this situation from bringing shame and scandal to a respectable family. I’m leaving it in your hands, and I’ll do my part with this infatuated young man if you can just remove the temptation that will ruin him.”</p>

Line 506 (NEW):  <p>“'You’re mysterious, but I’m trusting you and waiting for my reward. When will I get it, Edith?' She laughed and replied so quietly I couldn’t hear, as they left the gallery while they were talking. Forgive me, General, for the pain I’m causing. You’re the only person I’ve talked to about this, and you’re the only one who can properly and quickly stop this situation from bringing shame and scandal to a respectable family. I’m leaving it in your hands, and I’ll do my part with this infatuated young man if you can just remove the temptation that will ruin him.”</p>

-----

Line 507 (ORIG): <p>“I will. Thank you, Major. Trust me, and by tomorrow I’ll show that I can act appropriately.”</p>

Line 507 (NEW):  <p>“I will. Thank you, Major. Trust me, and by tomorrow I’ll show that I can act appropriately.”</p>

-----

Line 508 (ORIG): <p>The sorrow and pain on the general's face moved the major; he quietly twisted his hands and walked away, thanking heaven more sincerely than ever that no deceitful woman had the power to break his heart.</p>

Line 508 (NEW):  <p>The sorrow and pain on the general's face moved the major; he quietly twisted his hands and walked away, thanking heaven more sincerely than ever that no deceitful woman had the power to break his heart.</p>

-----

Line 509 (ORIG): <p>While this scene was happening above, another was unfolding in the library. Treherne sat there alone, clearly lost in happy thoughts, as his eyes sparkled and his lips smiled while he admired the beauty of a winter sunset. A gentle rustle and the faint scent of violets alerted him to Mrs. Snowdon's arrival, and an unsettling feeling warned him that trouble was close. The moment he saw her face, his fear was confirmed, as joy, determination, and love blended in her expression. Leaning against the window frame, where the red light illuminated her beautiful face and regal figure, she said softly, though with an underlying ruthlessness, "Dreaming dreams, Maurice, that will never come true unless I allow it. I know your secret, and I will use it to stop the foolish hope you hold onto."</p>

Line 509 (NEW):  <p>While this scene was happening above, another was unfolding in the library. Treherne sat there alone, clearly lost in happy thoughts, as his eyes sparkled and his lips smiled while he admired the beauty of a winter sunset. A gentle rustle and the faint scent of violets alerted him to Mrs. Snowdon's arrival, and an unsettling feeling warned him that trouble was close. The moment he saw her face, his fear was confirmed, as joy, determination, and love blended in her expression. Leaning against the window frame, where the red light illuminated her beautiful face and regal figure, she said softly, though with an underlying ruthlessness, "Dreaming dreams, Maurice, that will never come true unless I allow it. I know your secret, and I will use it to stop the foolish hope you hold onto."</p>

-----

Line 510 (ORIG): <p>“Who told you?” he asked, his eyes flashing with a fierce intensity and his face flushed with anger.</p>

Line 510 (NEW):  <p>“Who told you?” he asked, his eyes flashing with a fierce intensity and his face flushed with anger.</p>

-----

Line 511 (ORIG): <p>“I found it out, just like I told you I would. My memory is sharp; I remember the rumors from years back. I pay attention to the faces, words, and actions of those I suspect, and their unintentional hints reveal the truth to me.”</p>

Line 511 (NEW):  <p>“I found it out, just like I told you I would. My memory is sharp; I remember the rumors from years back. I pay attention to the faces, words, and actions of those I suspect, and their unintentional hints reveal the truth to me.”</p>

-----

Line 512 (ORIG): <p>“I doubt it,” Treherne said with a confident smile.</p>

Line 512 (NEW):  <p>“I doubt it,” Treherne said with a confident smile.</p>

-----

Line 513 (ORIG): <p>She leaned down and whispered a brief sentence into his ear. Whatever it was, it made him jump up with a pale, panicked expression and look at her as if she had delivered his fate.</p>

Line 513 (NEW):  <p>She leaned down and whispered a brief sentence into his ear. Whatever it was, it made him jump up with a pale, panicked expression and look at her as if she had delivered his fate.</p>

-----

Line 514 (ORIG): <p>“Do you still doubt it?” she asked coldly.</p>

Line 514 (NEW):  <p>“Do you still doubt it?” she asked coldly.</p>

-----

Line 515 (ORIG): <p>"He told you! Even your talent and skills couldn't figure it out on your own," he mumbled.</p>

Line 515 (NEW):  <p>"He told you! Even your talent and skills couldn't figure it out on your own," he mumbled.</p>

-----

Line 516 (ORIG): <p>“Nah, I told you nothing is impossible for a determined woman. I didn’t need any help because I know more than you realize.”</p>

Line 516 (NEW):  <p>“Nah, I told you nothing is impossible for a determined woman. I didn’t need any help because I know more than you realize.”</p>

-----

Line 517 (ORIG): <p>He slumped down again in despair and covered his face, saying sadly, “I should have expected you would track me down and crush my hopes when they were at their highest. What will you do with this terrible secret?”</p>

Line 517 (NEW):  <p>He slumped down again in despair and covered his face, saying sadly, “I should have expected you would track me down and crush my hopes when they were at their highest. What will you do with this terrible secret?”</p>

-----

Line 518 (ORIG): <p>“I will tell Octavia and make her responsibility a bit easier. It would be considerate for both of you, as even with her, this memory would ruin your happiness; and it spares her the shame and pain of finding out too late that she has committed herself to a—”</p>

Line 518 (NEW):  <p>“I will tell Octavia and make her responsibility a bit easier. It would be considerate for both of you, as even with her, this memory would ruin your happiness; and it spares her the shame and pain of finding out too late that she has committed herself to a—”</p>

-----

Line 519 (ORIG): <p>“Stop!” he shouted, his voice startling her and draining the color from her face as he stood up from his chair, looking pale with a serious anger that intimidated her for a moment. “You will not say that word—you only know part of the truth, and if you wrong me or upset the girl, I will betray you too and inform the general about the game you're playing with my cousin. You pretend to love me like you did before, but his title is just a lure, just like before, and you think that by threatening to ruin my chances, you can keep me quiet and achieve what you want.”</p>

Line 519 (NEW):  <p>“Stop!” he shouted, his voice startling her and draining the color from her face as he stood up from his chair, looking pale with a serious anger that intimidated her for a moment. “You will not say that word—you only know part of the truth, and if you wrong me or upset the girl, I will betray you too and inform the general about the game you're playing with my cousin. You pretend to love me like you did before, but his title is just a lure, just like before, and you think that by threatening to ruin my chances, you can keep me quiet and achieve what you want.”</p>

-----

Line 520 (ORIG): <p>“Wrong, completely wrong. Jasper means nothing to me; I use <i>him</i> as a tool, not you. If I make threats, it’s to protect you from Octavia, who can’t let go of the past and love you for who you are, like I have done throughout these miserable months. You claim I only know part of the truth. Share the whole story, and I will let you go.”</p>

Line 520 (NEW):  <p>“Wrong, completely wrong. Jasper means nothing to me; I use <i>him</i> as a tool, not you. If I make threats, it’s to protect you from Octavia, who can’t let go of the past and love you for who you are, like I have done throughout these miserable months. You claim I only know part of the truth. Share the whole story, and I will let you go.”</p>

-----

Line 521 (ORIG): <p>If there was ever a time a man was tempted to betray a trust, it was then for Treherne. One word, and Octavia could be his; silence, and she might be lost. This woman was serious and had the power to ruin his reputation forever. The truth was on the tip of his tongue and would have come out, if he hadn’t noticed the portrait of Jasper's father. This man had loved and cared for the orphan his entire life, had treated him like a son, and, on his deathbed, urged him to protect, support, and save the rebellious young man he left behind when he needed a father’s guidance the most.</p>

Line 521 (NEW):  <p>If there was ever a time a man was tempted to betray a trust, it was then for Treherne. One word, and Octavia could be his; silence, and she might be lost. This woman was serious and had the power to ruin his reputation forever. The truth was on the tip of his tongue and would have come out, if he hadn’t noticed the portrait of Jasper's father. This man had loved and cared for the orphan his entire life, had treated him like a son, and, on his deathbed, urged him to protect, support, and save the rebellious young man he left behind when he needed a father’s guidance the most.</p>

-----

Line 522 (ORIG): <p>“I promised, and I will keep that promise no matter what,” sighed Treherne, and with a gesture full of weary patience, he waved the beautiful tempter away, saying firmly, “I will never tell you, even if you take away what I hold dearer than my life. Go ahead and do what you want, but remember that when you had the chance to earn the deepest gratitude of the man you claim to love, you chose instead to earn his hatred and disdain.”</p>

Line 522 (NEW):  <p>“I promised, and I will keep that promise no matter what,” sighed Treherne, and with a gesture full of weary patience, he waved the beautiful tempter away, saying firmly, “I will never tell you, even if you take away what I hold dearer than my life. Go ahead and do what you want, but remember that when you had the chance to earn the deepest gratitude of the man you claim to love, you chose instead to earn his hatred and disdain.”</p>

-----

Line 523 (ORIG): <p>Waiting for any word from her, he took refuge in his room, and Edith Snowdon sank down on the couch, struggling with conflicting emotions of love and jealousy, remorse and despair. She couldn't say how long she sat there; an approaching step brought her back to reality, and looking up, she saw Octavia. As the girl walked down the long hallway of the drawing rooms, her youth and beauty, innocence and honesty stirred a jealousy in that more refined and gifted woman that she had never felt before. Something in the girl's face struck her immediately: a look of peace and purity, a sweet calmness more charming than beauty, more striking than dignity or grace. With a smile on her lips, yet a half-sad, half-tender light in her eyes, and a bunch of pale winter roses in her hand, she approached until she stood before her rival and, offering the flowers, said in words as simple as they were sincere, “Dear Mrs. Snowdon, I cannot let the last sun of the old year set on any misdeeds of mine for which I may atone. I have disliked, distrusted, and misjudged you, and now I come to you in all humility to say forgive me.”</p>

Line 523 (NEW):  <p>Waiting for any word from her, he took refuge in his room, and Edith Snowdon sank down on the couch, struggling with conflicting emotions of love and jealousy, remorse and despair. She couldn't say how long she sat there; an approaching step brought her back to reality, and looking up, she saw Octavia. As the girl walked down the long hallway of the drawing rooms, her youth and beauty, innocence and honesty stirred a jealousy in that more refined and gifted woman that she had never felt before. Something in the girl's face struck her immediately: a look of peace and purity, a sweet calmness more charming than beauty, more striking than dignity or grace. With a smile on her lips, yet a half-sad, half-tender light in her eyes, and a bunch of pale winter roses in her hand, she approached until she stood before her rival and, offering the flowers, said in words as simple as they were sincere, “Dear Mrs. Snowdon, I cannot let the last sun of the old year set on any misdeeds of mine for which I may atone. I have disliked, distrusted, and misjudged you, and now I come to you in all humility to say forgive me.”</p>

-----

Line 524 (ORIG): <p>With the carefree spontaneity of her impulsive nature, Octavia knelt before the woman who was scheming to ruin her happiness, placed the roses like a small peace offering on her lap, and with pleading eyes waited for forgiveness. For a moment, Mrs. Snowdon observed her, thinking it was a well-performed act to disarm a dangerous rival; but in that sweet face, there was no trickery; a single glance revealed that. The words struck her heart and won her over despite her pride or passion, as she suddenly pulled the girl into her arms, shedding guilty tears. Neither of them spoke, but in the silence, they felt the barrier that had been between them disappearing, and each came to understand the other better in that moment than in a year of ordinary life. Octavia felt joy that her instinct to make this appeal hadn’t led her astray, but instead confirmed that behind the facade of coldness, pride, and flippancy that this woman wore, there was a heart longing for sympathy, help, and love. Mrs. Snowdon sensed her worse self fading away, leaving only what was true and noble, making her worthy of the challenge before her. She could respond to art with art, but her true nature was what ultimately moved her. Despite her wasted life and flawed character, the seed of virtue, which exists even in the worst, was present, just waiting for the nurturing warmth and rain of love to help it grow, even if the results came late.</p>

Line 524 (NEW):  <p>With the carefree spontaneity of her impulsive nature, Octavia knelt before the woman who was scheming to ruin her happiness, placed the roses like a small peace offering on her lap, and with pleading eyes waited for forgiveness. For a moment, Mrs. Snowdon observed her, thinking it was a well-performed act to disarm a dangerous rival; but in that sweet face, there was no trickery; a single glance revealed that. The words struck her heart and won her over despite her pride or passion, as she suddenly pulled the girl into her arms, shedding guilty tears. Neither of them spoke, but in the silence, they felt the barrier that had been between them disappearing, and each came to understand the other better in that moment than in a year of ordinary life. Octavia felt joy that her instinct to make this appeal hadn’t led her astray, but instead confirmed that behind the facade of coldness, pride, and flippancy that this woman wore, there was a heart longing for sympathy, help, and love. Mrs. Snowdon sensed her worse self fading away, leaving only what was true and noble, making her worthy of the challenge before her. She could respond to art with art, but her true nature was what ultimately moved her. Despite her wasted life and flawed character, the seed of virtue, which exists even in the worst, was present, just waiting for the nurturing warmth and rain of love to help it grow, even if the results came late.</p>

-----

Line 525 (ORIG): <p>“Forgive you!” she cried, sadly. “It’s me who should ask for your forgiveness—I’m the one who should make amends, confess, and feel remorse. Please <i>forgive</i> me, have compassion for me, love me, because I am more miserable than you realize.”</p>

Line 525 (NEW):  <p>“Forgive you!” she cried, sadly. “It’s me who should ask for your forgiveness—I’m the one who should make amends, confess, and feel remorse. Please <i>forgive</i> me, have compassion for me, love me, because I am more miserable than you realize.”</p>

-----

Line 526 (ORIG): <p>“Of course, I do with all my heart. Trust me, and let me be your friend,” was the gentle reply.</p>

Line 526 (NEW):  <p>“Of course, I do with all my heart. Trust me, and let me be your friend,” was the gentle reply.</p>

-----

Line 527 (ORIG): <p>“God knows I need one!” sighed the poor woman, still holding tightly to the only creature who had completely captured her heart. “Child, I’m not perfect, but I’m not so bad that I can’t look into your innocent face and call you a friend. I never had a friend who was a woman. I never knew my mother; and no one ever saw the potential for goodness, truth, and justice in me except you. Trust, love, and help me, Octavia, and I will repay you with a better life, if that’s all I can do.”</p>

Line 527 (NEW):  <p>“God knows I need one!” sighed the poor woman, still holding tightly to the only creature who had completely captured her heart. “Child, I’m not perfect, but I’m not so bad that I can’t look into your innocent face and call you a friend. I never had a friend who was a woman. I never knew my mother; and no one ever saw the potential for goodness, truth, and justice in me except you. Trust, love, and help me, Octavia, and I will repay you with a better life, if that’s all I can do.”</p>

-----

Line 528 (ORIG): <p>“I will, and the new year will be happier than the last.”</p>

Line 528 (NEW):  <p>“I will, and the new year will be happier than the last.”</p>

-----

Line 529 (ORIG): <p>"Thank you for that prophecy; I hope to live up to it."</p>

Line 529 (NEW):  <p>"Thank you for that prophecy; I hope to live up to it."</p>

-----

Line 530 (ORIG): <p>Then, as a bell signaled them to leave, the rivals shared a gentle kiss and parted as friends. When Mrs. Snowdon walked into her room, she found her husband sitting with his gray head in his hands, quietly murmuring to himself, “My life makes her unhappy. If it weren’t for the consequences, I’d die to set her free.”</p>

Line 530 (NEW):  <p>Then, as a bell signaled them to leave, the rivals shared a gentle kiss and parted as friends. When Mrs. Snowdon walked into her room, she found her husband sitting with his gray head in his hands, quietly murmuring to himself, “My life makes her unhappy. If it weren’t for the consequences, I’d die to set her free.”</p>

-----

Line 531 (ORIG): <p>“No, live for me, and help me find happiness in your love.” The clear voice surprised him, but not as much as the beautiful, transformed face of his wife, who rested his gray head on her chest, saying gently, “My kind and patient husband, you’ve been misled. I will share the whole truth with you, and once you've forgiven my mistakes from the past, you’ll see how hard I’ll try to make your future happy.”</p>

Line 531 (NEW):  <p>“No, live for me, and help me find happiness in your love.” The clear voice surprised him, but not as much as the beautiful, transformed face of his wife, who rested his gray head on her chest, saying gently, “My kind and patient husband, you’ve been misled. I will share the whole truth with you, and once you've forgiven my mistakes from the past, you’ll see how hard I’ll try to make your future happy.”</p>

-----

Line 532 (ORIG): <p><br/><br/></p>

Line 532 (NEW):  <p><br/><br/></p>

-----

Line 533 (ORIG): <hr/>

Line 533 (NEW):  <hr/>

-----

Line 534 (ORIG): <p><a id="link2HCH0007"> </a></p>

Line 534 (NEW):  <p><a id="link2HCH0007"> </a></p>

-----

Line 535 (ORIG): <div style="height: 4em;">

Line 535 (NEW):  <div style="height: 4em;">

-----

Line 536 (ORIG): <br/><br/><br/><br/>

Line 536 (NEW):  <br/><br/><br/><br/>

-----

Line 537 (ORIG): </div>

Line 537 (NEW):  </div>

-----

Line 538 (ORIG): <h2>

Line 538 (NEW):  <h2>

-----

Line 539 (ORIG):       Chapter VII. A GHOSTLY REVEL

Line 539 (NEW):        Chapter VII. A GHOSTLY REVEL

-----

Line 540 (ORIG):     </h2>

Line 540 (NEW):      </h2>

-----

Line 541 (ORIG): <p>“Wow, we’re so boring tonight!” exclaimed Rose, as the younger members of the group aimlessly wandered around the living rooms that evening, while my lady and the major were deeply engaged in an intense game of piquet, and the general finally dozed off peacefully.</p>

Line 541 (NEW):  <p>“Wow, we’re so boring tonight!” exclaimed Rose, as the younger members of the group aimlessly wandered around the living rooms that evening, while my lady and the major were deeply engaged in an intense game of piquet, and the general finally dozed off peacefully.</p>

-----

Line 542 (ORIG): <p>“It’s because Maurice isn’t here; he always keeps us energized, because he’s a guy full of ideas,” replied Sir Jasper, stifling a yawn.</p>

Line 542 (NEW):  <p>“It’s because Maurice isn’t here; he always keeps us energized, because he’s a guy full of ideas,” replied Sir Jasper, stifling a yawn.</p>

-----

Line 543 (ORIG): <p>“Get him out then,” said Annon.</p>

Line 543 (NEW):  <p>“Get him out then,” said Annon.</p>

-----

Line 544 (ORIG): <p>“He's not coming. The poor guy is really down tonight, despite how much better he’s been.      

Line 544 (NEW):  <p>“He's not coming. The poor guy is really down tonight, despite how much better he’s been.      

-----

Line 545 (ORIG): Something’s wrong, and he won’t say a word.”</p>

Line 545 (NEW):  Something’s wrong, and he won’t say a word.”</p>

-----

Line 546 (ORIG): <p>“Sad memories are bothering him, I guess,” sighed Blanche.</p>

Line 546 (NEW):  <p>“Sad memories are bothering him, I guess,” sighed Blanche.</p>

-----

Line 547 (ORIG): <p>“Don't be ridiculous, dear, sad memories are just nonsense; feeling down is always like having indigestion, and nothing cures it better than having fun,” Rose said cheerfully. “I'm going to send a polite invitation asking him to come and entertain us. I'm sure he'll say yes.”</p>

Line 547 (NEW):  <p>“Don't be ridiculous, dear, sad memories are just nonsense; feeling down is always like having indigestion, and nothing cures it better than having fun,” Rose said cheerfully. “I'm going to send a polite invitation asking him to come and entertain us. I'm sure he'll say yes.”</p>

-----

Line 548 (ORIG): <p>The message was sent, but to Rose's disappointment, a polite refusal came back.</p>

Line 548 (NEW):  <p>The message was sent, but to Rose's disappointment, a polite refusal came back.</p>

-----

Line 549 (ORIG): <p>“He <i>will</i> come. Sir Jasper, you and Mr. Annon go as our representatives, and come back without him at your own risk,” was her command.</p>

Line 549 (NEW):  <p>“He <i>will</i> come. Sir Jasper, you and Mr. Annon go as our representatives, and come back without him at your own risk,” was her command.</p>

-----

Line 550 (ORIG): <p>They left, and while waiting for their return, the sisters discussed what everyone had noticed.</p>

Line 550 (NEW):  <p>They left, and while waiting for their return, the sisters discussed what everyone had noticed.</p>

-----

Line 551 (ORIG): <p>“How beautiful Mrs. Snowdon looks tonight. I always thought she owed half her charm to her fashion sense, but she’s never looked as stunning as she does in that plain black silk, with those roses in her hair,” said Rose.</p>

Line 551 (NEW):  <p>“How beautiful Mrs. Snowdon looks tonight. I always thought she owed half her charm to her fashion sense, but she’s never looked as stunning as she does in that plain black silk, with those roses in her hair,” said Rose.</p>

-----

Line 552 (ORIG): <p>“What has she done to herself?” replied Blanche. “I see a change, but I can't explain it. She and Tavie have found some kind of beauty secret, because they both look totally radiant and angelic all of a sudden.”</p>

Line 552 (NEW):  <p>“What has she done to herself?” replied Blanche. “I see a change, but I can't explain it. She and Tavie have found some kind of beauty secret, because they both look totally radiant and angelic all of a sudden.”</p>

-----

Line 553 (ORIG): <p>“Here come the guys, and, as I'm a Talbot, they didn't bring him!” cried Rose as the group showed up, looking really disappointed. “Don't come near me,” she added angrily, “you are disloyal cowards, and I banish you until I need you. <i>I</i> have endless resources just like this traitor, and he will come. Mrs. Snowdon, could you please ask Mr. Treherne to suggest something to help us get through the rest of this evening? We're at a loss and can't think of anything, and you have so much influence over him.”</p>

Line 553 (NEW):  <p>“Here come the guys, and, as I'm a Talbot, they didn't bring him!” cried Rose as the group showed up, looking really disappointed. “Don't come near me,” she added angrily, “you are disloyal cowards, and I banish you until I need you. <i>I</i> have endless resources just like this traitor, and he will come. Mrs. Snowdon, could you please ask Mr. Treherne to suggest something to help us get through the rest of this evening? We're at a loss and can't think of anything, and you have so much influence over him.”</p>

-----

Line 554 (ORIG): <p>“I have to say no, since he is turning you down,” was the firm reply, as Mrs. Snowdon walked away.</p>

Line 554 (NEW):  <p>“I have to say no, since he is turning you down,” was the firm reply, as Mrs. Snowdon walked away.</p>

-----

Line 555 (ORIG): <p>“Tavie, dear, please go; we <i>need</i> him; he always listens to you, and you would really be such a benefit to the community, you know.”</p>

Line 555 (NEW):  <p>“Tavie, dear, please go; we <i>need</i> him; he always listens to you, and you would really be such a benefit to the community, you know.”</p>

-----

Line 556 (ORIG): <p>Without saying anything, Octavia wrote a message and had a servant deliver it. Several minutes went by, and the men started betting on whether her attempt would succeed. “He won’t come for me, that’s for sure,” said Octavia. Just as she said this, he showed up.</p>

Line 556 (NEW):  <p>Without saying anything, Octavia wrote a message and had a servant deliver it. Several minutes went by, and the men started betting on whether her attempt would succeed. “He won’t come for me, that’s for sure,” said Octavia. Just as she said this, he showed up.</p>

-----

Line 557 (ORIG): <p>A general laugh greeted him, but ignoring the jokes about him, he turned to Octavia and said quietly, “What can I do for you, Cousin?”</p>

Line 557 (NEW):  <p>A general laugh greeted him, but ignoring the jokes about him, he turned to Octavia and said quietly, “What can I do for you, Cousin?”</p>

-----

Line 558 (ORIG): <p>His pale face and tired eyes seemed to scold her for interrupting him, but it was too late for regrets, and she quickly replied, “We need a new and fun activity to pass the evening. Can you suggest something suitable?”</p>

Line 558 (NEW):  <p>His pale face and tired eyes seemed to scold her for interrupting him, but it was too late for regrets, and she quickly replied, “We need a new and fun activity to pass the evening. Can you suggest something suitable?”</p>

-----

Line 559 (ORIG): <p>“Why not gather around the fireplace and share stories while we wait to say goodbye to the old year, just like we used to do back in the day?” he asked, after a moment of reflection.</p>

Line 559 (NEW):  <p>“Why not gather around the fireplace and share stories while we wait to say goodbye to the old year, just like we used to do back in the day?” he asked, after a moment of reflection.</p>

-----

Line 560 (ORIG): <p>“I told you! There it is, exactly what we need.” And Sir Jasper looked victorious.</p>

Line 560 (NEW):  <p>“I told you! There it is, exactly what we need.” And Sir Jasper looked victorious.</p>

-----

Line 561 (ORIG): <p>“It's great—let's get started right now. It's after ten, so we won’t have to wait long,” exclaimed Rose, and, taking Sir Jasper's arm, she guided him to the hall.</p>

Line 561 (NEW):  <p>“It's great—let's get started right now. It's after ten, so we won’t have to wait long,” exclaimed Rose, and, taking Sir Jasper's arm, she guided him to the hall.</p>

-----

Line 562 (ORIG): <p>A big fire always burned there, and in the winter, thick rugs and curtains covered the stone floor and hung over the tall windows. Plants blossomed in the warm atmosphere, and chairs and sofas were arranged invitingly. The group quickly settled in, and Treherne was asked to start.</p>

Line 562 (NEW):  <p>A big fire always burned there, and in the winter, thick rugs and curtains covered the stone floor and hung over the tall windows. Plants blossomed in the warm atmosphere, and chairs and sofas were arranged invitingly. The group quickly settled in, and Treherne was asked to start.</p>

-----

Line 563 (ORIG): <p>“We need to tell ghost stories, and to really make them thrilling and effective, the lights need to be turned off,” said Rose, who was sitting next to him and spoke first, as always.</p>

Line 563 (NEW):  <p>“We need to tell ghost stories, and to really make them thrilling and effective, the lights need to be turned off,” said Rose, who was sitting next to him and spoke first, as always.</p>

-----

Line 564 (ORIG): <p>This was quickly taken care of, and only a bright circle of firelight remained to counter the deep darkness that filled the hall, where shadows now appeared to linger in every corner.</p>

Line 564 (NEW):  <p>This was quickly taken care of, and only a bright circle of firelight remained to counter the deep darkness that filled the hall, where shadows now appeared to linger in every corner.</p>

-----

Line 565 (ORIG): <p>“Don't be so awful, or I might faint,” Blanche pleaded, moving closer to Annon, since she had taken her sister's advice and was trying hard to win over that gentleman's heart.</p>

Line 565 (NEW):  <p>“Don't be so awful, or I might faint,” Blanche pleaded, moving closer to Annon, since she had taken her sister's advice and was trying hard to win over that gentleman's heart.</p>

-----

Line 566 (ORIG): <p>“I think your nerves can handle my little story,” replied Treherne. “When I was in India four years ago, I had a very close friend in my regiment—a Scottish guy; I’m half Scottish myself, you know, and pretty clannish. Gordon was sent upcountry on a scouting mission and never came back. His men said he left them one evening to take a survey, and his horse returned bloody and without a rider. We searched but couldn’t find any trace of him, and I was desperate to figure out what happened and avenge his death. About a month after he disappeared, I was sitting in my tent on an incredibly hot day when suddenly the canvas door flap lifted, and there stood Gordon. I saw him just as clearly as I see you now, Jasper, and I would have jumped up to greet him, but something stopped me. He looked deathly pale, soaked with water, and his beautiful blue eyes had a wild, sorrowful look that made my blood run cold. I stared in shock, since it was terrifying to see my friend so changed and so otherworldly. Reaching out his arm to me, he took my hand and said solemnly, 'Come!' His touch was like ice; a chilling sensation ran through me; I jumped up to follow him, and then he vanished.”</p>

Line 566 (NEW):  <p>“I think your nerves can handle my little story,” replied Treherne. “When I was in India four years ago, I had a very close friend in my regiment—a Scottish guy; I’m half Scottish myself, you know, and pretty clannish. Gordon was sent upcountry on a scouting mission and never came back. His men said he left them one evening to take a survey, and his horse returned bloody and without a rider. We searched but couldn’t find any trace of him, and I was desperate to figure out what happened and avenge his death. About a month after he disappeared, I was sitting in my tent on an incredibly hot day when suddenly the canvas door flap lifted, and there stood Gordon. I saw him just as clearly as I see you now, Jasper, and I would have jumped up to greet him, but something stopped me. He looked deathly pale, soaked with water, and his beautiful blue eyes had a wild, sorrowful look that made my blood run cold. I stared in shock, since it was terrifying to see my friend so changed and so otherworldly. Reaching out his arm to me, he took my hand and said solemnly, 'Come!' His touch was like ice; a chilling sensation ran through me; I jumped up to follow him, and then he vanished.”</p>

-----

Line 567 (ORIG): <p>“A terrible dream, is that it?” Rose asked.</p>

Line 567 (NEW):  <p>“A terrible dream, is that it?” Rose asked.</p>

-----

Line 568 (ORIG): <p>With his eyes on the fire and his left hand partially extended, Treherne continued as if he hadn’t heard her.</p>

Line 568 (NEW):  <p>With his eyes on the fire and his left hand partially extended, Treherne continued as if he hadn’t heard her.</p>

-----

Line 569 (ORIG): <p>“I thought it was just my imagination, but then I calmed down, because no one had seen or heard anything about Gordon, and my local servant was just outside my tent. A strange feeling lingered in the hand that the ghost touched. It was cold, damp, and pale. I found it useless to try to forget this vision; it had a strong grip on me. I told Yermid, my servant, and he suggested I see it as a sign that I should look for my friend. That night, I dreamed I was rushing upcountry; I don't know what was driving me, but I kept pushing forward, eager to reach the end. A half-dried river blocked my path, and as I rode down the steep bank to cross it, I saw Gordon's body lying in the shallow water, looking exactly like the vision had shown. I woke up feeling strange, shared the story with my commanding officer, and since nothing much was happening at the time, I easily got a week off. Taking Yermid with me, I set out on my somber search. I thought it was foolish, but I couldn’t resist the urge pulling me forward. For seven days, I searched, and the strangest part is that the entire time I followed exactly what I saw in the dream, experiencing the same sights, guided by the chill of a cold hand on mine. On the seventh day, I reached the river and found my friend's body.”</p>

Line 569 (NEW):  <p>“I thought it was just my imagination, but then I calmed down, because no one had seen or heard anything about Gordon, and my local servant was just outside my tent. A strange feeling lingered in the hand that the ghost touched. It was cold, damp, and pale. I found it useless to try to forget this vision; it had a strong grip on me. I told Yermid, my servant, and he suggested I see it as a sign that I should look for my friend. That night, I dreamed I was rushing upcountry; I don't know what was driving me, but I kept pushing forward, eager to reach the end. A half-dried river blocked my path, and as I rode down the steep bank to cross it, I saw Gordon's body lying in the shallow water, looking exactly like the vision had shown. I woke up feeling strange, shared the story with my commanding officer, and since nothing much was happening at the time, I easily got a week off. Taking Yermid with me, I set out on my somber search. I thought it was foolish, but I couldn’t resist the urge pulling me forward. For seven days, I searched, and the strangest part is that the entire time I followed exactly what I saw in the dream, experiencing the same sights, guided by the chill of a cold hand on mine. On the seventh day, I reached the river and found my friend's body.”</p>

-----

Line 570 (ORIG): <p>“How awful! Is it really true?” exclaimed Mrs. Snowdon.</p>

Line 570 (NEW):  <p>“How awful! Is it really true?” exclaimed Mrs. Snowdon.</p>

-----

Line 571 (ORIG): <p>“As true as I am alive. And that's not all: this left hand of mine has never been warm since that time. See and feel for yourselves.”</p>

Line 571 (NEW):  <p>“As true as I am alive. And that's not all: this left hand of mine has never been warm since that time. See and feel for yourselves.”</p>

-----

Line 572 (ORIG): <p>He opened both hands, and everyone confirmed that the left one was smaller, paler, and colder than the right.</p>

Line 572 (NEW):  <p>He opened both hands, and everyone confirmed that the left one was smaller, paler, and colder than the right.</p>

-----

Line 573 (ORIG): <p>“Please, someone tell another story to take my mind off this; it's making me anxious,” said Blanche.</p>

Line 573 (NEW):  <p>“Please, someone tell another story to take my mind off this; it's making me anxious,” said Blanche.</p>

-----

Line 574 (ORIG): <p>“I'll tell one, and you can laugh to calm your nerves. I want to get mine over with so I can enjoy the rest with a clear mind.” With these words, Rose started her story in the classic way.</p>

Line 574 (NEW):  <p>“I'll tell one, and you can laugh to calm your nerves. I want to get mine over with so I can enjoy the rest with a clear mind.” With these words, Rose started her story in the classic way.</p>

-----

Line 575 (ORIG): <p>“Once upon a time, when we were visiting my dear grandmother, I saw a ghost like this: The sweet old lady had a cold and stayed in her room, leaving us feeling gloomy because the big, lonely house was quite dull. Blanche and I both felt homesick but didn't want to leave until she felt better, so we explored the library and entertained ourselves with all sorts of strange books. One day, I found Grandmamma very down and anxious, clearly troubled by something. She didn’t say anything, but the next day she seemed worse, and I insisted on knowing what was wrong because it was clearly something on her mind. Telling me to keep it from Blanche, who was and is quite a coward, she revealed that a spirit had appeared to her for two nights in a row. 'If it shows up a third time, I’ll be ready to die,' said the silly old lady.”</p>

Line 575 (NEW):  <p>“Once upon a time, when we were visiting my dear grandmother, I saw a ghost like this: The sweet old lady had a cold and stayed in her room, leaving us feeling gloomy because the big, lonely house was quite dull. Blanche and I both felt homesick but didn't want to leave until she felt better, so we explored the library and entertained ourselves with all sorts of strange books. One day, I found Grandmamma very down and anxious, clearly troubled by something. She didn’t say anything, but the next day she seemed worse, and I insisted on knowing what was wrong because it was clearly something on her mind. Telling me to keep it from Blanche, who was and is quite a coward, she revealed that a spirit had appeared to her for two nights in a row. 'If it shows up a third time, I’ll be ready to die,' said the silly old lady.”</p>

-----

Line 576 (ORIG): <p>“No, you won't, because I'm going to stay with you and get rid of your ghost,” I said. With some effort, I convinced her, and after Blanche fell asleep, I quietly slipped away to Grandmamma, armed with a book and a candle for a long night, since the spirit usually showed up after midnight. She typically kept her door unlocked in case of fire or fear, and her maid was nearby. That night, I locked the door, telling her that spirits could come through the oak if they wanted to, and I wanted to make sure I had a proper chance. Well, I read, chatted, and dozed off until dawn, and nothing happened, so I laughed at the whole thing, and the old lady pretended to believe it was just a figment of the imagination.</p>

Line 576 (NEW):  <p>“No, you won't, because I'm going to stay with you and get rid of your ghost,” I said. With some effort, I convinced her, and after Blanche fell asleep, I quietly slipped away to Grandmamma, armed with a book and a candle for a long night, since the spirit usually showed up after midnight. She typically kept her door unlocked in case of fire or fear, and her maid was nearby. That night, I locked the door, telling her that spirits could come through the oak if they wanted to, and I wanted to make sure I had a proper chance. Well, I read, chatted, and dozed off until dawn, and nothing happened, so I laughed at the whole thing, and the old lady pretended to believe it was just a figment of the imagination.</p>

-----

Line 577 (ORIG): <p>“Last night I slept in my own room, and in the morning I was told that not only Grandmamma but also Janet had seen the spirit. All in white, with flowing hair, a pale face, and a red mark at the throat. It came and pulled back the bed curtains, looked in for a moment, and then disappeared. Janet had slept with Grandmamma and kept a lamp burning on the mantel, so both of them saw it.</p>

Line 577 (NEW):  <p>“Last night I slept in my own room, and in the morning I was told that not only Grandmamma but also Janet had seen the spirit. All in white, with flowing hair, a pale face, and a red mark at the throat. It came and pulled back the bed curtains, looked in for a moment, and then disappeared. Janet had slept with Grandmamma and kept a lamp burning on the mantel, so both of them saw it.</p>

-----

Line 578 (ORIG): <p>“I was confused, but not scared; I never am, and I insisted on trying again. The door was left unlocked, just like the previous night, and I lay with Grandma, a light burning as before. Around two, she grabbed me as I was dozing off. I looked, and there, peeking in between the dark curtains, was a pale face with long hair all around it, and a red mark on the throat. It was really dim, the light being low, but I saw it, and after one breathless minute, I jumped up, tripped over my foot, fell down with a crash, and by the time I got around the bed, not a trace of the thing was left. I was furious, and promised myself I’d succeed no matter what, though I’ll admit I was just a little shaken.</p>

Line 578 (NEW):  <p>“I was confused, but not scared; I never am, and I insisted on trying again. The door was left unlocked, just like the previous night, and I lay with Grandma, a light burning as before. Around two, she grabbed me as I was dozing off. I looked, and there, peeking in between the dark curtains, was a pale face with long hair all around it, and a red mark on the throat. It was really dim, the light being low, but I saw it, and after one breathless minute, I jumped up, tripped over my foot, fell down with a crash, and by the time I got around the bed, not a trace of the thing was left. I was furious, and promised myself I’d succeed no matter what, though I’ll admit I was just a little shaken.</p>

-----

Line 579 (ORIG): <p>“Next time, Janet and I were sitting in cozy chairs, with bright lights on, both wide awake from the strongest coffee we could brew. As the hour approached, we started to feel nervous, and when the white figure appeared, Janet covered her face. I didn’t, and after one glance, I almost laughed because the spirit was Blanche sleepwalking. She wore a coral necklace back then and never took it off, and her long hair partially obscured her face, giving her the eerie look that sleepwalkers always have. I had the sense to stay quiet and guide Janet, so the poor girl went back without waking up, and Grandmamma’s spirit never appeared again because I made sure of that.”</p>

Line 579 (NEW):  <p>“Next time, Janet and I were sitting in cozy chairs, with bright lights on, both wide awake from the strongest coffee we could brew. As the hour approached, we started to feel nervous, and when the white figure appeared, Janet covered her face. I didn’t, and after one glance, I almost laughed because the spirit was Blanche sleepwalking. She wore a coral necklace back then and never took it off, and her long hair partially obscured her face, giving her the eerie look that sleepwalkers always have. I had the sense to stay quiet and guide Janet, so the poor girl went back without waking up, and Grandmamma’s spirit never appeared again because I made sure of that.”</p>

-----

Line 580 (ORIG): <p>“Why did you haunt the old lady?” Annon asked, as the laughter stopped.</p>

Line 580 (NEW):  <p>“Why did you haunt the old lady?” Annon asked, as the laughter stopped.</p>

-----

Line 581 (ORIG): <p>“I don't know, maybe it was that I wanted to ask if I could go home, and I was too scared to do it while awake, so I tried when I was asleep. I won’t tell any story since I was the main character in this, but I’ll let you have your turn, Mr. Annon,” said Blanche, giving a soft look that was totally wasted because the gentleman's eyes were focused on Octavia, who was sitting on a low ottoman at Mrs. Snowdon's feet basking in the warm glow of the firelight.</p>

Line 581 (NEW):  <p>“I don't know, maybe it was that I wanted to ask if I could go home, and I was too scared to do it while awake, so I tried when I was asleep. I won’t tell any story since I was the main character in this, but I’ll let you have your turn, Mr. Annon,” said Blanche, giving a soft look that was totally wasted because the gentleman's eyes were focused on Octavia, who was sitting on a low ottoman at Mrs. Snowdon's feet basking in the warm glow of the firelight.</p>

-----

Line 582 (ORIG): <p>“I've had very little experience with ghosts, and I can only remember one time I got really scared when I was a college student. I had been out at a party, came home tired, couldn’t find my matches, and went to bed in the dark. Early in the morning, I woke up and looked around to see if the faint light was from dawn or the moon. I was horrified to see a coffin at the foot of my bed. I rubbed my eyes to make sure I was awake and looked as hard as I could. There it was, a long black coffin, and I could see the white plate in the dim light because the moon was setting, and my curtain was open. 'It's a prank by the guys,' I thought; 'I won’t let them know I’m scared, I’ll stay calm.' Easy to say, but hard to do, because it suddenly hit me that I might be in the wrong room. I looked around, but everything familiar was there, as far as the faint light allowed me to see, and I felt for my watchcase on the wall at the head of the bed. It was there, and it was definitely mine, being unique in shape and fabric. If I had been at a wild college party, I could have explained the vision, but a quiet evening in a respectable professor's well-run home shouldn’t cause any trouble. 'It’s just an optical illusion, or a joke from my friends; I’ll try to sleep and forget it,' I told myself, and for a while, I tried to do just that, but curiosity got the better of me, and soon I peeked again. Imagine my horror when I saw the sharp white outline of a dead face that seemed to be looking up from the coffin. It shocked me deeply because I was just a kid and had been feeling unwell. I hid my face and trembled like a scared girl, still thinking it was a joke and too proud to show fear for fear of being laughed at. I don’t know how long I lay there, but when I looked again, the face was farther out and the whole figure seemed to be rising slowly. The moon was almost down, I didn’t have a lamp, and being left in the dark with that terrifying thing was too much for me. Joke or not, I had to end the panic, so I bolted out of my room and woke up my neighbor. He told me I was crazy or drunk, but he lit a lamp and came back with me, only to find that my horror was just a pile of clothes thrown on the table in a way that, under the moon's pale light, looked like my black student gown with a white card on it, creating the effect of a coffin and plate. The face was just a crumpled handkerchief, and what I thought was hair was actually a brown scarf. As the moon sank, those outlines shifted and, incredible as it sounds, looked more like a face. My friend, not having been scared, found it funny, and for a long time, everyone called me 'Coffins.'”</p>

Line 582 (NEW):  <p>“I've had very little experience with ghosts, and I can only remember one time I got really scared when I was a college student. I had been out at a party, came home tired, couldn’t find my matches, and went to bed in the dark. Early in the morning, I woke up and looked around to see if the faint light was from dawn or the moon. I was horrified to see a coffin at the foot of my bed. I rubbed my eyes to make sure I was awake and looked as hard as I could. There it was, a long black coffin, and I could see the white plate in the dim light because the moon was setting, and my curtain was open. 'It's a prank by the guys,' I thought; 'I won’t let them know I’m scared, I’ll stay calm.' Easy to say, but hard to do, because it suddenly hit me that I might be in the wrong room. I looked around, but everything familiar was there, as far as the faint light allowed me to see, and I felt for my watchcase on the wall at the head of the bed. It was there, and it was definitely mine, being unique in shape and fabric. If I had been at a wild college party, I could have explained the vision, but a quiet evening in a respectable professor's well-run home shouldn’t cause any trouble. 'It’s just an optical illusion, or a joke from my friends; I’ll try to sleep and forget it,' I told myself, and for a while, I tried to do just that, but curiosity got the better of me, and soon I peeked again. Imagine my horror when I saw the sharp white outline of a dead face that seemed to be looking up from the coffin. It shocked me deeply because I was just a kid and had been feeling unwell. I hid my face and trembled like a scared girl, still thinking it was a joke and too proud to show fear for fear of being laughed at. I don’t know how long I lay there, but when I looked again, the face was farther out and the whole figure seemed to be rising slowly. The moon was almost down, I didn’t have a lamp, and being left in the dark with that terrifying thing was too much for me. Joke or not, I had to end the panic, so I bolted out of my room and woke up my neighbor. He told me I was crazy or drunk, but he lit a lamp and came back with me, only to find that my horror was just a pile of clothes thrown on the table in a way that, under the moon's pale light, looked like my black student gown with a white card on it, creating the effect of a coffin and plate. The face was just a crumpled handkerchief, and what I thought was hair was actually a brown scarf. As the moon sank, those outlines shifted and, incredible as it sounds, looked more like a face. My friend, not having been scared, found it funny, and for a long time, everyone called me 'Coffins.'”</p>

-----

Line 583 (ORIG): <p>“You're getting worse and worse. Sir Jasper, mix in a bit of fun with the horror, or I might just run away,” said Blanche, nervously glancing over her shoulder.</p>

Line 583 (NEW):  <p>“You're getting worse and worse. Sir Jasper, mix in a bit of fun with the horror, or I might just run away,” said Blanche, nervously glancing over her shoulder.</p>

-----

Line 584 (ORIG): <p>“I'll do my best and share a story my uncle used to tell about his younger days. I can’t remember the name of the place, but it was a small country town popular with anglers. My uncle often went fishing there and always wished that a deserted house near the trout stream was occupied because the inn was too far away. One evening, while he was relaxing in the landlady's parlor, he asked her why no one took it and rented the rooms to visitors during the fishing season. 'Because of the ghosts, your honor,' the woman replied, and then told him that three different spirits haunted the house. In the attic, you could hear the buzzing of a spinning wheel and the tapping of high-heeled shoes, as the ghostly spinner moved back and forth. In one room, you could hear a knife being sharpened, followed by groans and the sound of dripping blood. The cellar was terrifying, with a skeleton sitting on a half-buried box, chuckling sinisterly. Apparently, a miser used to live there and was believed to have starved his daughter in the attic, making her work until she died. The second spirit was that of the girl’s rejected lover, who cut his throat in the room, and the third was the miser himself, who was found dead on the money chest he was too weak to hide. My uncle laughed at all this and offered to banish the ghosts if anyone would dare to take the house.”</p>

Line 584 (NEW):  <p>“I'll do my best and share a story my uncle used to tell about his younger days. I can’t remember the name of the place, but it was a small country town popular with anglers. My uncle often went fishing there and always wished that a deserted house near the trout stream was occupied because the inn was too far away. One evening, while he was relaxing in the landlady's parlor, he asked her why no one took it and rented the rooms to visitors during the fishing season. 'Because of the ghosts, your honor,' the woman replied, and then told him that three different spirits haunted the house. In the attic, you could hear the buzzing of a spinning wheel and the tapping of high-heeled shoes, as the ghostly spinner moved back and forth. In one room, you could hear a knife being sharpened, followed by groans and the sound of dripping blood. The cellar was terrifying, with a skeleton sitting on a half-buried box, chuckling sinisterly. Apparently, a miser used to live there and was believed to have starved his daughter in the attic, making her work until she died. The second spirit was that of the girl’s rejected lover, who cut his throat in the room, and the third was the miser himself, who was found dead on the money chest he was too weak to hide. My uncle laughed at all this and offered to banish the ghosts if anyone would dare to take the house.”</p>

-----

Line 585 (ORIG): <p>“This offer spread around, and a grumpy old man accepted it, hoping to make some money. He had a beautiful daughter, whose love had been blocked by the old man, and whose boyfriend was leaving for sea in despair. My uncle knew this and felt sorry for the young couple. He had met a traveling artist, and they decided to overcome the house’s bad reputation by renting rooms there. They did so, and after making sure about the noises, they consulted a wise old woman about the best way to get rid of the ghosts. She told them that if any young girl spent a night in each haunted room while praying sincerely, everything would turn out fine. Peggy was asked if she would do it, and being a brave girl, she agreed to try it for a good amount of money. The first night was in the attic, and despite what the village gossips predicted, Peggy came out alive, although those listening at the door heard strange humming and tapping all night. The next night went smoothly, and from then on, no more sharpening, groaning, or dripping sounds were heard. On the third time, she said goodbye to her friends and, wearing her red cloak, with a lamp and prayer book, went down into the cellar. Unfortunately for pretty Peggy! When morning came, she was gone, along with the miser's empty box, although his bones remained to show how well she had completed her task."</p>

Line 585 (NEW):  <p>“This offer spread around, and a grumpy old man accepted it, hoping to make some money. He had a beautiful daughter, whose love had been blocked by the old man, and whose boyfriend was leaving for sea in despair. My uncle knew this and felt sorry for the young couple. He had met a traveling artist, and they decided to overcome the house’s bad reputation by renting rooms there. They did so, and after making sure about the noises, they consulted a wise old woman about the best way to get rid of the ghosts. She told them that if any young girl spent a night in each haunted room while praying sincerely, everything would turn out fine. Peggy was asked if she would do it, and being a brave girl, she agreed to try it for a good amount of money. The first night was in the attic, and despite what the village gossips predicted, Peggy came out alive, although those listening at the door heard strange humming and tapping all night. The next night went smoothly, and from then on, no more sharpening, groaning, or dripping sounds were heard. On the third time, she said goodbye to her friends and, wearing her red cloak, with a lamp and prayer book, went down into the cellar. Unfortunately for pretty Peggy! When morning came, she was gone, along with the miser's empty box, although his bones remained to show how well she had completed her task."</p>

-----

Line 586 (ORIG): <p>“The town was in chaos, and the old man was furious. Some people said the devil had taken her away, others believed the bones were hers, and everyone agreed that another ghost would haunt the house from now on. My uncle and the artist tried their best to comfort the father, who deeply regretted getting in the way of the girl’s love, and stated that if Jack found her, he could have her. But Jack had already set sail, and the old man was left in grief. The house was no longer troubled by supernatural visitors, though, since no ghost showed up; and when my uncle left, old Martin discovered some money and a letter letting him know that Peggy had spent her first two nights getting ready to leave, and on the third night, she had left to marry and set sail with Jack. The mysterious noises had been made by the artist, who was a ventriloquist, the skeleton had been secretly brought in by the surgeons, and the whole situation was a setup to help Peggy and assist the fishermen.”</p>

Line 586 (NEW):  <p>“The town was in chaos, and the old man was furious. Some people said the devil had taken her away, others believed the bones were hers, and everyone agreed that another ghost would haunt the house from now on. My uncle and the artist tried their best to comfort the father, who deeply regretted getting in the way of the girl’s love, and stated that if Jack found her, he could have her. But Jack had already set sail, and the old man was left in grief. The house was no longer troubled by supernatural visitors, though, since no ghost showed up; and when my uncle left, old Martin discovered some money and a letter letting him know that Peggy had spent her first two nights getting ready to leave, and on the third night, she had left to marry and set sail with Jack. The mysterious noises had been made by the artist, who was a ventriloquist, the skeleton had been secretly brought in by the surgeons, and the whole situation was a setup to help Peggy and assist the fishermen.”</p>

-----

Line 587 (ORIG): <p>“It’s clear that trickery runs in the family,” laughed Rose as the narrator paused.</p>

Line 587 (NEW):  <p>“It’s clear that trickery runs in the family,” laughed Rose as the narrator paused.</p>

-----

Line 588 (ORIG): <p>“I really think that Sir Jasper the second was the real hero of that story,” added Mrs. Snowdon.</p>

Line 588 (NEW):  <p>“I really think that Sir Jasper the second was the real hero of that story,” added Mrs. Snowdon.</p>

-----

Line 589 (ORIG): <p>“Think what you want, I've done my part, and it's your turn now, madam.”</p>

Line 589 (NEW):  <p>“Think what you want, I've done my part, and it's your turn now, madam.”</p>

-----

Line 590 (ORIG): <p>“I'll go last. It’s your turn, dear.” As Mrs. Snowdon gently said the last word, and Octavia rested against her knee with a warm glance, Treherne leaned in to get a look at the two transformed faces, appearing confused when both smiled at him as they sat holding hands while the girl shared her story.</p>

Line 590 (NEW):  <p>“I'll go last. It’s your turn, dear.” As Mrs. Snowdon gently said the last word, and Octavia rested against her knee with a warm glance, Treherne leaned in to get a look at the two transformed faces, appearing confused when both smiled at him as they sat holding hands while the girl shared her story.</p>

-----

Line 591 (ORIG): <p>“Long ago, a famous actress suddenly died at the end of an exceptionally performed tragedy. She was taken home, and arrangements were made for her burial. The play had been produced with great care and expense, featuring a talented actor as the lead. The audience demanded a repeat performance, and a less talented performer was hired to take the deceased actress's role. There was a day's delay, but when the night arrived, the theater was packed. People waited both in front of and behind the curtain for the debut of the new actress, full of curiosity. She stood waiting for her cue, and just as it was called, to everyone's astonishment, the great tragedienne glided onto the stage. Paler than marble, with a strange fire in her eyes, an unusual pathos in her voice, and incredible power in her performance, she delivered her lines and mysteriously disappeared at the end. The excitement that night was immense, and the shock and horror the next day were intense when it was revealed that the dead woman had not come back to life but had remained in her coffin under the watchful eyes of attendants all evening, while hundreds believed they were applauding her at the theater. The mystery was never solved, and Paris was divided into two opinions: one that someone strikingly similar to Madame Z. had impersonated her for the sake of publicity; the other that the ghost of the dead actress, unable to break free from the allure of her past, had performed one last time in the role that made her famous.”</p>

Line 591 (NEW):  <p>“Long ago, a famous actress suddenly died at the end of an exceptionally performed tragedy. She was taken home, and arrangements were made for her burial. The play had been produced with great care and expense, featuring a talented actor as the lead. The audience demanded a repeat performance, and a less talented performer was hired to take the deceased actress's role. There was a day's delay, but when the night arrived, the theater was packed. People waited both in front of and behind the curtain for the debut of the new actress, full of curiosity. She stood waiting for her cue, and just as it was called, to everyone's astonishment, the great tragedienne glided onto the stage. Paler than marble, with a strange fire in her eyes, an unusual pathos in her voice, and incredible power in her performance, she delivered her lines and mysteriously disappeared at the end. The excitement that night was immense, and the shock and horror the next day were intense when it was revealed that the dead woman had not come back to life but had remained in her coffin under the watchful eyes of attendants all evening, while hundreds believed they were applauding her at the theater. The mystery was never solved, and Paris was divided into two opinions: one that someone strikingly similar to Madame Z. had impersonated her for the sake of publicity; the other that the ghost of the dead actress, unable to break free from the allure of her past, had performed one last time in the role that made her famous.”</p>

-----

Line 592 (ORIG): <p>“Where did you get that, Tavie? It's really French, and not bad if you made it up,” said Sir Jasper.</p>

Line 592 (NEW):  <p>“Where did you get that, Tavie? It's really French, and not bad if you made it up,” said Sir Jasper.</p>

-----

Line 593 (ORIG): <p>“I read it in an old book, where it was told much better. Now, Edith, there’s just enough time for your story.”</p>

Line 593 (NEW):  <p>“I read it in an old book, where it was told much better. Now, Edith, there’s just enough time for your story.”</p>

-----

Line 594 (ORIG): <p>As the name “Edith” left her mouth, Treherne flinched and looked at both of them again, and they smiled once more. Mrs. Snowdon gently stroked the smooth cheek resting on her knee, and looking directly at him, began the final story.</p>

Line 594 (NEW):  <p>As the name “Edith” left her mouth, Treherne flinched and looked at both of them again, and they smiled once more. Mrs. Snowdon gently stroked the smooth cheek resting on her knee, and looking directly at him, began the final story.</p>

-----

Line 595 (ORIG): <p>“You’ve been talking about the tricks of imaginary ghosts; let me show you the influences of some real spirits, both good and bad, that affect every heart and home, creating either misery or joy. During Christmas, at a country house, a group of friends gathered to celebrate the holidays, and they could have enjoyed themselves, if not for one person disrupting the peace for several others. Love, jealousy, deceit, and nobility were the spirits that stirred things up among them. The person I’m talking about was the most troubled, deeply affected by her own willfulness, pride, and jealousy. Unfortunately, she had no one to help her rid herself of these spirits, and they drove her to cause harm. Among these friends, there were multiple pairs of lovers, and plenty of tangled plots and plans, because hearts are unpredictable and mysterious, unable to love just because it's expected or sensible. This woman held the key to all the secrets of the house, and with her own agenda in mind, she used her power selfishly for a while. To resolve her doubts, she pretended to be interested in a gentleman who once admired her and, to the great shock of some wise individuals, allowed him to express his feelings for her, knowing it was just a fleeting distraction for both of them. In her hands was a secret that could either enhance or ruin the happiness of the best and closest friends. The evil spirits that haunted her urged her to disrupt their peace and indulge in a sinful hope. On the flip side, honor, justice, and generosity encouraged her to bring them joy, and while she hesitated, a sweet enchantress appeared who, with a single word, dismissed the tormenting spirits forever and gave the troubled woman a charm to keep her free from that point on.”</p>

Line 595 (NEW):  <p>“You’ve been talking about the tricks of imaginary ghosts; let me show you the influences of some real spirits, both good and bad, that affect every heart and home, creating either misery or joy. During Christmas, at a country house, a group of friends gathered to celebrate the holidays, and they could have enjoyed themselves, if not for one person disrupting the peace for several others. Love, jealousy, deceit, and nobility were the spirits that stirred things up among them. The person I’m talking about was the most troubled, deeply affected by her own willfulness, pride, and jealousy. Unfortunately, she had no one to help her rid herself of these spirits, and they drove her to cause harm. Among these friends, there were multiple pairs of lovers, and plenty of tangled plots and plans, because hearts are unpredictable and mysterious, unable to love just because it's expected or sensible. This woman held the key to all the secrets of the house, and with her own agenda in mind, she used her power selfishly for a while. To resolve her doubts, she pretended to be interested in a gentleman who once admired her and, to the great shock of some wise individuals, allowed him to express his feelings for her, knowing it was just a fleeting distraction for both of them. In her hands was a secret that could either enhance or ruin the happiness of the best and closest friends. The evil spirits that haunted her urged her to disrupt their peace and indulge in a sinful hope. On the flip side, honor, justice, and generosity encouraged her to bring them joy, and while she hesitated, a sweet enchantress appeared who, with a single word, dismissed the tormenting spirits forever and gave the troubled woman a charm to keep her free from that point on.”</p>

-----

Line 596 (ORIG): <p>There the serious voice wavered, and with a sudden impulse, Mrs. Snowdon bent her head and kissed the fair forehead that had been lowering more and more as she spoke. Each listener understood the truth, lightly masked in that quick story, and each found a different meaning in it. Sir Jasper frowned and bit his lips, Annon looked anxiously from face to face, Octavia hid hers, and Treherne's lit up with sudden understanding, while Rose quietly laughed to herself, enjoying the moment. Blanche, who was getting sleepy, said with a stifled yawn, “That’s a really nice, moral little story, but I wish there had been some actual ghosts in it.”</p>

Line 596 (NEW):  <p>There the serious voice wavered, and with a sudden impulse, Mrs. Snowdon bent her head and kissed the fair forehead that had been lowering more and more as she spoke. Each listener understood the truth, lightly masked in that quick story, and each found a different meaning in it. Sir Jasper frowned and bit his lips, Annon looked anxiously from face to face, Octavia hid hers, and Treherne's lit up with sudden understanding, while Rose quietly laughed to herself, enjoying the moment. Blanche, who was getting sleepy, said with a stifled yawn, “That’s a really nice, moral little story, but I wish there had been some actual ghosts in it.”</p>

-----

Line 597 (ORIG): <p>“There was. Will you come and check them out?”</p>

Line 597 (NEW):  <p>“There was. Will you come and check them out?”</p>

-----

Line 598 (ORIG): <p>As she asked the question, Mrs. Snowdon suddenly stood up, wanting to end the séance, and gestured for them to follow her as she gracefully ascended the large staircase. Everyone complied, curious about what made her act this way, and fully prepared for any joke she might have in mind.</p>

Line 598 (NEW):  <p>As she asked the question, Mrs. Snowdon suddenly stood up, wanting to end the séance, and gestured for them to follow her as she gracefully ascended the large staircase. Everyone complied, curious about what made her act this way, and fully prepared for any joke she might have in mind.</p>

-----

Line 599 (ORIG): <p><br/><br/></p>

Line 599 (NEW):  <p><br/><br/></p>

-----

Line 600 (ORIG): <hr/>

Line 600 (NEW):  <hr/>

-----

Line 601 (ORIG): <p><a id="link2HCH0008"> </a></p>

Line 601 (NEW):  <p><a id="link2HCH0008"> </a></p>

-----

Line 602 (ORIG): <div style="height: 4em;">

Line 602 (NEW):  <div style="height: 4em;">

-----

Line 603 (ORIG): <br/><br/><br/><br/>

Line 603 (NEW):  <br/><br/><br/><br/>

-----

Line 604 (ORIG): </div>

Line 604 (NEW):  </div>

-----

Line 605 (ORIG): <h2>

Line 605 (NEW):  <h2>

-----

Line 606 (ORIG):       Chapter VIII. JASPER

Line 606 (NEW):        Chapter VIII. JASPER

-----

Line 607 (ORIG):     </h2>

Line 607 (NEW):      </h2>

-----

Line 608 (ORIG): <p>She took them to the north gallery and, stopping at the door, said cheerfully,  

Line 608 (NEW):  <p>She took them to the north gallery and, stopping at the door, said cheerfully,  

-----

Line 609 (ORIG):       “The ghost—or rather, ghosts, since there were two—  

Line 609 (NEW):        “The ghost—or rather, ghosts, since there were two—  

-----

Line 610 (ORIG):       that scared Patty were Sir Jasper and me, meeting to talk about some  

Line 610 (NEW):        that scared Patty were Sir Jasper and me, meeting to talk about some  

-----

Line 611 (ORIG):       important issues related to Mr. Treherne. If you want to see spirits,  

Line 611 (NEW):        important issues related to Mr. Treherne. If you want to see spirits,  

-----

Line 612 (ORIG):       we can act like phantoms for you and prove our power.”</p>

Line 612 (NEW):        we can act like phantoms for you and prove our power.”</p>

-----

Line 613 (ORIG): <p>“Great, let’s go and have a spooky dance, as a perfect ending to our celebration,” replied Rose as they gathered in the long hall.</p>

Line 613 (NEW):  <p>“Great, let’s go and have a spooky dance, as a perfect ending to our celebration,” replied Rose as they gathered in the long hall.</p>

-----

Line 614 (ORIG): <p>At that moment, the big clock struck twelve, and everyone stopped to say goodbye to the old year. Sir Jasper was the first to speak because, while he was annoyed with Mrs. Snowdon, he was also grateful to her for making light of what had been serious for him. He wanted to hide his frustration behind a cheerful demeanor, so he wrapped an arm around Rose's waist and was about to waltz away as she suggested, saying brightly, “Come one and all, and dance in the new year,” when Octavia's cry stopped him. He turned and saw her standing at the far end of the hall, pale and trembling, pointing.</p>

Line 614 (NEW):  <p>At that moment, the big clock struck twelve, and everyone stopped to say goodbye to the old year. Sir Jasper was the first to speak because, while he was annoyed with Mrs. Snowdon, he was also grateful to her for making light of what had been serious for him. He wanted to hide his frustration behind a cheerful demeanor, so he wrapped an arm around Rose's waist and was about to waltz away as she suggested, saying brightly, “Come one and all, and dance in the new year,” when Octavia's cry stopped him. He turned and saw her standing at the far end of the hall, pale and trembling, pointing.</p>

-----

Line 615 (ORIG): <p>Eight narrow Gothic windows lined both walls of the north gallery. A full moon cast her silvery light strongly on the eastern side, creating wide bands of brightness across the floor. No fires were burning there now, and wherever the moonlight didn’t reach, deep shadows lay. When Octavia shouted, everyone looked, and they all clearly saw a tall, dark figure gliding silently across the second strip of light further down the hall.</p>

Line 615 (NEW):  <p>Eight narrow Gothic windows lined both walls of the north gallery. A full moon cast her silvery light strongly on the eastern side, creating wide bands of brightness across the floor. No fires were burning there now, and wherever the moonlight didn’t reach, deep shadows lay. When Octavia shouted, everyone looked, and they all clearly saw a tall, dark figure gliding silently across the second strip of light further down the hall.</p>

-----

Line 616 (ORIG): <p>“Is this some joke of yours?” asked Sir Jasper of Mrs. Snowdon, as the figure disappeared into the shadows.</p>

Line 616 (NEW):  <p>“Is this some joke of yours?” asked Sir Jasper of Mrs. Snowdon, as the figure disappeared into the shadows.</p>

-----

Line 617 (ORIG): <p>“No, I swear, I know nothing about it! I just wanted to ease Octavia's superstitious fears by showing her our tricks,” was the whispered response as Mrs. Snowdon's face went pale, and she moved closer to Jasper.</p>

Line 617 (NEW):  <p>“No, I swear, I know nothing about it! I just wanted to ease Octavia's superstitious fears by showing her our tricks,” was the whispered response as Mrs. Snowdon's face went pale, and she moved closer to Jasper.</p>

-----

Line 618 (ORIG): <p>“Who’s there?” called Treherne in a commanding tone.</p>

Line 618 (NEW):  <p>“Who’s there?” called Treherne in a commanding tone.</p>

-----

Line 619 (ORIG): <p>No answer came, but a faint, cold breeze seemed to whisper along the curved ceiling and fade away as the dark figure moved through the third beam of moonlight. A strange sense of awe fell over everyone, and no one spoke; they just stood there, watching for the figure to fully appear. It drew closer and closer, moving silently, and as it reached the sixth window, its shape was clearly visible. It was a tall, thin figure, dressed entirely in black, with a rosary hanging from its belt and a dark beard partially hiding its face.</p>

Line 619 (NEW):  <p>No answer came, but a faint, cold breeze seemed to whisper along the curved ceiling and fade away as the dark figure moved through the third beam of moonlight. A strange sense of awe fell over everyone, and no one spoke; they just stood there, watching for the figure to fully appear. It drew closer and closer, moving silently, and as it reached the sixth window, its shape was clearly visible. It was a tall, thin figure, dressed entirely in black, with a rosary hanging from its belt and a dark beard partially hiding its face.</p>

-----

Line 620 (ORIG): <p>“The Abbot's ghost, and it looks great,” said Annon, attempting to laugh but failing completely, as the cold breeze swept over them again, causing everyone to shudder.</p>

Line 620 (NEW):  <p>“The Abbot's ghost, and it looks great,” said Annon, attempting to laugh but failing completely, as the cold breeze swept over them again, causing everyone to shudder.</p>

-----

Line 621 (ORIG): <p>“Hush!” whispered Treherne, pulling Octavia close to him with a comforting gesture.</p>

Line 621 (NEW):  <p>“Hush!” whispered Treherne, pulling Octavia close to him with a comforting gesture.</p>

-----

Line 622 (ORIG): <p>Once again, the ghost appeared and vanished, and as they waited for it to move across the last strip of light between it and them, Mrs. Snowdon stepped forward to the edge of the darkness where they stood, as if she intended to face the apparition alone. It emerged from the shadows and paused in the bright light. Mrs. Snowdon, being the closest, saw the face first and let out a faint cry before collapsing onto the stone floor, covering her eyes. No human ever had a look like the ghastly, hollow-eyed, pale-lipped face beneath the hood. Everyone saw it and held their breath as it slowly raised a shadowy arm and pointed a withered finger at Sir Jasper.</p>

Line 622 (NEW):  <p>Once again, the ghost appeared and vanished, and as they waited for it to move across the last strip of light between it and them, Mrs. Snowdon stepped forward to the edge of the darkness where they stood, as if she intended to face the apparition alone. It emerged from the shadows and paused in the bright light. Mrs. Snowdon, being the closest, saw the face first and let out a faint cry before collapsing onto the stone floor, covering her eyes. No human ever had a look like the ghastly, hollow-eyed, pale-lipped face beneath the hood. Everyone saw it and held their breath as it slowly raised a shadowy arm and pointed a withered finger at Sir Jasper.</p>

-----

Line 623 (ORIG): <p>“Speak, whoever you are, or I'll quickly show whether you’re human or a spirit!” shouted Jasper angrily, stepping forward as if to grab the outstretched arm that seemed to threaten him alone.</p>

Line 623 (NEW):  <p>“Speak, whoever you are, or I'll quickly show whether you’re human or a spirit!” shouted Jasper angrily, stepping forward as if to grab the outstretched arm that seemed to threaten him alone.</p>

-----

Line 624 (ORIG): <p>An icy gust swept through the hall, and the ghost slowly faded into the shadows. Jasper sprang after it, but nothing crossed the second beam of light, and nothing remained in the dark. As if taken by a sudden impulse, he raced down the gallery to find everything still and empty, returning with a bewildered look. Blanche had fainted, and Annon was carrying her out of the hall. Rose was holding onto Mrs. Snowdon, and Octavia leaned against her cousin, whispering urgently, “Thank God it didn’t point at you!”</p>

Line 624 (NEW):  <p>An icy gust swept through the hall, and the ghost slowly faded into the shadows. Jasper sprang after it, but nothing crossed the second beam of light, and nothing remained in the dark. As if taken by a sudden impulse, he raced down the gallery to find everything still and empty, returning with a bewildered look. Blanche had fainted, and Annon was carrying her out of the hall. Rose was holding onto Mrs. Snowdon, and Octavia leaned against her cousin, whispering urgently, “Thank God it didn’t point at you!”</p>

-----

Line 625 (ORIG): <p>“Am I more important to you than your brother?” he whispered back.</p>

Line 625 (NEW):  <p>“Am I more important to you than your brother?” he whispered back.</p>

-----

Line 626 (ORIG): <p>There was no reply, but one small hand instinctively pressed his, while the other reached out to Jasper, who approached looking pale and shocked but remained steady and silent. Trying to downplay the situation, he said, with a forced smile as he helped Mrs. Snowdon up, “It’s just a silly prank by the staff. Let’s forget about it. Come on, Edith, you’re not acting like yourself.”</p>

Line 626 (NEW):  <p>There was no reply, but one small hand instinctively pressed his, while the other reached out to Jasper, who approached looking pale and shocked but remained steady and silent. Trying to downplay the situation, he said, with a forced smile as he helped Mrs. Snowdon up, “It’s just a silly prank by the staff. Let’s forget about it. Come on, Edith, you’re not acting like yourself.”</p>

-----

Line 627 (ORIG): <p>“It was something beyond human, Jasper; you know that as well as I do. Oh, why did I bring you here to face the ghostly warning that haunts your home!”</p>

Line 627 (NEW):  <p>“It was something beyond human, Jasper; you know that as well as I do. Oh, why did I bring you here to face the ghostly warning that haunts your home!”</p>

-----

Line 628 (ORIG): <p>“Nah, if my time is close, the spirit would have found me no matter where I am. I don’t believe in that ridiculous superstition—I laugh at it and challenge it. Come down and toast to my health with wine from the Abbot's own cellar.”</p>

Line 628 (NEW):  <p>“Nah, if my time is close, the spirit would have found me no matter where I am. I don’t believe in that ridiculous superstition—I laugh at it and challenge it. Come down and toast to my health with wine from the Abbot's own cellar.”</p>

-----

Line 629 (ORIG): <p>But no one felt like being cheerful anymore, and when they saw that Lady Treherne was already worried about Annon, they had to tell her everything, only to find their own confusion grow deeper because of her unwavering belief in the bad omen.</p>

Line 629 (NEW):  <p>But no one felt like being cheerful anymore, and when they saw that Lady Treherne was already worried about Annon, they had to tell her everything, only to find their own confusion grow deeper because of her unwavering belief in the bad omen.</p>

-----

Line 630 (ORIG): <p>At her request, the house was searched, the staff interrogated, and every effort was made to figure out who the ghost was. All in vain; the house was just like before, and no one, not a single man or woman, wanted to go into the gallery at midnight. At my lady's request, everyone agreed to keep quiet about the mystery and finally went off to whatever sleep they could manage.</p>

Line 630 (NEW):  <p>At her request, the house was searched, the staff interrogated, and every effort was made to figure out who the ghost was. All in vain; the house was just like before, and no one, not a single man or woman, wanted to go into the gallery at midnight. At my lady's request, everyone agreed to keep quiet about the mystery and finally went off to whatever sleep they could manage.</p>

-----

Line 631 (ORIG): <p>The faces around the breakfast table the next morning were very serious, and there were anxious glances toward Sir Jasper as he walked in, late as usual, looking unusually cheerful and well. Nothing serious ever left a lasting impression on his changeable nature. Treherne appeared more like a doomed man, very pale and worn, although he showed occasional flashes of happiness when he looked at Octavia. He followed Jasper like a shadow all morning, much to Jasper's annoyance, as both his mother and sister hovered around him with anxious expressions. By the afternoon, his patience wore thin, and he openly rebelled against the protective attention. Calling for his horse, he said firmly, “I’m completely bored with the seriousness that’s hanging over the house today, so I’m going for a brisk ride before I lose my temper and my spirits completely.”</p>

Line 631 (NEW):  <p>The faces around the breakfast table the next morning were very serious, and there were anxious glances toward Sir Jasper as he walked in, late as usual, looking unusually cheerful and well. Nothing serious ever left a lasting impression on his changeable nature. Treherne appeared more like a doomed man, very pale and worn, although he showed occasional flashes of happiness when he looked at Octavia. He followed Jasper like a shadow all morning, much to Jasper's annoyance, as both his mother and sister hovered around him with anxious expressions. By the afternoon, his patience wore thin, and he openly rebelled against the protective attention. Calling for his horse, he said firmly, “I’m completely bored with the seriousness that’s hanging over the house today, so I’m going for a brisk ride before I lose my temper and my spirits completely.”</p>

-----

Line 632 (ORIG): <p>“Come with me in the pony carriage, Jasper. I haven't had a ride with you in a long time, and I would really enjoy it,” said my lady, holding him back.</p>

Line 632 (NEW):  <p>“Come with me in the pony carriage, Jasper. I haven't had a ride with you in a long time, and I would really enjoy it,” said my lady, holding him back.</p>

-----

Line 633 (ORIG): <p>“Mrs. Snowdon looks like she could use some fresh air to perk up her roses, and the pony carriage is just what she needs, so I'll happily give up my seat for her,” he said with a laugh, as he pulled his hand away from his mother's.</p>

Line 633 (NEW):  <p>“Mrs. Snowdon looks like she could use some fresh air to perk up her roses, and the pony carriage is just what she needs, so I'll happily give up my seat for her,” he said with a laugh, as he pulled his hand away from his mother's.</p>

-----

Line 634 (ORIG): <p>“Take the girls in the carriage. We all want some fresh air, and you’re the best driver we know. Be chivalrous and say yes, dear.”</p>

Line 634 (NEW):  <p>“Take the girls in the carriage. We all want some fresh air, and you’re the best driver we know. Be chivalrous and say yes, dear.”</p>

-----

Line 635 (ORIG): <p>“No, thank you, Tavie, that won’t work. Rose and Blanche are both asleep, and you’re eager to go join them, after your late night. As a friend, I urge you to do that, and let me ride how I want.”</p>

Line 635 (NEW):  <p>“No, thank you, Tavie, that won’t work. Rose and Blanche are both asleep, and you’re eager to go join them, after your late night. As a friend, I urge you to do that, and let me ride how I want.”</p>

-----

Line 636 (ORIG): <p>“Suppose you ask Annon to join you—” started Treherne with a casual air; but Sir Jasper frowned and turned sharply to him, saying, half annoyed, half joking:</p>

Line 636 (NEW):  <p>“Suppose you ask Annon to join you—” started Treherne with a casual air; but Sir Jasper frowned and turned sharply to him, saying, half annoyed, half joking:</p>

-----

Line 637 (ORIG): <p>“Honestly, I feel like a child or a baby with how you’re watching over me today. If you think I’m going to live in constant fear of something going wrong, you’re all very mistaken. Ghost or no ghost, I’m going to enjoy myself while I can; a short life and a fun one has always been my motto, you know, so see you at dinnertime.”</p>

Line 637 (NEW):  <p>“Honestly, I feel like a child or a baby with how you’re watching over me today. If you think I’m going to live in constant fear of something going wrong, you’re all very mistaken. Ghost or no ghost, I’m going to enjoy myself while I can; a short life and a fun one has always been my motto, you know, so see you at dinnertime.”</p>

-----

Line 638 (ORIG): <p>They watched him ride down the street, and then went their separate ways, still weighed down by an unshakeable sense of dread. Octavia walked into the conservatory, planning to enjoy the soothing silence of the space, but Annon quickly joined her, filled with a lover's hopes and anxieties.</p>

Line 638 (NEW):  <p>They watched him ride down the street, and then went their separate ways, still weighed down by an unshakeable sense of dread. Octavia walked into the conservatory, planning to enjoy the soothing silence of the space, but Annon quickly joined her, filled with a lover's hopes and anxieties.</p>

-----

Line 639 (ORIG): <p>“Miss Treherne, I took the chance to come and get my answer. Will my New Year be happy or disappointing?” he asked eagerly.</p>

Line 639 (NEW):  <p>“Miss Treherne, I took the chance to come and get my answer. Will my New Year be happy or disappointing?” he asked eagerly.</p>

-----

Line 640 (ORIG): <p>“Sorry if my response isn't what you want to hear, but I have to be honest, so I sadly have to decline the honor you're giving me,” she said with regret.</p>

Line 640 (NEW):  <p>“Sorry if my response isn't what you want to hear, but I have to be honest, so I sadly have to decline the honor you're giving me,” she said with regret.</p>

-----

Line 641 (ORIG): <p>“May I ask why?”</p>

Line 641 (NEW):  <p>"Can I ask why?"</p>

-----

Line 642 (ORIG): <p>“Because I don’t love you.”</p>

Line 642 (NEW):  <p>“Because I don’t love you.”</p>

-----

Line 643 (ORIG): <p>“And you really do love your cousin,” he shouted angrily, stopping to look at her partially turned-away face.</p>

Line 643 (NEW):  <p>“And you really do love your cousin,” he shouted angrily, stopping to look at her partially turned-away face.</p>

-----

Line 644 (ORIG): <p>She turned it fully toward him and answered, with her genuine sincerity, “Yes, I do, with all my heart, and now my mother won’t stop me, because Maurice has saved my life, and I’m free to give it all to him.”</p>

Line 644 (NEW):  <p>She turned it fully toward him and answered, with her genuine sincerity, “Yes, I do, with all my heart, and now my mother won’t stop me, because Maurice has saved my life, and I’m free to give it all to him.”</p>

-----

Line 645 (ORIG): <p>“Happy man, I wish I had been disabled!” sighed Annon. Then, with a sincere effort to be fair and generous, he added earnestly, “No more needs to be said, he deserves you; I don’t want any sacrifice to duty; I’m letting go and leaving, praying that heaven blesses you now and forever.”</p>

Line 645 (NEW):  <p>“Happy man, I wish I had been disabled!” sighed Annon. Then, with a sincere effort to be fair and generous, he added earnestly, “No more needs to be said, he deserves you; I don’t want any sacrifice to duty; I’m letting go and leaving, praying that heaven blesses you now and forever.”</p>

-----

Line 646 (ORIG): <p>He kissed her hand and went to find my lady to say his goodbyes, as no amount of persuasion could make him stay. After leaving a note for Sir Jasper, he rushed off, much to Treherne's relief and Blanche's deep disappointment, who nonetheless held onto the hope of another chance later in the season.</p>

Line 646 (NEW):  <p>He kissed her hand and went to find my lady to say his goodbyes, as no amount of persuasion could make him stay. After leaving a note for Sir Jasper, he rushed off, much to Treherne's relief and Blanche's deep disappointment, who nonetheless held onto the hope of another chance later in the season.</p>

-----

Line 647 (ORIG): <p>“Here comes Jasper, Mom, safe and sound,” shouted Octavia a little later, as she joined her mother on the terrace, where she had been pacing back and forth nearly ever since her son rode away.</p>

Line 647 (NEW):  <p>“Here comes Jasper, Mom, safe and sound,” shouted Octavia a little later, as she joined her mother on the terrace, where she had been pacing back and forth nearly ever since her son rode away.</p>

-----

Line 648 (ORIG): <p>With a huge smile of relief, she waved her handkerchief as he came clattering up the driveway, and seeing her, he responded with a wave of his hat and hand. He usually got off at the front door of the grand hall, but on a whim, he decided to ride along the wall below the terrace because he was a talented rider, and Mrs. Snowdon was watching from her window. As he got closer, the peacocks screeched and fled, and one flew up right in front of the horse's eyes just as he was about to dismount. The spirited horse got startled, leaped partway up the wide, low steps of the terrace, and, being yanked back sharply, slipped, fell, and ended up rolling down with him.</p>

Line 648 (NEW):  <p>With a huge smile of relief, she waved her handkerchief as he came clattering up the driveway, and seeing her, he responded with a wave of his hat and hand. He usually got off at the front door of the grand hall, but on a whim, he decided to ride along the wall below the terrace because he was a talented rider, and Mrs. Snowdon was watching from her window. As he got closer, the peacocks screeched and fled, and one flew up right in front of the horse's eyes just as he was about to dismount. The spirited horse got startled, leaped partway up the wide, low steps of the terrace, and, being yanked back sharply, slipped, fell, and ended up rolling down with him.</p>

-----

Line 649 (ORIG): <p>Never did those who heard it forget the scream that escaped Lady Treherne's lips as she witnessed the fall. It drew out both guests and staff to find Octavia desperately wrestling with the scared horse, while my lady was down on the stones with her son's bleeding head in her arms.</p>

Line 649 (NEW):  <p>Never did those who heard it forget the scream that escaped Lady Treherne's lips as she witnessed the fall. It drew out both guests and staff to find Octavia desperately wrestling with the scared horse, while my lady was down on the stones with her son's bleeding head in her arms.</p>

-----

Line 650 (ORIG): <p>They carried in the broken, lifeless body, and for hours, they tried everything that skill and science could come up with to save the young man's life. But every effort was useless, and as the sun set, Sir Jasper lay dying. Finally conscious and able to speak, he looked around with a worried expression, seeming to struggle with a desire that overpowered his pain and kept death at a distance.</p>

Line 650 (NEW):  <p>They carried in the broken, lifeless body, and for hours, they tried everything that skill and science could come up with to save the young man's life. But every effort was useless, and as the sun set, Sir Jasper lay dying. Finally conscious and able to speak, he looked around with a worried expression, seeming to struggle with a desire that overpowered his pain and kept death at a distance.</p>

-----

Line 651 (ORIG): <p>“I want Maurice,” he said weakly, finally.</p>

Line 651 (NEW):  <p>“I want Maurice,” he said weakly, finally.</p>

-----

Line 652 (ORIG): <p>“Hey there, I’m here,” replied his cousin from a seat in the shadow of the half-drawn curtains.</p>

Line 652 (NEW):  <p>“Hey there, I’m here,” replied his cousin from a seat in the shadow of the half-drawn curtains.</p>

-----

Line 653 (ORIG): <p>“Always there when I need you. You've helped me out of many tough spots, but this is beyond what you can do,” and a faint smile crossed Jasper's lips as memories rushed through his mind. But the smile faded, and a groan of pain escaped him as he suddenly cried, “Quick! Let me tell it before it's too late! Maurice never will, but he’ll carry the shame all his life so that my dead name remains untarnished. Bring Edith; she needs to hear the truth.”</p>

Line 653 (NEW):  <p>“Always there when I need you. You've helped me out of many tough spots, but this is beyond what you can do,” and a faint smile crossed Jasper's lips as memories rushed through his mind. But the smile faded, and a groan of pain escaped him as he suddenly cried, “Quick! Let me tell it before it's too late! Maurice never will, but he’ll carry the shame all his life so that my dead name remains untarnished. Bring Edith; she needs to hear the truth.”</p>

-----

Line 654 (ORIG): <p>She was soon there, and lying in his mother's arms, one hand in his cousin's and one on his sister's bent head, Jasper quickly shared the secret that had weighed on him for a year.</p>

Line 654 (NEW):  <p>She was soon there, and lying in his mother's arms, one hand in his cousin's and one on his sister's bent head, Jasper quickly shared the secret that had weighed on him for a year.</p>

-----

Line 655 (ORIG): <p>“I did it; I forged my uncle's name after I lost heavily at gambling and couldn’t tell my mom or risk wasting more of my own money. I tricked Maurice into thinking the check was real; I had him present it and get the cash, and when everything went smoothly, I thought I was in the clear. But my uncle found out secretly, didn’t say anything, and, thinking Maurice was the one who forged it, disowned him. I didn’t find out until the old man died, and by then it was too late. I confessed to Maurice, and he forgave me. He said, 'I am helpless now, cut off from the world, with nothing to lose or gain, and soon to be forgotten by those who once knew me, so let any hint of shame that might linger stick to me, and you go on with your life, wealthy, happy, honorable, and free from any stain on your reputation.' Mom, I let him do it, not realizing that many knew the hidden sin and believed he was responsible for it.”</p>

Line 655 (NEW):  <p>“I did it; I forged my uncle's name after I lost heavily at gambling and couldn’t tell my mom or risk wasting more of my own money. I tricked Maurice into thinking the check was real; I had him present it and get the cash, and when everything went smoothly, I thought I was in the clear. But my uncle found out secretly, didn’t say anything, and, thinking Maurice was the one who forged it, disowned him. I didn’t find out until the old man died, and by then it was too late. I confessed to Maurice, and he forgave me. He said, 'I am helpless now, cut off from the world, with nothing to lose or gain, and soon to be forgotten by those who once knew me, so let any hint of shame that might linger stick to me, and you go on with your life, wealthy, happy, honorable, and free from any stain on your reputation.' Mom, I let him do it, not realizing that many knew the hidden sin and believed he was responsible for it.”</p>

-----

Line 656 (ORIG): <p>“Hush, Jasper, let it go. I can handle it; I promised your dear father I would always be your loyal friend, and I’ve just kept my promise.”</p>

Line 656 (NEW):  <p>“Hush, Jasper, let it go. I can handle it; I promised your dear father I would always be your loyal friend, and I’ve just kept my promise.”</p>

-----

Line 657 (ORIG): <p>“God knows you have, but now my life is ending, and I can’t die until you’ve cleared things up. Edith, I only told you part of the truth, and you would have used it against him if some angel hadn’t sent this girl to soften your heart. You’ve done your part to make up for the past, now let me do mine. Mom, Tavie loves him, and he has risked his life and honor for me. Please repay him generously and give him this.”</p>

Line 657 (NEW):  <p>“God knows you have, but now my life is ending, and I can’t die until you’ve cleared things up. Edith, I only told you part of the truth, and you would have used it against him if some angel hadn’t sent this girl to soften your heart. You’ve done your part to make up for the past, now let me do mine. Mom, Tavie loves him, and he has risked his life and honor for me. Please repay him generously and give him this.”</p>

-----

Line 658 (ORIG): <p>With a weak attempt, Sir Jasper tried to place his sister's hand in Treherne's as he spoke; Mrs. Snowdon assisted him, and as my lady lowered her head in quiet agreement, a happy smile lit up the dying man's face.</p>

Line 658 (NEW):  <p>With a weak attempt, Sir Jasper tried to place his sister's hand in Treherne's as he spoke; Mrs. Snowdon assisted him, and as my lady lowered her head in quiet agreement, a happy smile lit up the dying man's face.</p>

-----

Line 659 (ORIG): <p>“Just one more confession, and then I’m ready,” he said, looking up into the face of the woman he had loved with all the intensity of a shallow soul. “It was a joke to you, Edith, but it felt serious to me because I loved you, even though it was wrong. Ask your husband to forgive me, and let him know it’s better for me to die than to disrupt a good man’s peace. Kiss me once, and make him happy for my sake.”</p>

Line 659 (NEW):  <p>“Just one more confession, and then I’m ready,” he said, looking up into the face of the woman he had loved with all the intensity of a shallow soul. “It was a joke to you, Edith, but it felt serious to me because I loved you, even though it was wrong. Ask your husband to forgive me, and let him know it’s better for me to die than to disrupt a good man’s peace. Kiss me once, and make him happy for my sake.”</p>

-----

Line 660 (ORIG): <p>She gently pressed her cold lips against his with a sense of regret, and in that moment, she made a silent promise to honor that fading wish.</p>

Line 660 (NEW):  <p>She gently pressed her cold lips against his with a sense of regret, and in that moment, she made a silent promise to honor that fading wish.</p>

-----

Line 661 (ORIG): <p>“Tavie dear, Maurice, my brother, bless you both. Goodbye, Mother. He'll be a better son than I’ve been to you.” Then, the man’s carefree spirit lingered until the end, as Sir Jasper laughed softly, seeming to summon an unseen presence, and died cheerfully saying, “Alright, Father Abbot, lead the way, I’ll follow you.”</p>

Line 661 (NEW):  <p>“Tavie dear, Maurice, my brother, bless you both. Goodbye, Mother. He'll be a better son than I’ve been to you.” Then, the man’s carefree spirit lingered until the end, as Sir Jasper laughed softly, seeming to summon an unseen presence, and died cheerfully saying, “Alright, Father Abbot, lead the way, I’ll follow you.”</p>

-----

Line 662 (ORIG): <p><br/><br/></p>

Line 662 (NEW):  <p><br/><br/></p>

-----

Line 663 (ORIG): <hr/>

Line 663 (NEW):  <hr/>

-----

Line 664 (ORIG): <p><br/><br/></p>

Line 664 (NEW):  <p><br/><br/></p>

-----

Line 665 (ORIG): <p>A year later, three weddings took place on the same day in the same church. Maurice Treherne, a healthy man, walked his cousin down the aisle. Frank Annon finally gave in to Blanche after her long wait, and to the endless amusement of Mrs. Grundy, Major Royston admitted he was outsmarted by cheerful Rose. The triple wedding celebration was held at Treherne Abbey, and no strange visitor disrupted the festivities, as the north gallery was never haunted again by the ghostly Abbot.</p>

Line 665 (NEW):  <p>A year later, three weddings took place on the same day in the same church. Maurice Treherne, a healthy man, walked his cousin down the aisle. Frank Annon finally gave in to Blanche after her long wait, and to the endless amusement of Mrs. Grundy, Major Royston admitted he was outsmarted by cheerful Rose. The triple wedding celebration was held at Treherne Abbey, and no strange visitor disrupted the festivities, as the north gallery was never haunted again by the ghostly Abbot.</p>

-----

Line 666 (ORIG): <div style="height: 6em;">

Line 666 (NEW):  <div style="height: 6em;">

-----

Line 667 (ORIG): <br/><br/><br/><br/><br/><br/>

Line 667 (NEW):  <br/><br/><br/><br/><br/><br/>

-----

Line 668 (ORIG): </div>

Line 668 (NEW):  </div>

-----

Line 669 (ORIG): <pre></pre><section class="pg-boilerplate pgheader" id="pg-footer" lang="en">

Line 669 (NEW):  <pre></pre><section class="pg-boilerplate pgheader" id="pg-footer" lang="en">

-----

Line 670 (ORIG): </section></body>

Line 670 (NEW):  </section></body>

-----

Line 671 (ORIG): </html>

Line 671 (NEW):  </html>

-----



[DONE] This file was fill-in processed successfully





OEBPS/debug_log.txt
=== DEBUG LOG (PROCESSING  TAGS) ===



[INFO] Processed  tags in this file.



---  Block #1 ---

ORIGINAL  HTML:







TEXT SENT TO GPT (if any):

(Skipped GPT; <= 5 words)



GPT RESPONSE:





----------



---  Block #2 ---

ORIGINAL  HTML:



    I understand, but do not be anxious; the line I left was merely

    this—“I must see you alone, tell me when and where.” No one can

    make much of it, and I will discover the thief before dinner. Do

    nothing, but watch to whom I speak first on entering, when we meet

    in the evening, and beware of that person.







TEXT SENT TO GPT (if any):



    I understand, but do not be anxious; the line I left was merely

    this—“I must see you alone, tell me when and where.” No one can

    make much of it, and I will discover the thief before dinner. Do

    nothing, but watch to whom I speak first on entering, when we meet

    in the evening, and beware of that person.





GPT RESPONSE:

I get it, but don’t worry; the message I left was just this—“I need to see you alone, let me know when and where.” No one can interpret it too much, and I will figure out who the thief is before dinner. Just keep quiet and pay attention to who I talk to first when I arrive tonight, and be careful of that person.



----------



---  Block #3 ---

ORIGINAL  HTML:







TEXT SENT TO GPT (if any):

(Skipped GPT; <= 5 words)



GPT RESPONSE:





----------



=== DETAILED LINE-BY-LINE COMPARISON ===

Below, we show each original line and the corresponding line in the final output.



Line 1 (ORIGINAL): 

Line 1 (FINAL)   : 

-----

Line 2 (ORIGINAL): 

Line 2 (FINAL)   : 

-----

Line 3 (ORIGINAL): 

Line 3 (FINAL)   : 

-----

Line 4 (ORIGINAL): 



Line 4 (FINAL)   : 



-----

Line 5 (ORIGINAL): 

Line 5 (FINAL)   : 

-----

Line 6 (ORIGINAL): 









Line 6 (FINAL)   : 









-----

Line 7 (ORIGINAL): 


Line 7 (FINAL)   : 


-----

Line 8 (ORIGINAL): 

Line 8 (FINAL)   : 



-----

Line 9 (ORIGINAL):       THE ABBOT'S GHOST

Line 9 (FINAL)   :       THE ABBOT'S GHOST

-----

Line 10 (ORIGINAL):     



Line 10 (FINAL)   :     

-----

Line 11 (ORIGINAL): 

Line 11 (FINAL)   : 



-----

Line 12 (ORIGINAL):       OR, MAURICE TREHERNE'S TEMPTATION

Line 12 (FINAL)   :       OR, MAURICE TREHERNE'S TEMPTATION

-----

Line 13 (ORIGINAL):     



Line 13 (FINAL)   :     

-----

Line 14 (ORIGINAL): 

Line 14 (FINAL)   : 



-----

Line 15 (ORIGINAL):       A Christmas Story

Line 15 (FINAL)   :       A Christmas Story

-----

Line 16 (ORIGINAL):     



Line 16 (FINAL)   :     

-----

Line 17 (ORIGINAL): 

Line 17 (FINAL)   : 



-----

Line 18 (ORIGINAL):       By A.M. Barnard

Line 18 (FINAL)   :       By A.M. Barnard

-----

Line 19 (ORIGINAL):     



Line 19 (FINAL)   :     

-----

Line 20 (ORIGINAL): 

Line 20 (FINAL)   : 



-----

Line 21 (ORIGINAL):       1867

Line 21 (FINAL)   :       1867

-----

Line 22 (ORIGINAL):     



Line 22 (FINAL)   :     

-----

Line 23 (ORIGINAL): 





Line 23 (FINAL)   : 





-----

Line 24 (ORIGINAL): 


Line 24 (FINAL)   : 


-----

Line 25 (ORIGINAL): 





Line 25 (FINAL)   : 





-----

Line 26 (ORIGINAL): CONTENTS



Line 26 (FINAL)   : CONTENTS



-----

Line 27 (ORIGINAL):  Chapter I. DRAMATIS PERSONAE 



Line 27 (FINAL)   :  Chapter I. DRAMATIS PERSONAE 



-----

Line 28 (ORIGINAL):  Chapter II. BYPLAY 



Line 28 (FINAL)   :  Chapter II. BYPLAY 



-----

Line 29 (ORIGINAL):  Chapter III. WHO WAS IT? 



Line 29 (FINAL)   :  Chapter III. WHO WAS IT? 



-----

Line 30 (ORIGINAL):  Chapter IV. FEEDING THE PEACOCKS 



Line 30 (FINAL)   :  Chapter IV. FEEDING THE PEACOCKS 



-----

Line 31 (ORIGINAL):  Chapter V. UNDER THE MISTLETOE 



Line 31 (FINAL)   :  Chapter V. UNDER THE MISTLETOE 



-----

Line 32 (ORIGINAL):  Chapter VI. MIRACLES 



Line 32 (FINAL)   :  Chapter VI. MIRACLES 



-----

Line 33 (ORIGINAL):  Chapter VII. A GHOSTLY REVEL 



Line 33 (FINAL)   :  Chapter VII. A GHOSTLY REVEL 



-----

Line 34 (ORIGINAL):  Chapter VIII. JASPER 



Line 34 (FINAL)   :  Chapter VIII. JASPER 



-----

Line 35 (ORIGINAL): 





Line 35 (FINAL)   : 





-----

Line 36 (ORIGINAL): 


Line 36 (FINAL)   : 


-----

Line 37 (ORIGINAL):  



Line 37 (FINAL)   :  



-----

Line 38 (ORIGINAL): 

Line 38 (FINAL)   : 

-----

Line 39 (ORIGINAL): 





Line 39 (FINAL)   : 





-----

Line 40 (ORIGINAL): 


Line 40 (FINAL)   : 


-----

Line 41 (ORIGINAL): 

Line 41 (FINAL)   : 



-----

Line 42 (ORIGINAL):       Chapter I. DRAMATIS PERSONAE

Line 42 (FINAL)   :       Chapter I. DRAMATIS PERSONAE

-----

Line 43 (ORIGINAL):     



Line 43 (FINAL)   :     

-----

Line 44 (ORIGINAL): “How’s it going, Frank? Down first, like always.”



Line 44 (FINAL)   : “How’s it going, Frank? Down first, like always.”



-----

Line 45 (ORIGINAL): “The early bird catches the worm, Major.”



Line 45 (FINAL)   : “The early bird catches the worm, Major.”



-----

Line 46 (ORIGINAL): “That's an incredibly rude thing to say, especially since the lovely Octavia is the one being talked about,” and with a meaningful laugh, the major took on an Englishman's favorite stance in front of the fire.



Line 46 (FINAL)   : “That's an incredibly rude thing to say, especially since the lovely Octavia is the one being talked about,” and with a meaningful laugh, the major took on an Englishman's favorite stance in front of the fire.



-----

Line 47 (ORIGINAL): His companion gave him a quick look, and a worried expression crossed his face as he responded, with a carefully crafted air of indifference, “You’re being way too observant, Major. I need to be cautious with you around. Any new arrivals? I thought I heard a carriage pull up a little while ago.”



Line 47 (FINAL)   : His companion gave him a quick look, and a worried expression crossed his face as he responded, with a carefully crafted air of indifference, “You’re being way too observant, Major. I need to be cautious with you around. Any new arrivals? I thought I heard a carriage pull up a little while ago.”



-----

Line 48 (ORIGINAL): “It was General Snowdon and his lovely wife. Maurice Treherne stopped by while we were out, and I haven't seen him yet, poor guy!”



Line 48 (FINAL)   : “It was General Snowdon and his lovely wife. Maurice Treherne stopped by while we were out, and I haven't seen him yet, poor guy!”



-----

Line 49 (ORIGINAL): “Aye, you can definitely say that; his situation is tough, if what I’ve heard is correct. I’m not fully informed about this, and I should be, so I don’t make a mistake here. So tell me what’s going on, Major. We have a good half hour before dinner. Sir Jasper is never on time.”



Line 49 (FINAL)   : “Aye, you can definitely say that; his situation is tough, if what I’ve heard is correct. I’m not fully informed about this, and I should be, so I don’t make a mistake here. So tell me what’s going on, Major. We have a good half hour before dinner. Sir Jasper is never on time.”



-----

Line 50 (ORIGINAL): “Yeah, you have a right to know if you’re going to take your chances with Octavia.”



Line 50 (FINAL)   : “Yeah, you have a right to know if you’re going to take your chances with Octavia.”



-----

Line 51 (ORIGINAL): The major walked through the three drawing rooms to check that no curious servant was eavesdropping, and, finding everything empty, he returned to his spot, while young Annon relaxed on a couch, listening intently to the major's story.



Line 51 (FINAL)   : The major walked through the three drawing rooms to check that no curious servant was eavesdropping, and, finding everything empty, he returned to his spot, while young Annon relaxed on a couch, listening intently to the major's story.



-----

Line 52 (ORIGINAL): “You know it was assumed that old Sir Jasper, being single, would leave his fortune to his two nephews. But he was quite peculiar, and since the title must go to young Jasper by right, the old man decided Maurice should inherit the money. He was poor, while young Jasper was wealthy, and it seemed only fair, though Madame Mère was very angry when she found out how the will was written.”



Line 52 (FINAL)   : “You know it was assumed that old Sir Jasper, being single, would leave his fortune to his two nephews. But he was quite peculiar, and since the title must go to young Jasper by right, the old man decided Maurice should inherit the money. He was poor, while young Jasper was wealthy, and it seemed only fair, though Madame Mère was very angry when she found out how the will was written.”



-----

Line 53 (ORIGINAL): “But Maurice didn't get the fortune. How come?”



Line 53 (FINAL)   : “But Maurice didn't get the fortune. How come?”



-----

Line 54 (ORIGINAL): “There’s some mystery there that I’ll figure out eventually. Everything was going well until that unfortunate yachting trip when the cousins got wrecked. Maurice saved Jasper’s life and nearly lost his own in the process. I think he regrets it, wishing he had died instead of becoming the poor cripple he is now. Exposure, effort, and neglect afterward led to paralysis in his lower limbs, and now he’s stuck—a talented, spirited guy bound to that damn chair like some old man.”



Line 54 (FINAL)   : “There’s some mystery there that I’ll figure out eventually. Everything was going well until that unfortunate yachting trip when the cousins got wrecked. Maurice saved Jasper’s life and nearly lost his own in the process. I think he regrets it, wishing he had died instead of becoming the poor cripple he is now. Exposure, effort, and neglect afterward led to paralysis in his lower limbs, and now he’s stuck—a talented, spirited guy bound to that damn chair like some old man.”



-----

Line 55 (ORIGINAL): “How does he handle it?” asked Annon, as the major shook his gray head, with a betraying huskiness in his final words.



Line 55 (FINAL)   : “How does he handle it?” asked Annon, as the major shook his gray head, with a betraying huskiness in his final words.



-----

Line 56 (ORIGINAL): “Like a thinker or a hero. He is too proud to reveal his despair over such a sudden end to all his hopes, too generous to complain, because Jasper is deeply upset about it, and too brave to be discouraged by a misfortune that would drive many men insane.”



Line 56 (FINAL)   : “Like a thinker or a hero. He is too proud to reveal his despair over such a sudden end to all his hopes, too generous to complain, because Jasper is deeply upset about it, and too brave to be discouraged by a misfortune that would drive many men insane.”



-----

Line 57 (ORIGINAL): “Is it true that Sir Jasper, aware of all this, created a new will and left every penny to his namesake?”



Line 57 (FINAL)   : “Is it true that Sir Jasper, aware of all this, created a new will and left every penny to his namesake?”



-----

Line 58 (ORIGINAL): “Yes, and there’s the mystery. Not only did he keep it away from poor Maurice, but he also tied it up so that Jasper can’t transfer it, and when he dies, it goes to Octavia.”



Line 58 (FINAL)   : “Yes, and there’s the mystery. Not only did he keep it away from poor Maurice, but he also tied it up so that Jasper can’t transfer it, and when he dies, it goes to Octavia.”



-----

Line 59 (ORIGINAL): "The old man must have been out of his mind. What on earth did he mean by leaving Maurice helpless and broke after all his loyalty to Jasper? Had he done something to upset the old guy?"



Line 59 (FINAL)   : "The old man must have been out of his mind. What on earth did he mean by leaving Maurice helpless and broke after all his loyalty to Jasper? Had he done something to upset the old guy?"



-----

Line 60 (ORIGINAL): “No one knows; Maurice has no clue why this sudden change happened, and the old man didn’t explain it. He died shortly after, and as soon as Jasper inherited the title and estate, he brought his cousin home and treats him like a brother. Jasper is a great guy, despite his flaws, and this act of kindness makes me respect him even more,” said the major sincerely.



Line 60 (FINAL)   : “No one knows; Maurice has no clue why this sudden change happened, and the old man didn’t explain it. He died shortly after, and as soon as Jasper inherited the title and estate, he brought his cousin home and treats him like a brother. Jasper is a great guy, despite his flaws, and this act of kindness makes me respect him even more,” said the major sincerely.



-----

Line 61 (ORIGINAL): “What will Maurice do now that he can't join the army as he planned?” asked Annon, sitting up straight, clearly intrigued.



Line 61 (FINAL)   : “What will Maurice do now that he can't join the army as he planned?” asked Annon, sitting up straight, clearly intrigued.



-----

Line 62 (ORIGINAL): “Marry Octavia and come to himself, I hope.”



Line 62 (FINAL)   : “Marry Octavia and come to himself, I hope.”



-----

Line 63 (ORIGINAL): “That's a great little setup, but Miss Treherne might not be on board,” said Annon, getting up with a sudden spark in his eyes.



Line 63 (FINAL)   : “That's a great little setup, but Miss Treherne might not be on board,” said Annon, getting up with a sudden spark in his eyes.



-----

Line 64 (ORIGINAL): “I don't think so, as long as no one gets in the way. Sympathy for women is similar to love, and she feels for her cousin in the sweetest way. No sister could be more loyal, and since Maurice is a good-looking, talented guy, it's easy to predict what will happen in the end, if, as I mentioned before, no one steps in to let the poor guy down again.”



Line 64 (FINAL)   : “I don't think so, as long as no one gets in the way. Sympathy for women is similar to love, and she feels for her cousin in the sweetest way. No sister could be more loyal, and since Maurice is a good-looking, talented guy, it's easy to predict what will happen in the end, if, as I mentioned before, no one steps in to let the poor guy down again.”



-----

Line 65 (ORIGINAL): “You support his cause, I see, so tell me this so I can step back.  

Line 65 (FINAL)   : 

“You support his cause, I see, so tell me this so I can step back.  

-----

Line 66 (ORIGINAL):       Thanks for the heads-up, Major; but since Maurice Treherne is a man with unusual  

Line 66 (FINAL)   :       Thanks for the heads-up, Major; but since Maurice Treherne is a man with unusual  

-----

Line 67 (ORIGINAL):       strengths in many ways, I think we're evenly matched, despite his  

Line 67 (FINAL)   :       strengths in many ways, I think we're evenly matched, despite his  

-----

Line 68 (ORIGINAL):       misfortune. In fact, if anything, he has the edge over me because Miss  

Line 68 (FINAL)   :       misfortune. In fact, if anything, he has the edge over me because Miss  

-----

Line 69 (ORIGINAL):       Treherne feels sympathy for him, and that's a powerful ally for my rival. I'll be as  

Line 69 (FINAL)   :       Treherne feels sympathy for him, and that's a powerful ally for my rival. I'll be as  

-----

Line 70 (ORIGINAL):       generous as I can, but I'm not going to step back and give up the  

Line 70 (FINAL)   :       generous as I can, but I'm not going to step back and give up the  

-----

Line 71 (ORIGINAL):       woman I love without at least giving it a shot first.”



Line 71 (FINAL)   :       woman I love without at least giving it a shot first.”



-----

Line 72 (ORIGINAL): With a sense of determination, Annon faced the major, whose sharp eyes had already seen the truth that Annon had just admitted to himself. Major Royston smiled as he listened and said briefly, as footsteps drew near, “Do your best. Maurice will win.”



Line 72 (FINAL)   : With a sense of determination, Annon faced the major, whose sharp eyes had already seen the truth that Annon had just admitted to himself. Major Royston smiled as he listened and said briefly, as footsteps drew near, “Do your best. Maurice will win.”



-----

Line 73 (ORIGINAL): “We'll see,” Annon replied through gritted teeth.



Line 73 (FINAL)   : “We'll see,” Annon replied through gritted teeth.



-----

Line 74 (ORIGINAL): Here their host came in, and of course, the topic was dropped. But the major's words stuck in the young man's mind and would have been even more painful if he had known that their private conversation had been overheard. On each side of the large fireplace was a door leading to a suite of rooms that used to belong to old Sir Jasper. These rooms had been given to Maurice Treherne, who had just returned from London, where he had gone to see a certain famous doctor. Entering quietly, he had settled into his rooms, and after resting and getting ready for dinner, he rolled into the library through the curtained door on the right. Sitting idly in his light, wheeled chair, prepared to greet his cousin when he arrived, he listened to Annon and the major's conversation. As he listened, different emotions—anger, pain, bitterness, and defiance—crossed his usually expressionless face. When the young man said his almost fierce “We shall see,” Treherne smirked in disdain and clenched his pale hand, showing that a year of suffering hadn't defeated his spirit, even though it had weakened his strong body.



Line 74 (FINAL)   : Here their host came in, and of course, the topic was dropped. But the major's words stuck in the young man's mind and would have been even more painful if he had known that their private conversation had been overheard. On each side of the large fireplace was a door leading to a suite of rooms that used to belong to old Sir Jasper. These rooms had been given to Maurice Treherne, who had just returned from London, where he had gone to see a certain famous doctor. Entering quietly, he had settled into his rooms, and after resting and getting ready for dinner, he rolled into the library through the curtained door on the right. Sitting idly in his light, wheeled chair, prepared to greet his cousin when he arrived, he listened to Annon and the major's conversation. As he listened, different emotions—anger, pain, bitterness, and defiance—crossed his usually expressionless face. When the young man said his almost fierce “We shall see,” Treherne smirked in disdain and clenched his pale hand, showing that a year of suffering hadn't defeated his spirit, even though it had weakened his strong body.



-----

Line 75 (ORIGINAL): Maurice Treherne had a unique face; his features were well-defined and a bit proud, with a fine forehead beneath his dark, casually tousled hair, and strikingly intense eyes. Though he was slender and affected by pain, he still carried a natural grace and the stern strength that allowed him to hide the deep sadness of his ambitious spirit from everyone, coping with his struggles using a cheerful outlook that was more touching than total surrender to sorrow. He was dressed neatly, showing no signs of being unwell except for his chair, and he moved as comfortably and calmly as if he weren't facing the harsh reality of lifelong helplessness. A simple gesture of his hand sent him gliding silently to the curtained door, but just then, a voice called out from behind, “Wait for me, cousin.” Turning around, he saw a young girl coming toward him, her smile radiating warmth as she took his hand and gently scolded him, “Back home and didn’t let me know until I heard the good news by chance.”



Line 75 (FINAL)   : Maurice Treherne had a unique face; his features were well-defined and a bit proud, with a fine forehead beneath his dark, casually tousled hair, and strikingly intense eyes. Though he was slender and affected by pain, he still carried a natural grace and the stern strength that allowed him to hide the deep sadness of his ambitious spirit from everyone, coping with his struggles using a cheerful outlook that was more touching than total surrender to sorrow. He was dressed neatly, showing no signs of being unwell except for his chair, and he moved as comfortably and calmly as if he weren't facing the harsh reality of lifelong helplessness. A simple gesture of his hand sent him gliding silently to the curtained door, but just then, a voice called out from behind, “Wait for me, cousin.” Turning around, he saw a young girl coming toward him, her smile radiating warmth as she took his hand and gently scolded him, “Back home and didn’t let me know until I heard the good news by chance.”



-----

Line 76 (ORIGINAL): “Was it good news, Octavia?” Maurice asked, looking up at her honest face with a new look in his intense eyes. His cousin’s open gaze remained unchanged as she brushed the hair off his forehead in a way that one often does for a child and replied eagerly, “It’s the best for me; the house feels boring when you’re away because Jasper always gets wrapped up in horses and dogs, leaving Mom and me to sulk by ourselves. But tell me, Maurice, what did they say to you since you didn’t write?”



Line 76 (FINAL)   : “Was it good news, Octavia?” Maurice asked, looking up at her honest face with a new look in his intense eyes. His cousin’s open gaze remained unchanged as she brushed the hair off his forehead in a way that one often does for a child and replied eagerly, “It’s the best for me; the house feels boring when you’re away because Jasper always gets wrapped up in horses and dogs, leaving Mom and me to sulk by ourselves. But tell me, Maurice, what did they say to you since you didn’t write?”



-----

Line 77 (ORIGINAL): “A bit of hope, with time and patience. Please help me be patient, my dear, help me to wait.”



Line 77 (FINAL)   : “A bit of hope, with time and patience. Please help me be patient, my dear, help me to wait.”



-----

Line 78 (ORIGINAL): His tone was deeply melancholy, and as he spoke, he rested his cheek against the kind hand he held, as if looking for support and comfort there. The girl's face lit up beautifully, even though her eyes were filled with tears, because he only revealed his pain to her, and she was the only one he sought comfort from.



Line 78 (FINAL)   : His tone was deeply melancholy, and as he spoke, he rested his cheek against the kind hand he held, as if looking for support and comfort there. The girl's face lit up beautifully, even though her eyes were filled with tears, because he only revealed his pain to her, and she was the only one he sought comfort from.



-----

Line 79 (ORIGINAL): “I will, I will with heart and hand! Thank heaven for the hope, and trust me it will be fulfilled. You look really tired, Maurice. Why go in to dinner with all those people? Let me make you comfortable here,” she added anxiously.



Line 79 (FINAL)   : “I will, I will with heart and hand! Thank heaven for the hope, and trust me it will be fulfilled. You look really tired, Maurice. Why go in to dinner with all those people? Let me make you comfortable here,” she added anxiously.



-----

Line 80 (ORIGINAL): “Thanks, I’d prefer to go in; it’s good for me. If I don’t, Jasper feels obligated to stay with me. I got ready quickly, am I right, little nurse?”



Line 80 (FINAL)   : “Thanks, I’d prefer to go in; it’s good for me. If I don’t, Jasper feels obligated to stay with me. I got ready quickly, am I right, little nurse?”



-----

Line 81 (ORIGINAL): She gave him a thorough look, gently adjusted his tie, pushed back a stray lock of hair, and, with a delightful maternal vibe, said, “My boy always looks sharp, and I'm so proud of him. Now let’s go in.” But as her hand rested on the curtain, she paused and quickly asked, “Who is that?”



Line 81 (FINAL)   : She gave him a thorough look, gently adjusted his tie, pushed back a stray lock of hair, and, with a delightful maternal vibe, said, “My boy always looks sharp, and I'm so proud of him. Now let’s go in.” But as her hand rested on the curtain, she paused and quickly asked, “Who is that?”



-----

Line 82 (ORIGINAL): “Frank Annon. Didn't you know he was coming?” Maurice looked at her closely.



Line 82 (FINAL)   : “Frank Annon. Didn't you know he was coming?” Maurice looked at her closely.



-----

Line 83 (ORIGINAL): “No, Jasper never told me. Why did he ask him?”



Line 83 (FINAL)   : “No, Jasper never told me. Why did he ask him?”



-----

Line 84 (ORIGINAL): “To please you.”



Line 84 (FINAL)   : “To please you.”



-----

Line 85 (ORIGINAL): “Me! He knows I can't stand that guy. But it’s fine, I’m wearing the color he hates, so he won’t bother me, and Mrs. Snowdon can entertain herself with him. The general has arrived, you know?”



Line 85 (FINAL)   : “Me! He knows I can't stand that guy. But it’s fine, I’m wearing the color he hates, so he won’t bother me, and Mrs. Snowdon can entertain herself with him. The general has arrived, you know?”



-----

Line 86 (ORIGINAL): Treherne smiled, feeling satisfied, because the girl's face showed no hint of shyness or pleasure. As he watched her peek, he thought with contentment, Annon is right, I have the upper hand, and I’ll hold onto it no matter what.



Line 86 (FINAL)   : Treherne smiled, feeling satisfied, because the girl's face showed no hint of shyness or pleasure. As he watched her peek, he thought with contentment, Annon is right, I have the upper hand, and I’ll hold onto it no matter what.



-----

Line 87 (ORIGINAL): “Here comes Mom. We need to go inside,” said Octavia, as a dignified old lady entered the living room.



Line 87 (FINAL)   : “Here comes Mom. We need to go inside,” said Octavia, as a dignified old lady entered the living room.



-----

Line 88 (ORIGINAL): The cousins walked in together, and Annon watched them quietly while pretending to pay his respects to Madame Mère, as his family referred to her.



Line 88 (FINAL)   : The cousins walked in together, and Annon watched them quietly while pretending to pay his respects to Madame Mère, as his family referred to her.



-----

Line 89 (ORIGINAL): “More attractive than ever,” he muttered as his gaze landed on the blooming girl, looking more like a rose than ever in the peach-colored silk he had once criticized because a rival liked it. She turned to respond to the major, and Annon glanced at Treherne with an undeniable frown, as illness had not diminished the allure of that unique face, so pale and thin that it appeared carved from marble; but the sharp eyes sparkled with an incredible brightness, and the entire expression was full of a strength of intellect and will that made any observer involuntarily think, “That man must endure a daily torment, so restricted and confined; if this continues for long, he will either go mad or die.”



Line 89 (FINAL)   : “More attractive than ever,” he muttered as his gaze landed on the blooming girl, looking more like a rose than ever in the peach-colored silk he had once criticized because a rival liked it. She turned to respond to the major, and Annon glanced at Treherne with an undeniable frown, as illness had not diminished the allure of that unique face, so pale and thin that it appeared carved from marble; but the sharp eyes sparkled with an incredible brightness, and the entire expression was full of a strength of intellect and will that made any observer involuntarily think, “That man must endure a daily torment, so restricted and confined; if this continues for long, he will either go mad or die.”



-----

Line 90 (ORIGINAL): “General and Mrs. Snowden,” announced the servant, and a quick silence followed as everyone looked up to welcome the newcomers.



Line 90 (FINAL)   : “General and Mrs. Snowden,” announced the servant, and a quick silence followed as everyone looked up to welcome the newcomers.



-----

Line 91 (ORIGINAL): A frail, white-haired old man walked in, leaning on the arm of an incredibly beautiful woman. Not even thirty, she was tall and elegantly shaped, with straight black brows over stunning eyes; her dark hair cascaded in a large knot and was adorned with a single gold band. She wore a flowing dress of wine-colored velvet, complemented by a dazzling neckline and arms decorated, like her elegant head, with Roman gold ornaments. At first glance, she appeared to be a cold, aloof person, designed to impress but not to connect. A closer look revealed signs of pain in her lovely face, and beneath the mask of reserve that her pride forced her to wear, one could see the distress of a strong-willed woman carrying a heavy burden. No one would dare show pity or offer sympathy, as her whole demeanor repelled it, and in her somber eyes lay a mix of self-contempt and defiance toward the disdain of others. She was an oddly, almost tragically beautiful woman, despite her grace and the chilly sweetness of her demeanor. A faint smile crossed her lips as she greeted those around her, and when her husband took a seat next to Lady Treherne, she lifted her chin with a long sigh and a unique expression of relief, as if a weight had been lifted, and for the moment, she felt free. Sir Jasper was by her side, and as she listened, her gaze moved from face to face.



Line 91 (FINAL)   : A frail, white-haired old man walked in, leaning on the arm of an incredibly beautiful woman. Not even thirty, she was tall and elegantly shaped, with straight black brows over stunning eyes; her dark hair cascaded in a large knot and was adorned with a single gold band. She wore a flowing dress of wine-colored velvet, complemented by a dazzling neckline and arms decorated, like her elegant head, with Roman gold ornaments. At first glance, she appeared to be a cold, aloof person, designed to impress but not to connect. A closer look revealed signs of pain in her lovely face, and beneath the mask of reserve that her pride forced her to wear, one could see the distress of a strong-willed woman carrying a heavy burden. No one would dare show pity or offer sympathy, as her whole demeanor repelled it, and in her somber eyes lay a mix of self-contempt and defiance toward the disdain of others. She was an oddly, almost tragically beautiful woman, despite her grace and the chilly sweetness of her demeanor. A faint smile crossed her lips as she greeted those around her, and when her husband took a seat next to Lady Treherne, she lifted her chin with a long sigh and a unique expression of relief, as if a weight had been lifted, and for the moment, she felt free. Sir Jasper was by her side, and as she listened, her gaze moved from face to face.



-----

Line 92 (ORIGINAL): “Who’s with you now?” she asked, in a low, smooth voice that was full of music.



Line 92 (FINAL)   : “Who’s with you now?” she asked, in a low, smooth voice that was full of music.



-----

Line 93 (ORIGINAL): “My sister and my cousin are over there. You might remember Tavia as a kid; she’s not much taller now. Maurice is disabled, but he’s the best guy around.”



Line 93 (FINAL)   : “My sister and my cousin are over there. You might remember Tavia as a kid; she’s not much taller now. Maurice is disabled, but he’s the best guy around.”



-----

Line 94 (ORIGINAL): “I understand,” and Mrs. Snowdon's eyes softened with a sudden glance of pity for one cousin and admiration for the other, because she knew the facts.



Line 94 (FINAL)   : “I understand,” and Mrs. Snowdon's eyes softened with a sudden glance of pity for one cousin and admiration for the other, because she knew the facts.



-----

Line 95 (ORIGINAL): “Major Royston, a friend of my father's, and Frank Annon, a friend of mine. Do you know him?” asked Sir Jasper.



Line 95 (FINAL)   : “Major Royston, a friend of my father's, and Frank Annon, a friend of mine. Do you know him?” asked Sir Jasper.



-----

Line 96 (ORIGINAL): “No.”



Line 96 (FINAL)   : “No.”



-----

Line 97 (ORIGINAL): “Then let me make him happy by giving him this, okay?”



Line 97 (FINAL)   : “Then let me make him happy by giving him this, okay?”



-----

Line 98 (ORIGINAL): “Not right now. I’d prefer to see your cousin.”



Line 98 (FINAL)   : “Not right now. I’d prefer to see your cousin.”



-----

Line 99 (ORIGINAL): “Thanks, that’s very nice of you. I’ll bring him over.”



Line 99 (FINAL)   : “Thanks, that’s very nice of you. I’ll bring him over.”



-----

Line 100 (ORIGINAL): “Wait, let me go to him,” the lady started, expressing more emotion in her face and voice than anyone would think she was capable of showing.



Line 100 (FINAL)   : “Wait, let me go to him,” the lady started, expressing more emotion in her face and voice than anyone would think she was capable of showing.



-----

Line 101 (ORIGINAL): “Sorry, it will hurt his feelings; he won’t accept pity or give up any of the responsibilities or privileges of a gentleman that he can handle. He’s proud, and we get that, so let’s indulge the poor guy.”



Line 101 (FINAL)   : “Sorry, it will hurt his feelings; he won’t accept pity or give up any of the responsibilities or privileges of a gentleman that he can handle. He’s proud, and we get that, so let’s indulge the poor guy.”



-----

Line 102 (ORIGINAL): Mrs. Snowdon nodded quietly, and Sir Jasper shouted in his usual straightforward manner, as if there was nothing wrong with his cousin, “Maurice, I have an honor for you. Come and get it.”



Line 102 (FINAL)   : Mrs. Snowdon nodded quietly, and Sir Jasper shouted in his usual straightforward manner, as if there was nothing wrong with his cousin, “Maurice, I have an honor for you. Come and get it.”



-----

Line 103 (ORIGINAL): Divining what it was, Treherne quietly crossed the room and approached the attractive woman without any signs of self-consciousness or embarrassment. Thinking his presence might be a hindrance, Sir Jasper left. As soon as he turned his back, a shift occurred in both of them: an almost serious expression took the place of Treherne's smooth demeanor, and Mrs. Snowdon's smile quickly vanished, while a deep blush spread across her face as her eyes looked at him with longing.



Line 103 (FINAL)   : Divining what it was, Treherne quietly crossed the room and approached the attractive woman without any signs of self-consciousness or embarrassment. Thinking his presence might be a hindrance, Sir Jasper left. As soon as he turned his back, a shift occurred in both of them: an almost serious expression took the place of Treherne's smooth demeanor, and Mrs. Snowdon's smile quickly vanished, while a deep blush spread across her face as her eyes looked at him with longing.



-----

Line 104 (ORIGINAL): “How dare you come?” he asked under his breath.



Line 104 (FINAL)   : “How dare you come?” he asked under his breath.



-----

Line 105 (ORIGINAL): “The general insisted.”



Line 105 (FINAL)   : “The general insisted.”



-----

Line 106 (ORIGINAL): “And you couldn’t change his mind; poor woman!”



Line 106 (FINAL)   : “And you couldn’t change his mind; poor woman!”



-----

Line 107 (ORIGINAL): “You won’t get any sympathy from me, and I won’t feel sorry for you either,” she said, her eyes flashing. Then the fire in her gaze was extinguished by tears, and her voice lost all its pride, turning into a pleading tone.



Line 107 (FINAL)   : “You won’t get any sympathy from me, and I won’t feel sorry for you either,” she said, her eyes flashing. Then the fire in her gaze was extinguished by tears, and her voice lost all its pride, turning into a pleading tone.



-----

Line 108 (ORIGINAL): “Please forgive me, I’ve been wanting to see you since you got sick, and so I 'dared' to come.”



Line 108 (FINAL)   : “Please forgive me, I’ve been wanting to see you since you got sick, and so I 'dared' to come.”



-----

Line 109 (ORIGINAL): “You will be satisfied; look, completely helpless, maybe crippled for life.”



Line 109 (FINAL)   : “You will be satisfied; look, completely helpless, maybe crippled for life.”



-----

Line 110 (ORIGINAL): The chair was turned away from the groups around the fire, and as he spoke, with a bitter laugh Treherne pulled back the skin draped over his knees to reveal the useless limbs that were once so strong and fast. She recoiled and paled, reached out her hand to stop him, and exclaimed in an indignant whisper, “No, no, not that! You know I never intended such cruel curiosity, such pointless pain for both of us—”



Line 110 (FINAL)   : The chair was turned away from the groups around the fire, and as he spoke, with a bitter laugh Treherne pulled back the skin draped over his knees to reveal the useless limbs that were once so strong and fast. She recoiled and paled, reached out her hand to stop him, and exclaimed in an indignant whisper, “No, no, not that! You know I never intended such cruel curiosity, such pointless pain for both of us—”



-----

Line 111 (ORIGINAL): “Hold on, someone’s approaching,” he said quietly; then, speaking louder as he adjusted the skin and smoothed the luxurious fur as if he were talking about it, “Yes, it is a really nice one, Jasper gave it to me. He treats me like royalty, as the dear, generous guy that he is. Ah, Octavia, how can I help you?”



Line 111 (FINAL)   : “Hold on, someone’s approaching,” he said quietly; then, speaking louder as he adjusted the skin and smoothed the luxurious fur as if he were talking about it, “Yes, it is a really nice one, Jasper gave it to me. He treats me like royalty, as the dear, generous guy that he is. Ah, Octavia, how can I help you?”



-----

Line 112 (ORIGINAL): “Nothing, thanks. I’d like to remind Mrs. Snowdon of who I am, if she’ll allow me.”



Line 112 (FINAL)   : “Nothing, thanks. I’d like to remind Mrs. Snowdon of who I am, if she’ll allow me.”



-----

Line 113 (ORIGINAL): “No need for that; I never forget happy faces and nice images. Two years ago, I saw you at your first dance and wished I could be a girl again.”



Line 113 (FINAL)   : “No need for that; I never forget happy faces and nice images. Two years ago, I saw you at your first dance and wished I could be a girl again.”



-----

Line 114 (ORIGINAL): As she spoke, Mrs. Snowdon gently squeezed the hand that was shyly offered and smiled at the lively face in front of her, even though the sadness in her own eyes grew deeper as she looked into the girl's bright gaze.



Line 114 (FINAL)   : As she spoke, Mrs. Snowdon gently squeezed the hand that was shyly offered and smiled at the lively face in front of her, even though the sadness in her own eyes grew deeper as she looked into the girl's bright gaze.



-----

Line 115 (ORIGINAL): “How kind you were that night! I remember you let me talk endlessly about my family, my cousin, and my silly little dramas with such patience, and you made me really happy by showing interest. I was feeling homesick, and Aunt could never stand to hear about those things. It was before your marriage, which made it even kinder, because you were the star of the night, yet you still had a kind word for poor little me.”



Line 115 (FINAL)   : “How kind you were that night! I remember you let me talk endlessly about my family, my cousin, and my silly little dramas with such patience, and you made me really happy by showing interest. I was feeling homesick, and Aunt could never stand to hear about those things. It was before your marriage, which made it even kinder, because you were the star of the night, yet you still had a kind word for poor little me.”



-----

Line 116 (ORIGINAL): Mrs. Snowdon looked pale, and Maurice tapped the arm of his chair impatiently, while the girl chatted away innocently.



Line 116 (FINAL)   : Mrs. Snowdon looked pale, and Maurice tapped the arm of his chair impatiently, while the girl chatted away innocently.



-----

Line 117 (ORIGINAL): “I’m sorry the general is such an invalid; but I bet you find a lot of happiness in taking care of him. It’s really nice to be helpful to the people we love.” And as she spoke, Octavia leaned over her cousin to hand him the glove he had dropped.



Line 117 (FINAL)   : “I’m sorry the general is such an invalid; but I bet you find a lot of happiness in taking care of him. It’s really nice to be helpful to the people we love.” And as she spoke, Octavia leaned over her cousin to hand him the glove he had dropped.



-----

Line 118 (ORIGINAL): The warm smile that came with the gesture made Mrs. Snowdon's cheeks flush and added a spark to her gentle eyes. Her lips curled, and her voice had a sweetly sarcastic tone as she replied, “Yes, it's lovely to dedicate your life to these dear invalids and find your reward in their gratitude. Youth, beauty, health, and happiness are minor sacrifices if it brings a bit of comfort to the poor sufferers.”



Line 118 (FINAL)   : The warm smile that came with the gesture made Mrs. Snowdon's cheeks flush and added a spark to her gentle eyes. Her lips curled, and her voice had a sweetly sarcastic tone as she replied, “Yes, it's lovely to dedicate your life to these dear invalids and find your reward in their gratitude. Youth, beauty, health, and happiness are minor sacrifices if it brings a bit of comfort to the poor sufferers.”



-----

Line 119 (ORIGINAL): The girl sensed the sarcasm beneath the gentle words and pulled away with a worried expression.



Line 119 (FINAL)   : The girl sensed the sarcasm beneath the gentle words and pulled away with a worried expression.



-----

Line 120 (ORIGINAL): Maurice smiled and looked from one to the other, saying meaningfully,  

Line 120 (FINAL)   : 

Maurice smiled and looked from one to the other, saying meaningfully,  

-----

Line 121 (ORIGINAL):       “I’m lucky that my little nurse loves her work and sees no sacrifice in it. I made a good choice.”



Line 121 (FINAL)   :       “I’m lucky that my little nurse loves her work and sees no sacrifice in it. I made a good choice.”



-----

Line 122 (ORIGINAL): “I hope so too—” Mrs. Snowdon couldn’t continue because, at that moment, dinner was announced, and Sir Jasper led her away. Annon came up with him and offered his arm to Miss Treherne, but with a surprised look and a slight gesture of refusal, she said coolly:



Line 122 (FINAL)   : “I hope so too—” Mrs. Snowdon couldn’t continue because, at that moment, dinner was announced, and Sir Jasper led her away. Annon came up with him and offered his arm to Miss Treherne, but with a surprised look and a slight gesture of refusal, she said coolly:



-----

Line 123 (ORIGINAL): “My cousin always invites me to dinner. Please be kind enough to escort the major.” And with her hand resting on the arm of the chair, she walked away with a playful sparkle in her eyes.



Line 123 (FINAL)   : “My cousin always invites me to dinner. Please be kind enough to escort the major.” And with her hand resting on the arm of the chair, she walked away with a playful sparkle in her eyes.



-----

Line 124 (ORIGINAL): Annon frowned and stepped back, saying sharply, “Come on, Major, what are you doing over there?”



Line 124 (FINAL)   : Annon frowned and stepped back, saying sharply, “Come on, Major, what are you doing over there?”



-----

Line 125 (ORIGINAL): “Making discoveries.”



Line 125 (FINAL)   : “Making discoveries.”



-----

Line 126 (ORIGINAL): 





Line 126 (FINAL)   : 





-----

Line 127 (ORIGINAL): 


Line 127 (FINAL)   : 


-----

Line 128 (ORIGINAL):  



Line 128 (FINAL)   :  



-----

Line 129 (ORIGINAL): 

Line 129 (FINAL)   : 

-----

Line 130 (ORIGINAL): 





Line 130 (FINAL)   : 





-----

Line 131 (ORIGINAL): 


Line 131 (FINAL)   : 


-----

Line 132 (ORIGINAL): 

Line 132 (FINAL)   : 



-----

Line 133 (ORIGINAL):       Chapter II. BYPLAY

Line 133 (FINAL)   :       Chapter II. BYPLAY

-----

Line 134 (ORIGINAL):     



Line 134 (FINAL)   :     

-----

Line 135 (ORIGINAL): A really impressive old dowager was Lady Treherne, in her black velvet and lace, as she sat upright and dignified on a couch by the drawing-room fire, a couch that no one dared to sit on in her absence or share without an invitation. The gentlemen were still enjoying their wine, and the three ladies were left alone. My lady never dozed off in public, Mrs. Snowdon never gossiped, and Octavia never bothered to entertain any guests except those her own age, so long silences fell, and conversation faded until Mrs. Snowdon wandered off into the library. As she left, Lady Treherne signaled to her daughter, who was idly playing chords on the grand piano. Sitting on the ottoman at her mother's feet, the girl took her still beautiful hand in her own and passed the time examining the old-fashioned jewels that covered it, a way to distract her telltale eyes as she anticipated what was coming.



Line 135 (FINAL)   : A really impressive old dowager was Lady Treherne, in her black velvet and lace, as she sat upright and dignified on a couch by the drawing-room fire, a couch that no one dared to sit on in her absence or share without an invitation. The gentlemen were still enjoying their wine, and the three ladies were left alone. My lady never dozed off in public, Mrs. Snowdon never gossiped, and Octavia never bothered to entertain any guests except those her own age, so long silences fell, and conversation faded until Mrs. Snowdon wandered off into the library. As she left, Lady Treherne signaled to her daughter, who was idly playing chords on the grand piano. Sitting on the ottoman at her mother's feet, the girl took her still beautiful hand in her own and passed the time examining the old-fashioned jewels that covered it, a way to distract her telltale eyes as she anticipated what was coming.



-----

Line 136 (ORIGINAL): “My dear, I’m not happy with you, and I’m telling you right away so you can fix your mistake,” began Madame Mère in a gentle tone, for though she was a proud and commanding woman, she adored her children.



Line 136 (FINAL)   : “My dear, I’m not happy with you, and I’m telling you right away so you can fix your mistake,” began Madame Mère in a gentle tone, for though she was a proud and commanding woman, she adored her children.



-----

Line 137 (ORIGINAL): “What have I done, Mom?” asked the girl.



Line 137 (FINAL)   : “What have I done, Mom?” asked the girl.



-----

Line 138 (ORIGINAL): “Instead, ask yourself what you haven't done. You've been quite rude to Mr. Annon. That can't happen again; not just because he's a guest, but because he is your—brother's friend.”



Line 138 (FINAL)   : “Instead, ask yourself what you haven't done. You've been quite rude to Mr. Annon. That can't happen again; not just because he's a guest, but because he is your—brother's friend.”



-----

Line 139 (ORIGINAL): My lady hesitated over the word “lover” and changed it because, to her, Octavia still seemed like a child. Even though she was eager for the alliance, she held back from speaking openly, fearing that the girl might become stubborn, just like her mother’s strong-willed nature.



Line 139 (FINAL)   : My lady hesitated over the word “lover” and changed it because, to her, Octavia still seemed like a child. Even though she was eager for the alliance, she held back from speaking openly, fearing that the girl might become stubborn, just like her mother’s strong-willed nature.



-----

Line 140 (ORIGINAL): “I'm sorry, Mom. But how can I help it when he annoys me so much that I can’t stand him?” said Octavia, sulkily.



Line 140 (FINAL)   : “I'm sorry, Mom. But how can I help it when he annoys me so much that I can’t stand him?” said Octavia, sulkily.



-----

Line 141 (ORIGINAL): “How tease, my love?”



Line 141 (FINAL)   : “How tease, my love?”



-----

Line 142 (ORIGINAL): “Honestly, he follows me around like a puppy, giving me this sappy look whenever I show up; he blushes, smiles, and bows at everything I say if I'm nice; he frowns and sighs if I'm not; and he gives a dramatic glare at any guy I talk to, even poor Maurice. Oh, Mom, what silly creatures men are!” And the girl laughed joyfully as she finally looked up at her mother's face.



Line 142 (FINAL)   : “Honestly, he follows me around like a puppy, giving me this sappy look whenever I show up; he blushes, smiles, and bows at everything I say if I'm nice; he frowns and sighs if I'm not; and he gives a dramatic glare at any guy I talk to, even poor Maurice. Oh, Mom, what silly creatures men are!” And the girl laughed joyfully as she finally looked up at her mother's face.



-----

Line 143 (ORIGINAL): My lady smiled as she stroked the bright head resting on her knee, but quickly asked, “Why say 'even poor Maurice,' as if it were impossible for anyone to be jealous of him?”



Line 143 (FINAL)   : My lady smiled as she stroked the bright head resting on her knee, but quickly asked, “Why say 'even poor Maurice,' as if it were impossible for anyone to be jealous of him?”



-----

Line 144 (ORIGINAL): “But isn’t it, Mom? I thought strong, healthy men saw him as someone set apart and done for, because of his unfortunate situation.”



Line 144 (FINAL)   : “But isn’t it, Mom? I thought strong, healthy men saw him as someone set apart and done for, because of his unfortunate situation.”



-----

Line 145 (ORIGINAL): “Not really; while women feel sorry for and fuss over the poor guy, his buddies will be jealous, ridiculous as that may be.”



Line 145 (FINAL)   : “Not really; while women feel sorry for and fuss over the poor guy, his buddies will be jealous, ridiculous as that may be.”



-----

Line 146 (ORIGINAL): “No one pets him but me, and I have the right to do it because he’s my cousin,” said the girl, feeling a hint of jealousy herself.



Line 146 (FINAL)   : “No one pets him but me, and I have the right to do it because he’s my cousin,” said the girl, feeling a hint of jealousy herself.



-----

Line 147 (ORIGINAL): “Rose and Blanche Talbot are better than you, my dear, and they have no cousinship to justify it.”



Line 147 (FINAL)   : “Rose and Blanche Talbot are better than you, my dear, and they have no cousinship to justify it.”



-----

Line 148 (ORIGINAL): “Then let Frank Annon be jealous of them, and leave me alone. They promised to come today; I'm worried something has happened to stop them.” And Octavia eagerly picked up the new topic. But my lady wouldn't be distracted.



Line 148 (FINAL)   : “Then let Frank Annon be jealous of them, and leave me alone. They promised to come today; I'm worried something has happened to stop them.” And Octavia eagerly picked up the new topic. But my lady wouldn't be distracted.



-----

Line 149 (ORIGINAL): “They said they couldn’t come until after dinner. They’ll be here soon.  

Line 149 (FINAL)   : 

“They said they couldn’t come until after dinner. They’ll be here soon.  

-----

Line 150 (ORIGINAL):       Before they arrive, I need to say a few things, Tavia, and I ask you to pay attention. I want you to be polite and friendly to Mr. Annon, and when we’re around others, be less focused and affectionate with Maurice. You mean well, but it doesn’t look good and leads to uncomfortable comments.”



Line 150 (FINAL)   :       Before they arrive, I need to say a few things, Tavia, and I ask you to pay attention. I want you to be polite and friendly to Mr. Annon, and when we’re around others, be less focused and affectionate with Maurice. You mean well, but it doesn’t look good and leads to uncomfortable comments.”



-----

Line 151 (ORIGINAL): “Who blames me for being loyal to my cousin? Can I ever do enough to repay him for his loyalty? Mom, you forget he saved your son's life.”



Line 151 (FINAL)   : “Who blames me for being loyal to my cousin? Can I ever do enough to repay him for his loyalty? Mom, you forget he saved your son's life.”



-----

Line 152 (ORIGINAL): Indignant tears filled the girl's eyes as she spoke passionately, forgetting that Mrs. Snowdon was close enough to hear her raised voice. With a frown, her mother put a hand on her daughter's lips and said coldly, “I don’t forget, and I diligently fulfill every obligation by providing all the care and comfort I can. You’re young, romantic, and soft-hearted. You think you have to give your time and energy, that you must sacrifice your future happiness for this duty. You’re mistaken, and if you don’t learn this lesson soon, you’ll discover that you’ve caused harm, not good.”



Line 152 (FINAL)   : Indignant tears filled the girl's eyes as she spoke passionately, forgetting that Mrs. Snowdon was close enough to hear her raised voice. With a frown, her mother put a hand on her daughter's lips and said coldly, “I don’t forget, and I diligently fulfill every obligation by providing all the care and comfort I can. You’re young, romantic, and soft-hearted. You think you have to give your time and energy, that you must sacrifice your future happiness for this duty. You’re mistaken, and if you don’t learn this lesson soon, you’ll discover that you’ve caused harm, not good.”



-----

Line 153 (ORIGINAL): “God forbid! How can I do that? Just tell me, and I’ll be smart about it in time.”



Line 153 (FINAL)   : “God forbid! How can I do that? Just tell me, and I’ll be smart about it in time.”



-----

Line 154 (ORIGINAL): Turning her earnest face up to her own, Lady Treherne whispered anxiously, “Has Maurice ever shown or suggested anything like love during this year he has been with us, with you being his constant companion?”



Line 154 (FINAL)   : Turning her earnest face up to her own, Lady Treherne whispered anxiously, “Has Maurice ever shown or suggested anything like love during this year he has been with us, with you being his constant companion?”



-----

Line 155 (ORIGINAL): “Never, Mom; he’s too honorable and too unhappy to talk or think about that. I’m his little nurse, sister, and friend, nothing more, and I never will be. Don’t suspect us or put those kinds of fears in my mind, or we’ll ruin all our comfort.”



Line 155 (FINAL)   : “Never, Mom; he’s too honorable and too unhappy to talk or think about that. I’m his little nurse, sister, and friend, nothing more, and I never will be. Don’t suspect us or put those kinds of fears in my mind, or we’ll ruin all our comfort.”



-----

Line 156 (ORIGINAL): Flushed and eager, the girl spoke with clear eyes that revealed no confusion about her feelings. All she seemed to care about was clearing her cousin of any accusations of loving her too much. Lady Treherne appeared relieved, paused for a moment, and then said, seriously but gently, “This is good, but, dear, you must tell me immediately if he ever gets out of line because this can't happen. I once hoped it could, but now it's impossible; remember, he must remain just a friend and cousin, nothing more. I'm warning you in advance, but if you ignore the warning, Maurice will have to go. Let’s put an end to this; remember my wishes regarding Mr. Annon, and let your cousin enjoy himself in public without you.”



Line 156 (FINAL)   : Flushed and eager, the girl spoke with clear eyes that revealed no confusion about her feelings. All she seemed to care about was clearing her cousin of any accusations of loving her too much. Lady Treherne appeared relieved, paused for a moment, and then said, seriously but gently, “This is good, but, dear, you must tell me immediately if he ever gets out of line because this can't happen. I once hoped it could, but now it's impossible; remember, he must remain just a friend and cousin, nothing more. I'm warning you in advance, but if you ignore the warning, Maurice will have to go. Let’s put an end to this; remember my wishes regarding Mr. Annon, and let your cousin enjoy himself in public without you.”



-----

Line 157 (ORIGINAL): “Mama, do you want me to like Frank Annon?”



Line 157 (FINAL)   : “Mama, do you want me to like Frank Annon?”



-----

Line 158 (ORIGINAL): The sudden question threw my lady off a bit, but understanding her daughter's open and impulsive nature, she felt somewhat reassured by this honesty and responded firmly, “I do. He is your equal in every way; he loves you, Jasper wants it, I support it, and since you're fully open to it, you really have no valid reason to object to the partnership.”



Line 158 (FINAL)   : The sudden question threw my lady off a bit, but understanding her daughter's open and impulsive nature, she felt somewhat reassured by this honesty and responded firmly, “I do. He is your equal in every way; he loves you, Jasper wants it, I support it, and since you're fully open to it, you really have no valid reason to object to the partnership.”



-----

Line 159 (ORIGINAL): “Has he spoken to you?”



Line 159 (FINAL)   : “Has he spoken to you?”



-----

Line 160 (ORIGINAL): “No, to your brother.”



Line 160 (FINAL)   : “No, to your brother.”



-----

Line 161 (ORIGINAL): “You wish this much, Mamma?”



Line 161 (FINAL)   : “You wish this much, Mamma?”



-----

Line 162 (ORIGINAL): “Very much, my child.”



Line 162 (FINAL)   : “Very much, my child.”



-----

Line 163 (ORIGINAL): “I'll try to make you happy, then.” And holding back a sigh, the girl kissed her mother with an unusual softness in her tone and demeanor.



Line 163 (FINAL)   : “I'll try to make you happy, then.” And holding back a sigh, the girl kissed her mother with an unusual softness in her tone and demeanor.



-----

Line 164 (ORIGINAL): “Now I’m really happy. Be joyful, my love. No one will pressure or upset you. Let things unfold naturally, and if our hope can come true, I’ll finally be free of the biggest worry in my life.”



Line 164 (FINAL)   : “Now I’m really happy. Be joyful, my love. No one will pressure or upset you. Let things unfold naturally, and if our hope can come true, I’ll finally be free of the biggest worry in my life.”



-----

Line 165 (ORIGINAL): A sound of cheerful girl voices suddenly reached their ears, and jumping up, Octavia rushed to meet her friends, exclaiming joyfully, “They’ve arrived! They’ve arrived!”



Line 165 (FINAL)   : A sound of cheerful girl voices suddenly reached their ears, and jumping up, Octavia rushed to meet her friends, exclaiming joyfully, “They’ve arrived! They’ve arrived!”



-----

Line 166 (ORIGINAL): Two smiling, cheerful girls greeted her at the door, and, being at an age full of excitement, they chatted away in a lively manner for several minutes, forming a lovely group as they hugged each other, all talking at once, with frequent kisses and bursts of laughter to express their feelings. Madame Mère welcomed them and then went to join Mrs. Snowdon, leaving the three of them to gossip freely.



Line 166 (FINAL)   : Two smiling, cheerful girls greeted her at the door, and, being at an age full of excitement, they chatted away in a lively manner for several minutes, forming a lovely group as they hugged each other, all talking at once, with frequent kisses and bursts of laughter to express their feelings. Madame Mère welcomed them and then went to join Mrs. Snowdon, leaving the three of them to gossip freely.



-----

Line 167 (ORIGINAL): “My dearest creature, I thought we’d never get here, because Dad had a really boring dinner party, and we had to stick around, you know,” exclaimed Rose, the lively sister, smoothing out her pretty dress and looking at herself in the mirror as she flitted around the room like a butterfly.



Line 167 (FINAL)   : “My dearest creature, I thought we’d never get here, because Dad had a really boring dinner party, and we had to stick around, you know,” exclaimed Rose, the lively sister, smoothing out her pretty dress and looking at herself in the mirror as she flitted around the room like a butterfly.



-----

Line 168 (ORIGINAL): “We were so eager to come, and we were thrilled when you invited us, since we haven't seen you at this age, darling,” added Blanche, the thoughtful one, smoothing her blond curls after a warm hug.



Line 168 (FINAL)   : “We were so eager to come, and we were thrilled when you invited us, since we haven't seen you at this age, darling,” added Blanche, the thoughtful one, smoothing her blond curls after a warm hug.



-----

Line 169 (ORIGINAL): “I'm sorry the Ulsters couldn't come to celebrate Christmas with us, because we only have Jasper, Frank Annon, and the major as our gentlemen. It's sad, isn't it?” said Octavia, with a look of despair that triggered another round of laughter.



Line 169 (FINAL)   : “I'm sorry the Ulsters couldn't come to celebrate Christmas with us, because we only have Jasper, Frank Annon, and the major as our gentlemen. It's sad, isn't it?” said Octavia, with a look of despair that triggered another round of laughter.



-----

Line 170 (ORIGINAL): “One each, my dear, it could be worse.” And Rose privately decided to claim Sir Jasper.



Line 170 (FINAL)   : “One each, my dear, it could be worse.” And Rose privately decided to claim Sir Jasper.



-----

Line 171 (ORIGINAL): “Where's your cousin?” asked Blanche, with a sigh of sentimental interest.



Line 171 (FINAL)   : “Where's your cousin?” asked Blanche, with a sigh of sentimental interest.



-----

Line 172 (ORIGINAL): “He’s here, of course. I forget him, but he’s not someone we flirt with, you know. We have to entertain him and not expect him to entertain us, even though, honestly, all the great ideas and plans for fun always come from him.”



Line 172 (FINAL)   : “He’s here, of course. I forget him, but he’s not someone we flirt with, you know. We have to entertain him and not expect him to entertain us, even though, honestly, all the great ideas and plans for fun always come from him.”



-----

Line 173 (ORIGINAL): “Is he doing better, I hope?” asked both sisters with genuine concern, making their young faces look mature and kind.



Line 173 (FINAL)   : “Is he doing better, I hope?” asked both sisters with genuine concern, making their young faces look mature and kind.



-----

Line 174 (ORIGINAL): “Yes, and he hopes to fully recover. At least, they tell him that, even though Dr. Ashley said there’s no chance of it.”



Line 174 (FINAL)   : “Yes, and he hopes to fully recover. At least, they tell him that, even though Dr. Ashley said there’s no chance of it.”



-----

Line 175 (ORIGINAL): “Wow, that’s so sad! Should we go see him, Tavia?”



Line 175 (FINAL)   : “Wow, that’s so sad! Should we go see him, Tavia?”



-----

Line 176 (ORIGINAL): “Of course; he can be with us now in the evening and enjoys being around people just as much as ever. But please don’t pay attention to his weakness, and don’t ask anything beyond the usual 'How do you do.' He’s sensitive and dislikes being seen as an invalid more than ever.”



Line 176 (FINAL)   : “Of course; he can be with us now in the evening and enjoys being around people just as much as ever. But please don’t pay attention to his weakness, and don’t ask anything beyond the usual 'How do you do.' He’s sensitive and dislikes being seen as an invalid more than ever.”



-----

Line 177 (ORIGINAL): “How lovely it must be to take care of him; he’s so talented and delightful. I really envy you,” said Blanche thoughtfully.



Line 177 (FINAL)   : “How lovely it must be to take care of him; he’s so talented and delightful. I really envy you,” said Blanche thoughtfully.



-----

Line 178 (ORIGINAL): “Sir Jasper told us that the General and Mrs. Snowdon were coming. I hope they do, because I'm really curious to see her—” began Rose.



Line 178 (FINAL)   : “Sir Jasper told us that the General and Mrs. Snowdon were coming. I hope they do, because I'm really curious to see her—” began Rose.



-----

Line 179 (ORIGINAL): “Hush, she’s here with Mom! Why are you curious? What’s the mystery? You look like there’s one,” Octavia asked quietly.



Line 179 (FINAL)   : “Hush, she’s here with Mom! Why are you curious? What’s the mystery? You look like there’s one,” Octavia asked quietly.



-----

Line 180 (ORIGINAL): The three charming heads leaned in closer as Rose whispered, “If I knew, I wouldn’t be so curious. There’s a rumor that she married the old general out of spite and now regrets it. I asked Mom once, but she said that stuff isn’t for young girls to know, and she wouldn’t say anything more. N'importe, I have my own brains, and I can figure things out. The guys are coming! Am I good to go, dear?” The three exchanged quick looks of scrutiny that missed nothing, then arranged themselves nicely and waited, each young heart fluttering with anticipation.



Line 180 (FINAL)   : The three charming heads leaned in closer as Rose whispered, “If I knew, I wouldn’t be so curious. There’s a rumor that she married the old general out of spite and now regrets it. I asked Mom once, but she said that stuff isn’t for young girls to know, and she wouldn’t say anything more. N'importe, I have my own brains, and I can figure things out. The guys are coming! Am I good to go, dear?” The three exchanged quick looks of scrutiny that missed nothing, then arranged themselves nicely and waited, each young heart fluttering with anticipation.



-----

Line 181 (ORIGINAL): In came the gentlemen, and immediately a new vibe filled the drawing room, because with the first words spoken, several romances started. Rose claimed Sir Jasper, Blanche planned to devote herself to Maurice Treherne, but Annon interrupted her, and Octavia didn’t have to bother with any niceties thanks to this unexpected action from her boyfriend.



Line 181 (FINAL)   : In came the gentlemen, and immediately a new vibe filled the drawing room, because with the first words spoken, several romances started. Rose claimed Sir Jasper, Blanche planned to devote herself to Maurice Treherne, but Annon interrupted her, and Octavia didn’t have to bother with any niceties thanks to this unexpected action from her boyfriend.



-----

Line 182 (ORIGINAL): “He's upset and wants to annoy me by focusing on Blanche. I really wish he would, so I could have some peace. Poor Maurice is waiting for me, and I want to be with him, but I have to listen to Mom.” And Octavia went to join the group gathered by Lady, Mrs. Snowdon, the general, and the major.



Line 182 (FINAL)   : “He's upset and wants to annoy me by focusing on Blanche. I really wish he would, so I could have some peace. Poor Maurice is waiting for me, and I want to be with him, but I have to listen to Mom.” And Octavia went to join the group gathered by Lady, Mrs. Snowdon, the general, and the major.



-----

Line 183 (ORIGINAL): The two young couples were flirting in different parts of the room, while Treherne sat alone, observing them with eyes that seemed to see beneath the surface, understanding the hidden desires, hopes, and fears that drove them. A unique expression was on his face as he shifted his gaze from Octavia's clear features to Mrs. Snowdon's gloomy ones. He rested his head on his hand and fell deep into thought, as he was experiencing one of those pivotal moments that come to everyone and can shape or break a life. Such moments arrive when we least expect them: an unexpected encounter, a strange mood, a trivial detail, or a careless remark can trigger it, and often it passes before we even realize it was there, leaving behind aftereffects that reveal what we have gained or lost. Treherne sensed that the current hour, and the actions filling it, held an unusual significance and would have an unusual impact on his life. In front of him were the good and bad influences of his nature represented by those two women. Edith Snowdon had already tested her power, and only chance had saved him. Octavia, completely unaware, always managed to awaken and inspire the best parts of his mind and heart. A year spent in her company had greatly changed him, and he loved her with a strange mix of passion, respect, and gratitude. He understood why Edith Snowdon was there; he felt that the old allure still captivated him, and though he didn’t know fear, he was uncomfortable with the presence of the beautiful, dangerous woman. On the other hand, he could see that Lady Treherne wanted her daughter to avoid him and to show interest in Annon; he knew he had no right to pursue the young woman, being crippled and poor as he was, and a pang of jealous pain twisted his heart as he watched her.



Line 183 (FINAL)   : The two young couples were flirting in different parts of the room, while Treherne sat alone, observing them with eyes that seemed to see beneath the surface, understanding the hidden desires, hopes, and fears that drove them. A unique expression was on his face as he shifted his gaze from Octavia's clear features to Mrs. Snowdon's gloomy ones. He rested his head on his hand and fell deep into thought, as he was experiencing one of those pivotal moments that come to everyone and can shape or break a life. Such moments arrive when we least expect them: an unexpected encounter, a strange mood, a trivial detail, or a careless remark can trigger it, and often it passes before we even realize it was there, leaving behind aftereffects that reveal what we have gained or lost. Treherne sensed that the current hour, and the actions filling it, held an unusual significance and would have an unusual impact on his life. In front of him were the good and bad influences of his nature represented by those two women. Edith Snowdon had already tested her power, and only chance had saved him. Octavia, completely unaware, always managed to awaken and inspire the best parts of his mind and heart. A year spent in her company had greatly changed him, and he loved her with a strange mix of passion, respect, and gratitude. He understood why Edith Snowdon was there; he felt that the old allure still captivated him, and though he didn’t know fear, he was uncomfortable with the presence of the beautiful, dangerous woman. On the other hand, he could see that Lady Treherne wanted her daughter to avoid him and to show interest in Annon; he knew he had no right to pursue the young woman, being crippled and poor as he was, and a pang of jealous pain twisted his heart as he watched her.



-----

Line 184 (ORIGINAL): Then he felt a surge of power, for even though he appeared helpless, poor, and like a target of pity, he realized he held the honor, peace, and happiness of nearly everyone there in his hands. It was a tempting thought for this man, overflowing with repressed passion and power, who was isolated from the more exciting responsibilities and pleasures of life. Just a few words from him, and the sympathy everyone had for him would shift to fear, respect, and admiration. Why not say them and embrace all that he could? He owed nothing to the Trehernes; why endure injustice, dependence, and the compassion that hurt a proud man's soul the most? Wealth, love, and pleasure could be his with just a word. Why not claim them now?



Line 184 (FINAL)   : Then he felt a surge of power, for even though he appeared helpless, poor, and like a target of pity, he realized he held the honor, peace, and happiness of nearly everyone there in his hands. It was a tempting thought for this man, overflowing with repressed passion and power, who was isolated from the more exciting responsibilities and pleasures of life. Just a few words from him, and the sympathy everyone had for him would shift to fear, respect, and admiration. Why not say them and embrace all that he could? He owed nothing to the Trehernes; why endure injustice, dependence, and the compassion that hurt a proud man's soul the most? Wealth, love, and pleasure could be his with just a word. Why not claim them now?



-----

Line 185 (ORIGINAL): His pale face flushed, his eyes lit up, and his thin hand clenched like a vise as these thoughts raced through his mind. A look or a word at that moment could sway him; he felt it and leaned forward, secretly waiting for the glance or the words that would decide his fate. Who can say what subtle instinct made Octavia turn and smile at him with a wistful, friendly look that warmed his heart? He responded with a glance that thrilled her in a strange way, as love, gratitude, and some mysterious understanding mixed in the brilliant yet soft expression that quickly appeared and disappeared on her face. She couldn’t identify what it was; she only knew it filled her with an indescribable emotion she had never felt before. In an instant, it all vanished, Lady Treherne spoke to her, and Blanche Talbot turned to Maurice, wondering if the enchanting smile he wore was meant for her.



Line 185 (FINAL)   : His pale face flushed, his eyes lit up, and his thin hand clenched like a vise as these thoughts raced through his mind. A look or a word at that moment could sway him; he felt it and leaned forward, secretly waiting for the glance or the words that would decide his fate. Who can say what subtle instinct made Octavia turn and smile at him with a wistful, friendly look that warmed his heart? He responded with a glance that thrilled her in a strange way, as love, gratitude, and some mysterious understanding mixed in the brilliant yet soft expression that quickly appeared and disappeared on her face. She couldn’t identify what it was; she only knew it filled her with an indescribable emotion she had never felt before. In an instant, it all vanished, Lady Treherne spoke to her, and Blanche Talbot turned to Maurice, wondering if the enchanting smile he wore was meant for her.



-----

Line 186 (ORIGINAL): “Mr. Annon kindly set me free, so I came to try to brighten your solitude; but you look like solitude makes you happier than being around the rest of us,” she said without her usual pretense, as his demeanor affected her.



Line 186 (FINAL)   : “Mr. Annon kindly set me free, so I came to try to brighten your solitude; but you look like solitude makes you happier than being around the rest of us,” she said without her usual pretense, as his demeanor affected her.



-----

Line 187 (ORIGINAL): “You're very kind, and you're very welcome. I do find ways to distract myself from my loneliness that happier people wouldn’t appreciate, and it’s good that I can, or else I’d become bitter and difficult, dragging some poor soul into entertaining me all day.” He replied with a gentle courtesy, which was his main charm for women.



Line 187 (FINAL)   : “You're very kind, and you're very welcome. I do find ways to distract myself from my loneliness that happier people wouldn’t appreciate, and it’s good that I can, or else I’d become bitter and difficult, dragging some poor soul into entertaining me all day.” He replied with a gentle courtesy, which was his main charm for women.



-----

Line 188 (ORIGINAL): “Could you share some of your ideas with me? I often feel alone in spirit, even if I’m not physically alone, because Rose, though sweet, isn’t really my type, and I don’t find anyone who understands me.”



Line 188 (FINAL)   : “Could you share some of your ideas with me? I often feel alone in spirit, even if I’m not physically alone, because Rose, though sweet, isn’t really my type, and I don’t find anyone who understands me.”



-----

Line 189 (ORIGINAL): A humorous spark appeared in Treherne's eyes as the sentimental girl let out a soft sigh and lowered her long lashes. Ignoring the topic of "kindred souls," he replied coolly, "My favorite pastime is observing the people around me. It might be rude, but stuck in my corner, I can't help but watch the people around me and figure out their little schemes and plans. I'm becoming quite skilled at it and often surprise myself with how deep my observations go."



Line 189 (FINAL)   : A humorous spark appeared in Treherne's eyes as the sentimental girl let out a soft sigh and lowered her long lashes. Ignoring the topic of "kindred souls," he replied coolly, "My favorite pastime is observing the people around me. It might be rude, but stuck in my corner, I can't help but watch the people around me and figure out their little schemes and plans. I'm becoming quite skilled at it and often surprise myself with how deep my observations go."



-----

Line 190 (ORIGINAL): "I can believe it; your eyes seem to have that ability. Please don't analyze me." And the girl pulled back with a look of real fear.



Line 190 (FINAL)   : "I can believe it; your eyes seem to have that ability. Please don't analyze me." And the girl pulled back with a look of real fear.



-----

Line 191 (ORIGINAL): Treherne smiled without thinking, because he had already figured out the secret of that shallow heart long ago and was too kind to use that knowledge, no matter how flattering it might be for him. In a reassuring tone, he said, turning away from the sharp eyes she was worried about, “I promise I never will, even though it would be tempting to explore the pure pages of a young woman’s heart. I have plenty of other things to read, so don’t worry, Miss Blanche.”



Line 191 (FINAL)   : Treherne smiled without thinking, because he had already figured out the secret of that shallow heart long ago and was too kind to use that knowledge, no matter how flattering it might be for him. In a reassuring tone, he said, turning away from the sharp eyes she was worried about, “I promise I never will, even though it would be tempting to explore the pure pages of a young woman’s heart. I have plenty of other things to read, so don’t worry, Miss Blanche.”



-----

Line 192 (ORIGINAL): “Who are you most interested in right now?” the girl asked, blushing with pleasure at his words. “Mrs. Snowdon seems like someone who has a story waiting to be told, if you’re skilled enough.”



Line 192 (FINAL)   : “Who are you most interested in right now?” the girl asked, blushing with pleasure at his words. “Mrs. Snowdon seems like someone who has a story waiting to be told, if you’re skilled enough.”



-----

Line 193 (ORIGINAL): “I have read it. My lady is my focus right now. I thought I knew her well, but recently she's confusing me. Human minds are filled with more mysteries than any written book and are more changeable than the shapes of clouds in the sky.”



Line 193 (FINAL)   : “I have read it. My lady is my focus right now. I thought I knew her well, but recently she's confusing me. Human minds are filled with more mysteries than any written book and are more changeable than the shapes of clouds in the sky.”



-----

Line 194 (ORIGINAL): “A lovely old lady, but I’m so afraid of her that I would never even think of trying to read her, like you said.” Blanche glanced at the person they were talking about as she spoke and added, “Poor Tavia, she looks so lonely. Can I invite her to join us?”



Line 194 (FINAL)   : “A lovely old lady, but I’m so afraid of her that I would never even think of trying to read her, like you said.” Blanche glanced at the person they were talking about as she spoke and added, “Poor Tavia, she looks so lonely. Can I invite her to join us?”



-----

Line 195 (ORIGINAL): “With all my heart,” was the quick reply.



Line 195 (FINAL)   : “With all my heart,” was the quick reply.



-----

Line 196 (ORIGINAL): Blanche drifted away but didn't come back, because my lady held onto her and her daughter.



Line 196 (FINAL)   : Blanche drifted away but didn't come back, because my lady held onto her and her daughter.



-----

Line 197 (ORIGINAL): “That test satisfies me; for now, I’ll go along with it, but I believe I can still win against my aunt.” With a patient sigh, Treherne turned to watch Mrs. Snowdon.



Line 197 (FINAL)   : “That test satisfies me; for now, I’ll go along with it, but I believe I can still win against my aunt.” With a patient sigh, Treherne turned to watch Mrs. Snowdon.



-----

Line 198 (ORIGINAL): She stood by the fire chatting with Sir Jasper, a charming, impulsive, kind-hearted young man, who obviously showed his deep admiration for her. When he arrived, she suddenly snapped out of her dull mood and became as lively as she had been clearly down before. As they talked, she absentmindedly pushed a small antique bronze urn on the mantel back and forth, and while doing this, she gave Treherne a quick, meaningful look more than once, which he finally responded to with a somewhat proud nod. Then, feeling satisfied, she stopped fiddling with the ornament and focused on Sir Jasper's flirtatious banter.



Line 198 (FINAL)   : She stood by the fire chatting with Sir Jasper, a charming, impulsive, kind-hearted young man, who obviously showed his deep admiration for her. When he arrived, she suddenly snapped out of her dull mood and became as lively as she had been clearly down before. As they talked, she absentmindedly pushed a small antique bronze urn on the mantel back and forth, and while doing this, she gave Treherne a quick, meaningful look more than once, which he finally responded to with a somewhat proud nod. Then, feeling satisfied, she stopped fiddling with the ornament and focused on Sir Jasper's flirtatious banter.



-----

Line 199 (ORIGINAL): The moment her son walked over to Mrs. Snowdon, Madame Mère felt anxious. She left Octavia with her friends and boyfriend to keep an eye on Jasper. But her watch didn’t help much, as she couldn’t see or hear anything wrong, yet she couldn’t shake the feeling that there was some unspoken connection between them. When the party ended for the night, she stayed behind until everyone had left except for her son and nephew.



Line 199 (FINAL)   : The moment her son walked over to Mrs. Snowdon, Madame Mère felt anxious. She left Octavia with her friends and boyfriend to keep an eye on Jasper. But her watch didn’t help much, as she couldn’t see or hear anything wrong, yet she couldn’t shake the feeling that there was some unspoken connection between them. When the party ended for the night, she stayed behind until everyone had left except for her son and nephew.



-----

Line 200 (ORIGINAL): “Well, Madame Ma Mère, what’s bothering you?” asked Sir Jasper, as she looked anxiously into his face before giving her good-night kiss.



Line 200 (FINAL)   : “Well, Madame Ma Mère, what’s bothering you?” asked Sir Jasper, as she looked anxiously into his face before giving her good-night kiss.



-----

Line 201 (ORIGINAL): “I can't say for sure, but I feel uneasy. Remember, my son, you are the pride of my heart, and any mistake or shame on your part would break me. Good night, Maurice.” And with a graceful bow, she walked away.



Line 201 (FINAL)   : “I can't say for sure, but I feel uneasy. Remember, my son, you are the pride of my heart, and any mistake or shame on your part would break me. Good night, Maurice.” And with a graceful bow, she walked away.



-----

Line 202 (ORIGINAL): Lounging with both elbows on the low chimneypiece, Sir Jasper smiled at his mother's worries and said to his cousin, as soon as they were alone, “She’s concerned about E.S. Funny, isn’t it, how women can have such instinctive dislikes for each other?”



Line 202 (FINAL)   : Lounging with both elbows on the low chimneypiece, Sir Jasper smiled at his mother's worries and said to his cousin, as soon as they were alone, “She’s concerned about E.S. Funny, isn’t it, how women can have such instinctive dislikes for each other?”



-----

Line 203 (ORIGINAL): “Why did you invite E.S. here?” Treherne asked.



Line 203 (FINAL)   : “Why did you invite E.S. here?” Treherne asked.



-----

Line 204 (ORIGINAL): “My dear friend, how could I avoid it? My mother wanted the general, who is a friend of my father’s, and naturally, we had to invite his wife too. I couldn’t tell my mother that the lady had been a dreadful flirt, to say the least, and had married the old man in a huff because my cousin and I refused to let her ruin us.”



Line 204 (FINAL)   : “My dear friend, how could I avoid it? My mother wanted the general, who is a friend of my father’s, and naturally, we had to invite his wife too. I couldn’t tell my mother that the lady had been a dreadful flirt, to say the least, and had married the old man in a huff because my cousin and I refused to let her ruin us.”



-----

Line 205 (ORIGINAL): “You could have told her about the trouble she causes wherever she goes, and for Octavia's sake, you could have delayed the general's visit for a bit. I'm telling you, Jasper, this will lead to trouble.”



Line 205 (FINAL)   : “You could have told her about the trouble she causes wherever she goes, and for Octavia's sake, you could have delayed the general's visit for a bit. I'm telling you, Jasper, this will lead to trouble.”



-----

Line 206 (ORIGINAL): “To whom, you or me?”



Line 206 (FINAL)   : “To whom, you or me?”



-----

Line 207 (ORIGINAL): “To both of you, maybe, especially to you. She was let down once when she lost us both by hesitating between your title and my supposed wealth. She is unhappy with the old man, and her only hope is his death, as he is quite weak. You are free now, and even more appealing, so watch out, or she will ensnare you before you realize it.”



Line 207 (FINAL)   : “To both of you, maybe, especially to you. She was let down once when she lost us both by hesitating between your title and my supposed wealth. She is unhappy with the old man, and her only hope is his death, as he is quite weak. You are free now, and even more appealing, so watch out, or she will ensnare you before you realize it.”



-----

Line 208 (ORIGINAL): “Thanks, Mentor. I'm not afraid and will just have some fun for a week—they won’t stay any longer.” With a casual laugh, Sir Jasper walked away.



Line 208 (FINAL)   : “Thanks, Mentor. I'm not afraid and will just have some fun for a week—they won’t stay any longer.” With a casual laugh, Sir Jasper walked away.



-----

Line 209 (ORIGINAL): “Lots of trouble can happen in a week, and this is just the start,”  

Line 209 (FINAL)   : 

“Lots of trouble can happen in a week, and this is just the start,”  

-----

Line 210 (ORIGINAL):        Treherne mumbled, as he lifted himself to check under the bronze vase for  

Line 210 (FINAL)   :        Treherne mumbled, as he lifted himself to check under the bronze vase for  

-----

Line 211 (ORIGINAL):       the note. It was missing!



Line 211 (FINAL)   :       the note. It was missing!



-----

Line 212 (ORIGINAL): 





Line 212 (FINAL)   : 





-----

Line 213 (ORIGINAL): 


Line 213 (FINAL)   : 


-----

Line 214 (ORIGINAL):  



Line 214 (FINAL)   :  



-----

Line 215 (ORIGINAL): 

Line 215 (FINAL)   : 

-----

Line 216 (ORIGINAL): 





Line 216 (FINAL)   : 





-----

Line 217 (ORIGINAL): 


Line 217 (FINAL)   : 


-----

Line 218 (ORIGINAL): 

Line 218 (FINAL)   : 



-----

Line 219 (ORIGINAL):       Chapter III. WHO WAS IT?

Line 219 (FINAL)   :       Chapter III. WHO WAS IT?

-----

Line 220 (ORIGINAL):     



Line 220 (FINAL)   :     

-----

Line 221 (ORIGINAL): Who took it? This question plagued Treherne all night. He suspected three people, as they were the only ones who had come close to the fire after the note was hidden. He believed he had kept an eye on it until everyone started to leave. It must have been taken by the major, Frank Annon, or my lady; Sir Jasper was definitely not a suspect, since he hadn’t touched anything in the drawing room since he had clumsily broken an entire étagère of expensive knick-knacks, which had upset his mother and sister. The major clearly suspected something, Annon was envious, and my lady would be eager for a reason to get her daughter away from him. Relying on his ability to read faces, he waited anxiously for morning, planning to say nothing to anyone except Mrs. Snowdon, and from her, just to ask what the note said.



Line 221 (FINAL)   : Who took it? This question plagued Treherne all night. He suspected three people, as they were the only ones who had come close to the fire after the note was hidden. He believed he had kept an eye on it until everyone started to leave. It must have been taken by the major, Frank Annon, or my lady; Sir Jasper was definitely not a suspect, since he hadn’t touched anything in the drawing room since he had clumsily broken an entire étagère of expensive knick-knacks, which had upset his mother and sister. The major clearly suspected something, Annon was envious, and my lady would be eager for a reason to get her daughter away from him. Relying on his ability to read faces, he waited anxiously for morning, planning to say nothing to anyone except Mrs. Snowdon, and from her, just to ask what the note said.



-----

Line 222 (ORIGINAL): Treherne usually blended into the background until lunch, often not showing up until dinner; so, not wanting to raise suspicion with unexpected activity, he waited until noon to appear. The mailbag had just been opened, and everyone was busy with their letters, but they all looked up to exchange greetings with the newcomer. Octavia instinctively turned to greet him, then stopped herself and covered her suddenly flushed face with a newspaper. Treherne noticed everything and immediately saw the unusually late arrival of the mail as an opportunity to uncover who had stolen the note.



Line 222 (FINAL)   : Treherne usually blended into the background until lunch, often not showing up until dinner; so, not wanting to raise suspicion with unexpected activity, he waited until noon to appear. The mailbag had just been opened, and everyone was busy with their letters, but they all looked up to exchange greetings with the newcomer. Octavia instinctively turned to greet him, then stopped herself and covered her suddenly flushed face with a newspaper. Treherne noticed everything and immediately saw the unusually late arrival of the mail as an opportunity to uncover who had stolen the note.



-----

Line 223 (ORIGINAL): "Everyone has letters except for me, and I was expecting one last night. Major, do you have it among yours?" And as he spoke, Treherne locked his intense gaze directly on the person he was addressing.



Line 223 (FINAL)   : "Everyone has letters except for me, and I was expecting one last night. Major, do you have it among yours?" And as he spoke, Treherne locked his intense gaze directly on the person he was addressing.



-----

Line 224 (ORIGINAL): With no sign of awareness, no hint of confusion, the major calmly flipped through his stack and responded casually, “Not a trace of it; I wish there was, because nothing bothers me more than any delays or mistakes with my letters.”



Line 224 (FINAL)   : With no sign of awareness, no hint of confusion, the major calmly flipped through his stack and responded casually, “Not a trace of it; I wish there was, because nothing bothers me more than any delays or mistakes with my letters.”



-----

Line 225 (ORIGINAL): He knows nothing about it, Treherne thought, and turned to Annon, who was absorbed in a lengthy letter from a close friend, showing a knack for sharing updates, judging by how engaged Annon was.



Line 225 (FINAL)   : He knows nothing about it, Treherne thought, and turned to Annon, who was absorbed in a lengthy letter from a close friend, showing a knack for sharing updates, judging by how engaged Annon was.



-----

Line 226 (ORIGINAL): “Annon, I’m asking you, because I need to find out who took my letter.”



Line 226 (FINAL)   : “Annon, I’m asking you, because I need to find out who took my letter.”



-----

Line 227 (ORIGINAL): “I only have one, read it if you want, and see for yourself,” was the short reply.



Line 227 (FINAL)   : “I only have one, read it if you want, and see for yourself,” was the short reply.



-----

Line 228 (ORIGINAL): “No, thank you. I was just joking; it’s probably among my lady’s. Jasper’s letters and mine often get mixed up, and my lady looks after his for him. I think you must have it, Aunt.”



Line 228 (FINAL)   : “No, thank you. I was just joking; it’s probably among my lady’s. Jasper’s letters and mine often get mixed up, and my lady looks after his for him. I think you must have it, Aunt.”



-----

Line 229 (ORIGINAL): Lady Treherne looked up impatiently. “My dear Maurice, what a fuss over a letter! None of us have it, so don’t blame us for your correspondent’s mistakes or the postal service’s slip-up.”



Line 229 (FINAL)   : Lady Treherne looked up impatiently. “My dear Maurice, what a fuss over a letter! None of us have it, so don’t blame us for your correspondent’s mistakes or the postal service’s slip-up.”



-----

Line 230 (ORIGINAL): She wasn’t the thief because she’s always super polite when she’s trying to get in my way, Treherne thought. Apologizing for interrupting them, he rolled over to his spot in a sunny window and pretended to be really into a new magazine.



Line 230 (FINAL)   : She wasn’t the thief because she’s always super polite when she’s trying to get in my way, Treherne thought. Apologizing for interrupting them, he rolled over to his spot in a sunny window and pretended to be really into a new magazine.



-----

Line 231 (ORIGINAL): Mrs. Snowdon was opening the general's letters for him, and after finishing her small task, she wandered into the library, as if looking for a book. Soon, she came back with one, approached Treherne, and handed it to him, saying in her pleasantly clear voice, “Could you please find the passage you mentioned last night? I'm curious to see it.”



Line 231 (FINAL)   : Mrs. Snowdon was opening the general's letters for him, and after finishing her small task, she wandered into the library, as if looking for a book. Soon, she came back with one, approached Treherne, and handed it to him, saying in her pleasantly clear voice, “Could you please find the passage you mentioned last night? I'm curious to see it.”



-----

Line 232 (ORIGINAL): Instantly figuring out her plan, he opened it with a casual attitude, took the small note placed among the pages, and, picking a random passage, handed back her book and went back to his own. Hidden behind its cover, he unfolded and read these words:



Line 232 (FINAL)   : Instantly figuring out her plan, he opened it with a casual attitude, took the small note placed among the pages, and, picking a random passage, handed back her book and went back to his own. Hidden behind its cover, he unfolded and read these words:



-----

Line 233 (ORIGINAL): 

Line 233 (FINAL)   : I get it, but don’t worry; the message I left was just this—“I need to see you alone, let me know when and where.” No one can interpret it too much, and I will figure out who the thief is before dinner. Just keep quiet and pay attention to who I talk to first when I arrive tonight, and be careful of that person.



-----

Line 234 (ORIGINAL):     I understand, but do not be anxious; the line I left was merely

Line 234 (FINAL)   : Quietly putting the note into the fire using the magazine's wrapper, he pushed the matter out of his mind and let Mrs. Snowdon play detective as she wanted, while he attended to his own business.



-----

Line 235 (ORIGINAL):     this—“I must see you alone, tell me when and where.” No one can

Line 235 (FINAL)   : It was a clear, bright December day, and when the young people broke away to get ready for a ride, while the general and the major relaxed on the terrace, Lady Treherne said to her nephew, “I’m going for a ride in the pony carriage. Will you be my escort, Maurice?”



-----

Line 236 (ORIGINAL):     make much of it, and I will discover the thief before dinner. Do

Line 236 (FINAL)   : “With pleasure,” replied the young man, fully aware of what was coming his way.



-----

Line 237 (ORIGINAL):     nothing, but watch to whom I speak first on entering, when we meet

Line 237 (FINAL)   : My lady was unusually quiet and serious, yet seemed eager to say something that she found hard to express. Treherne noticed this and broke the awkward silence by confidently diving into the topic that concerned them both.



-----

Line 238 (ORIGINAL):     in the evening, and beware of that person.

Line 238 (FINAL)   : “I think you want to say something to me about Tavie, Aunt. Am I right?”



-----

Line 239 (ORIGINAL): 



Line 239 (FINAL)   : “Yes.”



-----

Line 240 (ORIGINAL): Quietly putting the note into the fire using the magazine's wrapper, he pushed the matter out of his mind and let Mrs. Snowdon play detective as she wanted, while he attended to his own business.



Line 240 (FINAL)   : “Then let me save you the trouble of starting, and show my honesty by stating the truth, as far as I’m concerned. I care for her very much, but I’m not foolish enough to think about telling her. I know it’s impossible, and I’m giving up my hopes. Trust me. I will stay quiet and watch her marry Annon without a single complaint, if that’s what you want. I can see from her changed behavior that you’ve talked to her, and that my little friend and caretaker will no longer be mine. Maybe you’re wise, but if you’re doing this for my sake, it’s pointless—the damage is done, and as long as I live, I will love my cousin. If you’re doing this to protect her, I won’t say a word, and I’ll leave rather than cause her any worry or pain.”



-----

Line 241 (ORIGINAL): It was a clear, bright December day, and when the young people broke away to get ready for a ride, while the general and the major relaxed on the terrace, Lady Treherne said to her nephew, “I’m going for a ride in the pony carriage. Will you be my escort, Maurice?”



Line 241 (FINAL)   : “Do you really mean this, Maurice?” Lady Treherne said, looking at him with a transformed and softened expression.



-----

Line 242 (ORIGINAL): “With pleasure,” replied the young man, fully aware of what was coming his way.



Line 242 (FINAL)   : Turning to her, Treherne showed a face full of pain and honesty, of acceptance and determination, as he said seriously, “I mean it; test me in any way you want. I’m not a bad guy, Aunt, and I want to be better. Since my misfortune, I’ve had time to really think about many things, including myself, and despite my flaws, I genuinely want to keep my soul honest and true, even if my body is falling apart. It’s easy to say this, but despite temptation, I believe I can stay strong if you believe in me.”



-----

Line 243 (ORIGINAL): My lady was unusually quiet and serious, yet seemed eager to say something that she found hard to express. Treherne noticed this and broke the awkward silence by confidently diving into the topic that concerned them both.



Line 243 (FINAL)   : “My dear boy, I really trust you, and I'm very grateful for your honesty.  

-----

Line 244 (ORIGINAL): 

“I think you want to say something to me about Tavie, Aunt. Am I right?”



Line 244 (FINAL)   :       I never forget that I owe Jasper's life to you, and I don’t expect to ever repay  

-----

Line 245 (ORIGINAL): “Yes.”



Line 245 (FINAL)   :       that debt. Keep this in mind when I appear cold or unkind, and also remember that I’m saying now, if you hadn’t had to deal with this hardship, I would have happily given you my daughter. But—”



-----

Line 246 (ORIGINAL): “Then let me save you the trouble of starting, and show my honesty by stating the truth, as far as I’m concerned. I care for her very much, but I’m not foolish enough to think about telling her. I know it’s impossible, and I’m giving up my hopes. Trust me. I will stay quiet and watch her marry Annon without a single complaint, if that’s what you want. I can see from her changed behavior that you’ve talked to her, and that my little friend and caretaker will no longer be mine. Maybe you’re wise, but if you’re doing this for my sake, it’s pointless—the damage is done, and as long as I live, I will love my cousin. If you’re doing this to protect her, I won’t say a word, and I’ll leave rather than cause her any worry or pain.”



Line 246 (FINAL)   : “But, Aunt, listen to this,” interrupted Treherne. “I've been told that any sudden and intense shock of surprise, joy, or sorrow could do for me what they're hoping time will accomplish. I didn't mention this before because it’s just a possibility; still, while there's any hope, do I really have to completely give up on Octavia?”



-----

Line 247 (ORIGINAL): “Do you really mean this, Maurice?” Lady Treherne said, looking at him with a transformed and softened expression.



Line 247 (FINAL)   : “It’s tough to say no, but I don’t think it’s smart to rely on such a slim chance. If you end up with her, both of you will be unhappy if things don’t work out. No, Maurice, it’s better to be generous and let her find her own happiness with someone else. Annon loves her, she’s emotionally available, and she’ll quickly learn to love him if you step back. My poor boy, it sounds harsh, but I have to tell you this.”



-----

Line 248 (ORIGINAL): Turning to her, Treherne showed a face full of pain and honesty, of acceptance and determination, as he said seriously, “I mean it; test me in any way you want. I’m not a bad guy, Aunt, and I want to be better. Since my misfortune, I’ve had time to really think about many things, including myself, and despite my flaws, I genuinely want to keep my soul honest and true, even if my body is falling apart. It’s easy to say this, but despite temptation, I believe I can stay strong if you believe in me.”



Line 248 (FINAL)   : “Should I leave, Aunt?” was all he said, spoken very firmly, even though his lips were pale.



-----

Line 249 (ORIGINAL): “My dear boy, I really trust you, and I'm very grateful for your honesty.  

Line 249 (FINAL)   : 

“Not yet, just leave them alone and try to keep your worries to yourself if you can. But if you’d like, you can go to town, and Benson will make sure you’re comfortable. Your health will be a valid reason, and I’ll visit or write frequently if you feel homesick. It’s up to you, because I want to be fair and compassionate in this difficult situation. You get to choose.”



-----

Line 250 (ORIGINAL):       I never forget that I owe Jasper's life to you, and I don’t expect to ever repay  

Line 250 (FINAL)   : “Then I will stay. I can hide my feelings; and seeing them together will soon stop hurting me, if Octavia is happy.”



-----

Line 251 (ORIGINAL):       that debt. Keep this in mind when I appear cold or unkind, and also remember that I’m saying now, if you hadn’t had to deal with this hardship, I would have happily given you my daughter. But—”



Line 251 (FINAL)   : “Let it rest for now. You'll miss your companion as little as possible because I'll do my best to take her place. Forgive me, Maurice, and understand a mother's concern, since these two are the last of my many children, and I’m a widow now.”



-----

Line 252 (ORIGINAL): “But, Aunt, listen to this,” interrupted Treherne. “I've been told that any sudden and intense shock of surprise, joy, or sorrow could do for me what they're hoping time will accomplish. I didn't mention this before because it’s just a possibility; still, while there's any hope, do I really have to completely give up on Octavia?”



Line 252 (FINAL)   : Lady Treherne's voice wavered, and if there was any selfish hope or plan in her nephew's mind, her plea erased it and touched his better self. Holding her hand, he said gently, “Dear Aunt, please don’t mourn for me. I’m someone destined for hardships, but I won’t be defeated by them. Let’s put aside my youth and be supportive advisors together for the sake of the two we both care about. I need to mention Jasper, and I hope you won't push me to explain more than I can without breaking my promise.”



-----

Line 253 (ORIGINAL): “It’s tough to say no, but I don’t think it’s smart to rely on such a slim chance. If you end up with her, both of you will be unhappy if things don’t work out. No, Maurice, it’s better to be generous and let her find her own happiness with someone else. Annon loves her, she’s emotionally available, and she’ll quickly learn to love him if you step back. My poor boy, it sounds harsh, but I have to tell you this.”



Line 253 (FINAL)   : “Thanks so much! It’s about that woman, right? Tell me everything you can; I won’t be pushy, but I didn’t like her the moment I laid eyes on her, even though she’s beautiful and charming.”



-----

Line 254 (ORIGINAL): “Should I leave, Aunt?” was all he said, spoken very firmly, even though his lips were pale.



Line 254 (FINAL)   : “When my cousin and I were in Paris, just before I got sick, we met her. She was with her father then, a lively old man who lived for pleasure and wasn’t a suitable guardian for his beautiful daughter. She knew our story and, having intrigued both of us, took a moment to decide which one she would choose: Jasper, for his title, or me, for my wealth. This was before my uncle changed his will, and I thought I was his heir; but before she made her decision, something (don't ask me what, please) happened that forced us to leave Paris. On our way back, we were shipwrecked, and then came my illness, loss of inheritance, and helplessness. Edith Dubarry heard the story, but the rumors got it wrong, and she believed that both of us had lost our fortunes. Her father died broke, and in a moment of despair, she married the general, whose wealth provides her with the luxury she loves, and whose declining health will soon give her back her freedom—”



-----

Line 255 (ORIGINAL): “Not yet, just leave them alone and try to keep your worries to yourself if you can. But if you’d like, you can go to town, and Benson will make sure you’re comfortable. Your health will be a valid reason, and I’ll visit or write frequently if you feel homesick. It’s up to you, because I want to be fair and compassionate in this difficult situation. You get to choose.”



Line 255 (FINAL)   : “And then, Maurice?” my lady interrupted.



-----

Line 256 (ORIGINAL): “Then I will stay. I can hide my feelings; and seeing them together will soon stop hurting me, if Octavia is happy.”



Line 256 (FINAL)   : “She hopes to win over Jasper, I think.”



-----

Line 257 (ORIGINAL): “Let it rest for now. You'll miss your companion as little as possible because I'll do my best to take her place. Forgive me, Maurice, and understand a mother's concern, since these two are the last of my many children, and I’m a widow now.”



Line 257 (FINAL)   : “Never! We have to stop that no matter what. I’d rather see him dead in front of me than married to a woman like that. Why is she allowed to visit homes like mine? I should have been informed about this earlier,” my lady exclaimed angrily.



-----

Line 258 (ORIGINAL): Lady Treherne's voice wavered, and if there was any selfish hope or plan in her nephew's mind, her plea erased it and touched his better self. Holding her hand, he said gently, “Dear Aunt, please don’t mourn for me. I’m someone destined for hardships, but I won’t be defeated by them. Let’s put aside my youth and be supportive advisors together for the sake of the two we both care about. I need to mention Jasper, and I hope you won't push me to explain more than I can without breaking my promise.”



Line 258 (FINAL)   : "I should have told you if I had known, and I criticized Jasper for his neglect. Don't worry too much, Aunt. There's nothing wrong with Mrs. Snowdon's reputation, and as the wife of a brave and honorable man, she's welcomed without any doubt; her beauty, grace, and charm can get her anywhere. She'll only be here for a week, and I'll focus on her; this will help Jasper, and if needed, show Tavie that I don't care—" Then he paused to hold back a sigh.



-----

Line 259 (ORIGINAL): “Thanks so much! It’s about that woman, right? Tell me everything you can; I won’t be pushy, but I didn’t like her the moment I laid eyes on her, even though she’s beautiful and charming.”



Line 259 (FINAL)   : "But what about you? Don't you worry about your own peace, Maurice? You shouldn't give up your happiness or honor for me or my sake."



-----

Line 260 (ORIGINAL): “When my cousin and I were in Paris, just before I got sick, we met her. She was with her father then, a lively old man who lived for pleasure and wasn’t a suitable guardian for his beautiful daughter. She knew our story and, having intrigued both of us, took a moment to decide which one she would choose: Jasper, for his title, or me, for my wealth. This was before my uncle changed his will, and I thought I was his heir; but before she made her decision, something (don't ask me what, please) happened that forced us to leave Paris. On our way back, we were shipwrecked, and then came my illness, loss of inheritance, and helplessness. Edith Dubarry heard the story, but the rumors got it wrong, and she believed that both of us had lost our fortunes. Her father died broke, and in a moment of despair, she married the general, whose wealth provides her with the luxury she loves, and whose declining health will soon give her back her freedom—”



Line 260 (FINAL)   : “I’m safe; I love my cousin, and that’s my protection. No matter what happens, just remember that I tried to help you and genuinely tried to put my own needs aside.”



-----

Line 261 (ORIGINAL): “And then, Maurice?” my lady interrupted.



Line 261 (FINAL)   : “God bless you, my son! Let me call you that, and know that, even though I can't call you my daughter, I genuinely give you a mother's care and love.”



-----

Line 262 (ORIGINAL): “She hopes to win over Jasper, I think.”



Line 262 (FINAL)   : Lady Treherne was as generous as she was proud, and her nephew had won her over with his confidence and submission. He played no role, yet even in giving everything up, he held onto the hope that he might still win the heart he desired. They parted silently, but from that moment on, a new and tighter connection formed between them, exerting an unexpected influence over the entire household.



-----

Line 263 (ORIGINAL): “Never! We have to stop that no matter what. I’d rather see him dead in front of me than married to a woman like that. Why is she allowed to visit homes like mine? I should have been informed about this earlier,” my lady exclaimed angrily.



Line 263 (FINAL)   : 





-----

Line 264 (ORIGINAL): "I should have told you if I had known, and I criticized Jasper for his neglect. Don't worry too much, Aunt. There's nothing wrong with Mrs. Snowdon's reputation, and as the wife of a brave and honorable man, she's welcomed without any doubt; her beauty, grace, and charm can get her anywhere. She'll only be here for a week, and I'll focus on her; this will help Jasper, and if needed, show Tavie that I don't care—" Then he paused to hold back a sigh.



Line 264 (FINAL)   : 


-----

Line 265 (ORIGINAL): "But what about you? Don't you worry about your own peace, Maurice? You shouldn't give up your happiness or honor for me or my sake."



Line 265 (FINAL)   : 





-----

Line 266 (ORIGINAL): “I’m safe; I love my cousin, and that’s my protection. No matter what happens, just remember that I tried to help you and genuinely tried to put my own needs aside.”



Line 266 (FINAL)   : Maurice waited impatiently for Mrs. Snowdon to come in, not just because he was curious to see if she had found out who the thief was, but also because of the role he had taken on. He felt capable of it and found a certain satisfaction in it for three reasons. It would help his aunt and cousin, distract him from his own worries, and maybe, by making Octavia jealous, spark some romantic feelings; because even though he had chosen the right thing, he was still only human, and a lover at that.



-----

Line 267 (ORIGINAL): “God bless you, my son! Let me call you that, and know that, even though I can't call you my daughter, I genuinely give you a mother's care and love.”



Line 267 (FINAL)   : Mrs. Snowdon was late. She always was, as her routine was elaborate, and she liked to see how it affected others. The moment she walked in, Treherne's eyes were on her, and to his surprise and annoyance, she spoke to Octavia, saying sweetly, “My dear Miss Treherne, I've been admiring your peacocks. Please let me watch you feed them tomorrow. Miss Talbot says it's a lovely sight.”



-----

Line 268 (ORIGINAL): Lady Treherne was as generous as she was proud, and her nephew had won her over with his confidence and submission. He played no role, yet even in giving everything up, he held onto the hope that he might still win the heart he desired. They parted silently, but from that moment on, a new and tighter connection formed between them, exerting an unexpected influence over the entire household.



Line 268 (FINAL)   : “If you’re on the terrace right after lunch, you’ll find them there, and you can feed them yourself if you want,” was the calm, polite reply.



-----

Line 269 (ORIGINAL): 





Line 269 (FINAL)   : “She looks like a peacock in that stunning green and gold dress, doesn’t she?” Rose whispered to Sir Jasper with a mischievous laugh.



-----

Line 270 (ORIGINAL): 


Line 270 (FINAL)   : “Yeah, she really does have faith. I wish Tavie's birds could talk like Mrs. Snowdon; their squawking drives me crazy.”



-----

Line 271 (ORIGINAL): 





Line 271 (FINAL)   : “I really like it because it’s genuine, with no malice or trickery behind it. I always distrust those smooth, sweet voices; they come off as insincere. I prefer a full, clear tone; sharp if you want, but definite and true.”



-----

Line 272 (ORIGINAL): Maurice waited impatiently for Mrs. Snowdon to come in, not just because he was curious to see if she had found out who the thief was, but also because of the role he had taken on. He felt capable of it and found a certain satisfaction in it for three reasons. It would help his aunt and cousin, distract him from his own worries, and maybe, by making Octavia jealous, spark some romantic feelings; because even though he had chosen the right thing, he was still only human, and a lover at that.



Line 272 (FINAL)   : “Well said, Octavia. I agree with you, and yours is a perfect example of the kind you’re talking about.” Treherne smiled as he rolled past to join Mrs. Snowdon, who was clearly waiting for him, while Octavia turned to her brother to defend her pets.



-----

Line 273 (ORIGINAL): Mrs. Snowdon was late. She always was, as her routine was elaborate, and she liked to see how it affected others. The moment she walked in, Treherne's eyes were on her, and to his surprise and annoyance, she spoke to Octavia, saying sweetly, “My dear Miss Treherne, I've been admiring your peacocks. Please let me watch you feed them tomorrow. Miss Talbot says it's a lovely sight.”



Line 273 (FINAL)   : “Are you sure? How did you find out?” Maurice asked, pretending to admire the lady's bouquet as he stopped next to her.



-----

Line 274 (ORIGINAL): “If you’re on the terrace right after lunch, you’ll find them there, and you can feed them yourself if you want,” was the calm, polite reply.



Line 274 (FINAL)   : “I knew it the second I saw her this morning. She's not an actress, and you could see dislike, distrust, and contempt on her face when we met. Until you cleverly told me my note was lost, I thought she was upset about her brother—or you.”



-----

Line 275 (ORIGINAL): “She looks like a peacock in that stunning green and gold dress, doesn’t she?” Rose whispered to Sir Jasper with a mischievous laugh.



Line 275 (FINAL)   : A sudden pause and a sharp look followed the last softly spoken word, but Treherne responded with an unreadable smile and a calm, “So, what’s next?”



-----

Line 276 (ORIGINAL): “Yeah, she really does have faith. I wish Tavie's birds could talk like Mrs. Snowdon; their squawking drives me crazy.”



Line 276 (FINAL)   : “The moment I found out that you didn’t receive the note, I was sure she had it. Knowing she must have seen me put it there, I quietly asked her for it, despite her innocent act. This surprised her and took away any mystery, and I finished her confusion by sending it to the major as soon as she returned it to me, as if it had been meant for him. She apologized, said her brother was careless, and that she kept an eye on him to prevent him from getting into trouble; she pretended to think I meant the message for him and acted like a charming simpleton, which she is.”



-----

Line 277 (ORIGINAL): “I really like it because it’s genuine, with no malice or trickery behind it. I always distrust those smooth, sweet voices; they come off as insincere. I prefer a full, clear tone; sharp if you want, but definite and true.”



Line 277 (FINAL)   : “Such a fuss about nothing. Poor little Tavie! You probably scared her so much that we can safely write to each other from now on.”



-----

Line 278 (ORIGINAL): “Well said, Octavia. I agree with you, and yours is a perfect example of the kind you’re talking about.” Treherne smiled as he rolled past to join Mrs. Snowdon, who was clearly waiting for him, while Octavia turned to her brother to defend her pets.



Line 278 (FINAL)   : “You can give me an answer right now.”



-----

Line 279 (ORIGINAL): “Are you sure? How did you find out?” Maurice asked, pretending to admire the lady's bouquet as he stopped next to her.



Line 279 (FINAL)   : “Alright, meet me on the terrace tomorrow morning; the peacocks will make the meeting feel natural. I usually hang out there for an hour or two during the sunny part of the day.”



-----

Line 280 (ORIGINAL): “I knew it the second I saw her this morning. She's not an actress, and you could see dislike, distrust, and contempt on her face when we met. Until you cleverly told me my note was lost, I thought she was upset about her brother—or you.”



Line 280 (FINAL)   : “But the girl?”



-----

Line 281 (ORIGINAL): A sudden pause and a sharp look followed the last softly spoken word, but Treherne responded with an unreadable smile and a calm, “So, what’s next?”



Line 281 (FINAL)   : “I'll send her away.”



-----

Line 282 (ORIGINAL): “The moment I found out that you didn’t receive the note, I was sure she had it. Knowing she must have seen me put it there, I quietly asked her for it, despite her innocent act. This surprised her and took away any mystery, and I finished her confusion by sending it to the major as soon as she returned it to me, as if it had been meant for him. She apologized, said her brother was careless, and that she kept an eye on him to prevent him from getting into trouble; she pretended to think I meant the message for him and acted like a charming simpleton, which she is.”



Line 282 (FINAL)   : “You talk like it would be a simple thing to do.”



-----

Line 283 (ORIGINAL): “Such a fuss about nothing. Poor little Tavie! You probably scared her so much that we can safely write to each other from now on.”



Line 283 (FINAL)   : “It will be both easy and enjoyable.”



-----

Line 284 (ORIGINAL): “You can give me an answer right now.”



Line 284 (FINAL)   : “Now you’re being mysterious or negative. You either don’t care at all about having a conversation with her, or you’re happy to get her out of my way. Which is it?”



-----

Line 285 (ORIGINAL): “Alright, meet me on the terrace tomorrow morning; the peacocks will make the meeting feel natural. I usually hang out there for an hour or two during the sunny part of the day.”



Line 285 (FINAL)   : “You get to decide. Can I have this?”



-----

Line 286 (ORIGINAL): “But the girl?”



Line 286 (FINAL)   : She looked at him as he touched a rose with a cautionary glance, because the flower represented both love and silence. Was he trying to suggest that he remembered the past, or to alert her that someone was close? She leaned out from behind the curtain where she was sitting and caught a glimpse of a shadow slipping away.



-----

Line 287 (ORIGINAL): “I'll send her away.”



Line 287 (FINAL)   : “Who was it?” she asked, under her breath.



-----

Line 288 (ORIGINAL): “You talk like it would be a simple thing to do.”



Line 288 (FINAL)   : “A Rose,” he replied, laughing. Then, as if the danger had passed, he said, “How will you explain to the major the message you sent him?”



-----

Line 289 (ORIGINAL): “It will be both easy and enjoyable.”



Line 289 (FINAL)   : “Easily, by creating some intriguing confusion where I need wise advice. He'll be flattered, and by pretending to trust him, I can deceive the good man as much as I want, since he bothers me with his strange way of always watching over me. Now take me to dinner, and be your charming self again.”



-----

Line 290 (ORIGINAL): “Now you’re being mysterious or negative. You either don’t care at all about having a conversation with her, or you’re happy to get her out of my way. Which is it?”



Line 290 (FINAL)   : “That’s impossible,” he said, yet showed that it wasn’t.



-----

Line 291 (ORIGINAL): “You get to decide. Can I have this?”



Line 291 (FINAL)   : 





-----

Line 292 (ORIGINAL): She looked at him as he touched a rose with a cautionary glance, because the flower represented both love and silence. Was he trying to suggest that he remembered the past, or to alert her that someone was close? She leaned out from behind the curtain where she was sitting and caught a glimpse of a shadow slipping away.



Line 292 (FINAL)   : 


-----

Line 293 (ORIGINAL): “Who was it?” she asked, under her breath.



Line 293 (FINAL)   :  



-----

Line 294 (ORIGINAL): “A Rose,” he replied, laughing. Then, as if the danger had passed, he said, “How will you explain to the major the message you sent him?”



Line 294 (FINAL)   : 

-----

Line 295 (ORIGINAL): “Easily, by creating some intriguing confusion where I need wise advice. He'll be flattered, and by pretending to trust him, I can deceive the good man as much as I want, since he bothers me with his strange way of always watching over me. Now take me to dinner, and be your charming self again.”



Line 295 (FINAL)   : 





-----

Line 296 (ORIGINAL): “That’s impossible,” he said, yet showed that it wasn’t.



Line 296 (FINAL)   : 


-----

Line 297 (ORIGINAL): 





Line 297 (FINAL)   : 

-----

Line 298 (ORIGINAL): 


Line 298 (FINAL)   :       Chapter IV. FEEDING THE PEACOCKS

-----

Line 299 (ORIGINAL):  



Line 299 (FINAL)   :     



-----

Line 300 (ORIGINAL): 

Line 300 (FINAL)   : It was truly a beautiful sight, the twelve elegant birds perched on the wide stone railing, or walking slowly along the terrace, with the sun shining on their green and golden necks and the splendor of their stunning feathers, spread out or trailing behind them like luxurious trains. In a lovely contrast to the magnificent creatures was their young mistress, in her simple morning dress and fur-trimmed hood and cloak, standing there feeding the tame pets from her hand, calling their whimsical names, laughing at their antics, and wholeheartedly enjoying the winter sunshine, the fresh breeze, and the playful activity. As Treherne made his way closer, he watched her with affectionate eyes, finding her very sweet and cheerful, and more precious to him than ever. She had carefully avoided him all day before, had parted at night with a quick handshake, and hadn't come as usual to say good-morning in the library. He hadn't noted the change until now, but remembering his promise to his aunt, he decided to let the girl know that he fully understood the new relationship that was to exist between them.



-----

Line 301 (ORIGINAL): 





Line 301 (FINAL)   : “Good morning, cousin. Should I give you a ride, if I take a turn or two here?” he said, in a cheerful tone but with a hint of reproach in his glance.



-----

Line 302 (ORIGINAL): 


Line 302 (FINAL)   : She glanced at him for a moment, then approached him with her hand outstretched and her cheeks even rosier than before. Her honest eyes filled with tears, and there was a trembling hitch in her voice as she said, impulsively: “I will be myself for a moment, no matter what. Maurice, please don’t think I’m being unkind, don’t blame me, or ask for permission to come near me. There’s a reason for the change you see in me; it’s not just a whim, it’s out of obligation.”



-----

Line 303 (ORIGINAL): 

Line 303 (FINAL)   : “My dear girl, I know. I meant to talk about it and show you that I understand. Annon is a good guy, as worthy of you as anyone can be, and I wish you all the happiness you deserve.”



-----

Line 304 (ORIGINAL):       Chapter IV. FEEDING THE PEACOCKS

Line 304 (FINAL)   : “Do you?” Her eyes searched his face intently.



-----

Line 305 (ORIGINAL):     



Line 305 (FINAL)   : “Yeah; do you really doubt it?” He hid his love so well that not a single expression, tone, or gesture gave it away.



-----

Line 306 (ORIGINAL): It was truly a beautiful sight, the twelve elegant birds perched on the wide stone railing, or walking slowly along the terrace, with the sun shining on their green and golden necks and the splendor of their stunning feathers, spread out or trailing behind them like luxurious trains. In a lovely contrast to the magnificent creatures was their young mistress, in her simple morning dress and fur-trimmed hood and cloak, standing there feeding the tame pets from her hand, calling their whimsical names, laughing at their antics, and wholeheartedly enjoying the winter sunshine, the fresh breeze, and the playful activity. As Treherne made his way closer, he watched her with affectionate eyes, finding her very sweet and cheerful, and more precious to him than ever. She had carefully avoided him all day before, had parted at night with a quick handshake, and hadn't come as usual to say good-morning in the library. He hadn't noted the change until now, but remembering his promise to his aunt, he decided to let the girl know that he fully understood the new relationship that was to exist between them.



Line 306 (FINAL)   : Her gaze dropped, a shadow crossed her bright face, and she pulled back her hand, as if to stroke the hungry bird that gently pecked at the basket she was holding. Trying to shift the topic, she said playfully, “Poor Argus, you’ve lost your beautiful feathers, and now everyone abandons you, except for sweet little Juno, who never forgets her friends. Here, take it all, and share it between you.”



-----

Line 307 (ORIGINAL): “Good morning, cousin. Should I give you a ride, if I take a turn or two here?” he said, in a cheerful tone but with a hint of reproach in his glance.



Line 307 (FINAL)   : Treherne smiled and said quickly, “I’m like a human Argus, and you’ve been a kind little Juno to me since I lost my feathers. Keep it up, and you’ll see I’ll be a very loyal friend.”



-----

Line 308 (ORIGINAL): She glanced at him for a moment, then approached him with her hand outstretched and her cheeks even rosier than before. Her honest eyes filled with tears, and there was a trembling hitch in her voice as she said, impulsively: “I will be myself for a moment, no matter what. Maurice, please don’t think I’m being unkind, don’t blame me, or ask for permission to come near me. There’s a reason for the change you see in me; it’s not just a whim, it’s out of obligation.”



Line 308 (FINAL)   : “I will.” As she said this, her familiar smile returned and her eyes connected with his once more.



-----

Line 309 (ORIGINAL): “My dear girl, I know. I meant to talk about it and show you that I understand. Annon is a good guy, as worthy of you as anyone can be, and I wish you all the happiness you deserve.”



Line 309 (FINAL)   : “Thanks! Now we can move on happily. I don’t ask for or expect the old life—that’s impossible. I knew that when lovers entered the picture, the friend would take a backseat; and I’m okay with being second, where I’ve been first for so long. Don’t think you’re neglecting me; be happy with your partner, dear, and when you’re looking for something to do, come and see old Maurice.”



-----

Line 310 (ORIGINAL): “Do you?” Her eyes searched his face intently.



Line 310 (FINAL)   : She turned her head so he wouldn’t see the angry flush in her cheeks or the worry in her eyes, and when she spoke, she said irritably, “I wish Jasper and Mom would just leave me alone. I can’t stand love and don’t want any part of it. If Frank keeps teasing me, I’ll just go to a convent and be done with him.”



-----

Line 311 (ORIGINAL): “Yeah; do you really doubt it?” He hid his love so well that not a single expression, tone, or gesture gave it away.



Line 311 (FINAL)   : Maurice laughed and turned her face toward him, saying in his charming voice, “Give him a chance first, to make your mom happy. It can’t hurt and might even entertain you. Frank is already out of the picture, and since you’re single, why not see what you can do for him? I’ll have a new project to focus on, so I won’t miss you as much.”



-----

Line 312 (ORIGINAL): Her gaze dropped, a shadow crossed her bright face, and she pulled back her hand, as if to stroke the hungry bird that gently pecked at the basket she was holding. Trying to shift the topic, she said playfully, “Poor Argus, you’ve lost your beautiful feathers, and now everyone abandons you, except for sweet little Juno, who never forgets her friends. Here, take it all, and share it between you.”



Line 312 (FINAL)   : “You're really kind; I'll give it my all. I hope Mrs. Snowdon shows up, if she's coming; I've got plans at two, and Frank will be upset if I'm not ready. He's teaching me how to play billiards, and I actually enjoy the game, even though I never thought I would.”



-----

Line 313 (ORIGINAL): Treherne smiled and said quickly, “I’m like a human Argus, and you’ve been a kind little Juno to me since I lost my feathers. Keep it up, and you’ll see I’ll be a very loyal friend.”



Line 313 (FINAL)   : "That looks good. I hope you learn a double lesson, and Annon finds a willing student in both of you."



-----

Line 314 (ORIGINAL): “I will.” As she said this, her familiar smile returned and her eyes connected with his once more.



Line 314 (FINAL)   : “You look really pale this morning; are you in pain, Maurice?” Octavia suddenly asked, dropping the cheerful and carefree tone she had been using to mask her concern.



-----

Line 315 (ORIGINAL): “Thanks! Now we can move on happily. I don’t ask for or expect the old life—that’s impossible. I knew that when lovers entered the picture, the friend would take a backseat; and I’m okay with being second, where I’ve been first for so long. Don’t think you’re neglecting me; be happy with your partner, dear, and when you’re looking for something to do, come and see old Maurice.”



Line 315 (FINAL)   : “Yes, but it will soon pass. Mrs. Snowdon is coming. I saw her at the hall door a moment ago. I will show her the peacocks, if you want to go. She won't mind the change, I’m sure, since you don’t like her, and I do.”



-----

Line 316 (ORIGINAL): She turned her head so he wouldn’t see the angry flush in her cheeks or the worry in her eyes, and when she spoke, she said irritably, “I wish Jasper and Mom would just leave me alone. I can’t stand love and don’t want any part of it. If Frank keeps teasing me, I’ll just go to a convent and be done with him.”



Line 316 (FINAL)   : “No, I’m sure of that. It was an arrangement, maybe? I get it. I won’t play Mademoiselle De Trop.”



-----

Line 317 (ORIGINAL): Maurice laughed and turned her face toward him, saying in his charming voice, “Give him a chance first, to make your mom happy. It can’t hurt and might even entertain you. Frank is already out of the picture, and since you’re single, why not see what you can do for him? I’ll have a new project to focus on, so I won’t miss you as much.”



Line 317 (FINAL)   : Sudden fire sparkled in the girl's eyes, sudden disdain twisted her lip, and a glance full of meaning passed from her cousin to the door, where Mrs. Snowdon stood, waiting for her maid to bring her some extra wraps.



-----

Line 318 (ORIGINAL): “You're really kind; I'll give it my all. I hope Mrs. Snowdon shows up, if she's coming; I've got plans at two, and Frank will be upset if I'm not ready. He's teaching me how to play billiards, and I actually enjoy the game, even though I never thought I would.”



Line 318 (FINAL)   : “You're hinting at the note you took. What made you pull that prank, Tavie?” asked Treherne calmly.



-----

Line 319 (ORIGINAL): "That looks good. I hope you learn a double lesson, and Annon finds a willing student in both of you."



Line 319 (FINAL)   : “I saw her put it under the urn. I thought it was for Jasper, so I took it,” she said confidently.



-----

Line 320 (ORIGINAL): “You look really pale this morning; are you in pain, Maurice?” Octavia suddenly asked, dropping the cheerful and carefree tone she had been using to mask her concern.



Line 320 (FINAL)   : “Why for Jasper?”



-----

Line 321 (ORIGINAL): “Yes, but it will soon pass. Mrs. Snowdon is coming. I saw her at the hall door a moment ago. I will show her the peacocks, if you want to go. She won't mind the change, I’m sure, since you don’t like her, and I do.”



Line 321 (FINAL)   : “I remembered him talking about meeting her a long time ago and describing her beauty with excitement—and so did you.”



-----

Line 322 (ORIGINAL): “No, I’m sure of that. It was an arrangement, maybe? I get it. I won’t play Mademoiselle De Trop.”



Line 322 (FINAL)   : “You have a good memory.”



-----

Line 323 (ORIGINAL): Sudden fire sparkled in the girl's eyes, sudden disdain twisted her lip, and a glance full of meaning passed from her cousin to the door, where Mrs. Snowdon stood, waiting for her maid to bring her some extra wraps.



Line 323 (FINAL)   : “I care about everything that involves the people I love. I noticed how she interacted with my brother, his devotion to her, and when they stood laughing together by the fire, I was certain that she wanted to win him over again.”



-----

Line 324 (ORIGINAL): “You're hinting at the note you took. What made you pull that prank, Tavie?” asked Treherne calmly.



Line 324 (FINAL)   : “Again? So she really did charm him this time?” Treherne asked, eager to find out how much Jasper had shared with his sister.



-----

Line 325 (ORIGINAL): “I saw her put it under the urn. I thought it was for Jasper, so I took it,” she said confidently.



Line 325 (FINAL)   : “He always denied it and said that you were the favorite.”



-----

Line 326 (ORIGINAL): “Why for Jasper?”



Line 326 (FINAL)   : “Then why not write the note for me?” he asked.



-----

Line 327 (ORIGINAL): “I remembered him talking about meeting her a long time ago and describing her beauty with excitement—and so did you.”



Line 327 (FINAL)   : “I do now” was the quick reply.



-----

Line 328 (ORIGINAL): “You have a good memory.”



Line 328 (FINAL)   : “But she told you it was for the major and sent it.”



-----

Line 329 (ORIGINAL): “I care about everything that involves the people I love. I noticed how she interacted with my brother, his devotion to her, and when they stood laughing together by the fire, I was certain that she wanted to win him over again.”



Line 329 (FINAL)   : “She fooled me; I’m not shocked. I’m glad Jasper is okay, and I hope you have a nice chat.”



-----

Line 330 (ORIGINAL): “Again? So she really did charm him this time?” Treherne asked, eager to find out how much Jasper had shared with his sister.



Line 330 (FINAL)   : Bowing with unexpected dignity, Octavia placed her basket down and walked off in one direction as Mrs. Snowdon came toward her from another.



-----

Line 331 (ORIGINAL): “He always denied it and said that you were the favorite.”



Line 331 (FINAL)   : “I’ve done it now,” sighed Treherne, turning away from the girlish figure to watch the elegant woman who was gliding toward him with silent grace.



-----

Line 332 (ORIGINAL): “Then why not write the note for me?” he asked.



Line 332 (FINAL)   : Brilliance and splendor suited Mrs. Snowdon; she loved luxury, and her beauty made many things look good that would have seemed out of place and ridiculous on a plainer woman. She had draped herself in a genuine Eastern cloak of red, blue, and gold; the hood pulled over her head framed her beautiful face in rich colors, and the large gold tassels glimmered against her flowing black hair. She wore it with elegance, and the extravagant beauty of the garment suited her perfectly. The fresh air gave her cheeks a delicate glow; her normally dark eyes sparkled now, and the smile on her lips was filled with joy.



-----

Line 333 (ORIGINAL): “I do now” was the quick reply.



Line 333 (FINAL)   : “Welcome, Cleopatra!” exclaimed Treherne, trying hard to hold back a laugh, as the peacocks squawked and ran away from the swishing flow of her robes.



-----

Line 334 (ORIGINAL): “But she told you it was for the major and sent it.”



Line 334 (FINAL)   : “I could respond by calling you Thaddeus of Warsaw, because you have a very romantic and Polish look with your pale, thoughtful face and your impressive furs,” she replied, pausing beside him with admiration clearly reflected in her eyes.



-----

Line 335 (ORIGINAL): “She fooled me; I’m not shocked. I’m glad Jasper is okay, and I hope you have a nice chat.”



Line 335 (FINAL)   : Treherne didn’t like the way she looked and abruptly said, as he handed her the basket of bread, “I’ve taken care of my cousin and offered to handle the peacocks. Here they are—will you feed them?”



-----

Line 336 (ORIGINAL): Bowing with unexpected dignity, Octavia placed her basket down and walked off in one direction as Mrs. Snowdon came toward her from another.



Line 336 (FINAL)   : “No, thank you—I don’t care about the birds, as you know; I came to talk to you,” she said impatiently.



-----

Line 337 (ORIGINAL): “I’ve done it now,” sighed Treherne, turning away from the girlish figure to watch the elegant woman who was gliding toward him with silent grace.



Line 337 (FINAL)   : “I am at your service.”



-----

Line 338 (ORIGINAL): Brilliance and splendor suited Mrs. Snowdon; she loved luxury, and her beauty made many things look good that would have seemed out of place and ridiculous on a plainer woman. She had draped herself in a genuine Eastern cloak of red, blue, and gold; the hood pulled over her head framed her beautiful face in rich colors, and the large gold tassels glimmered against her flowing black hair. She wore it with elegance, and the extravagant beauty of the garment suited her perfectly. The fresh air gave her cheeks a delicate glow; her normally dark eyes sparkled now, and the smile on her lips was filled with joy.



Line 338 (FINAL)   : “I'd like to ask you a question or two—is that okay?”



-----

Line 339 (ORIGINAL): “Welcome, Cleopatra!” exclaimed Treherne, trying hard to hold back a laugh, as the peacocks squawked and ran away from the swishing flow of her robes.



Line 339 (FINAL)   : “What guy has ever turned down a request from Mrs. Snowdon?”



-----

Line 340 (ORIGINAL): “I could respond by calling you Thaddeus of Warsaw, because you have a very romantic and Polish look with your pale, thoughtful face and your impressive furs,” she replied, pausing beside him with admiration clearly reflected in her eyes.



Line 340 (FINAL)   : “Nah, no compliments; from you they're just sarcastic dodges. I was fooled while I was away and stupidly married that old man. Just tell me honestly how things are.”



-----

Line 341 (ORIGINAL): Treherne didn’t like the way she looked and abruptly said, as he handed her the basket of bread, “I’ve taken care of my cousin and offered to handle the peacocks. Here they are—will you feed them?”



Line 341 (FINAL)   : “Jasper has everything. I have nothing.”



-----

Line 342 (ORIGINAL): “No, thank you—I don’t care about the birds, as you know; I came to talk to you,” she said impatiently.



Line 342 (FINAL)   : “I am glad of it.”



-----

Line 343 (ORIGINAL): “I am at your service.”



Line 343 (FINAL)   : “Thanks a lot for the sincere speech. At least you’re being honest,” he said bitterly.



-----

Line 344 (ORIGINAL): “I'd like to ask you a question or two—is that okay?”



Line 344 (FINAL)   : “I do, Maurice—I really do; let me show you.”



-----

Line 345 (ORIGINAL): “What guy has ever turned down a request from Mrs. Snowdon?”



Line 345 (FINAL)   : Treherne's chair was right next to the railing. Mrs. Snowdon leaned against the carved banister, facing away from the house, her face hidden by a tall urn. Looking directly at him, she spoke quickly and quietly, “You thought I was torn between you and Jasper when we parted two years ago. I was; but it wasn't about title and wealth that I hesitated. It was between duty and love. My father, a caring but foolish old man, wanted to see me as a lady. I was everything to him; my beauty was his pride, and no man without a title was considered good enough for me. I loved him deeply. You might doubt this, knowing how selfish, reckless, and vain I can be, but I have a heart, and with better guidance, I could have been a better woman. It doesn’t matter now; it’s too late. After my father, I loved you. No, listen—I will explain myself to you. I mean no disrespect to the general. He is kind, understanding, and generous; I respect him—I am grateful to him, and as long as he’s alive, I will remain loyal to him.”



-----

Line 346 (ORIGINAL): “Nah, no compliments; from you they're just sarcastic dodges. I was fooled while I was away and stupidly married that old man. Just tell me honestly how things are.”



Line 346 (FINAL)   : “Then be quiet now. Don't dwell on the past, Edith; let it rest, for both our sakes,” started Treherne, but she stopped him with authority.



-----

Line 347 (ORIGINAL): “Jasper has everything. I have nothing.”



Line 347 (FINAL)   : “It will happen when I'm done. I loved you, Maurice; out of all the fun-loving, carefree, pleasure-seeking guys I saw around me, you were the only one who seemed to have a thought beyond the moment's silliness. Beneath the apparent lightness of your life lay something noble, heroic, and true. I sensed you had a purpose, that your current state was just temporary—a young man's break before the real work of his life started. This drew me in, this captivated me; because even in the brief glance you gave me, there was a seriousness no other man had shown. I wanted your respect; I desperately wanted to earn your love, to share your life, and demonstrate that even in my overlooked character, there was the potential to erase a trivial past with a meaningful future. Oh, Maurice, if you had stayed just one more week, I would never have become the wretched person I am!”



-----

Line 348 (ORIGINAL): “I am glad of it.”



Line 348 (FINAL)   : There her voice wavered and broke, filled with the pain of lost love, peace, and happiness that echoed in the heart-wrenching emotion of that exclamation. She didn't cry, as tears rarely clouded her tragic eyes; instead, she twisted her hands in silent despair and gazed down at the frost-bitten gardens below, as if she saw a true reflection of her own shattered life. Treherne said nothing, but clenched his jaw, casting an almost fierce look at the distant figure of Sir Jasper, who rode away cheerfully, as if free from any memories or worries.



-----

Line 349 (ORIGINAL): “Thanks a lot for the sincere speech. At least you’re being honest,” he said bitterly.



Line 349 (FINAL)   : Hurriedly, Mrs. Snowdon continued, “My father begged and insisted that I choose your cousin. I couldn't break his heart, so I asked for more time, hoping to change his mind. While I was waiting, that mysterious situation forced you to leave Paris, and then there was the accident, the illness, and the rumor that old Sir Jasper had cut off both nephews from his will. They told me you were dying, and I became just a tool in my father's hands. I promised to recall and accept your cousin, but the old man passed away before it happened, and after that, I didn’t care what happened to me.



-----

Line 350 (ORIGINAL): “I do, Maurice—I really do; let me show you.”



Line 350 (FINAL)   : “General Snowdon was my father's friend; he felt sorry for me. He saw my lonely, miserable state, my despair and helplessness. He comforted, supported, and saved me. I was thankful; and when he offered me his heart and home, I accepted. He knew I had no love to give, but as a friend, as a daughter, I would gladly serve him and make his later years as happy as I could. It was all over when I found out that you were alive, suffering, and poor. I longed to come and live for you. My new ties felt like heavy chains then, my wealth burdened me, and I was doubly miserable—because I couldn’t share my troubles, and it almost drove me insane. I’ve seen you now; I know you’re happy; I can see your cousin’s love and envision a peaceful life ahead for you. This must be enough for me, and I have to learn to endure it as best as I can.”



-----

Line 351 (ORIGINAL): Treherne's chair was right next to the railing. Mrs. Snowdon leaned against the carved banister, facing away from the house, her face hidden by a tall urn. Looking directly at him, she spoke quickly and quietly, “You thought I was torn between you and Jasper when we parted two years ago. I was; but it wasn't about title and wealth that I hesitated. It was between duty and love. My father, a caring but foolish old man, wanted to see me as a lady. I was everything to him; my beauty was his pride, and no man without a title was considered good enough for me. I loved him deeply. You might doubt this, knowing how selfish, reckless, and vain I can be, but I have a heart, and with better guidance, I could have been a better woman. It doesn’t matter now; it’s too late. After my father, I loved you. No, listen—I will explain myself to you. I mean no disrespect to the general. He is kind, understanding, and generous; I respect him—I am grateful to him, and as long as he’s alive, I will remain loyal to him.”



Line 351 (FINAL)   : She paused, out of breath and pale, and quickly walked along the terrace, as if to hide or manage the anxiety that overwhelmed her.



-----

Line 352 (ORIGINAL): “Then be quiet now. Don't dwell on the past, Edith; let it rest, for both our sakes,” started Treherne, but she stopped him with authority.



Line 352 (FINAL)   : Treherne sat silently, but inside, his heart raced as he thought, “She realizes that Octavia has feelings for me! A woman can easily spot love in someone else, and she confirms what I’m starting to believe. My cousin's behavior just now, her dislike for Annon, her newfound shyness around me; it might be true, and if it is—God help me—what am I thinking! I can’t allow myself to hope, or wish, or dream; I have to let go and forget.”



-----

Line 353 (ORIGINAL): “It will happen when I'm done. I loved you, Maurice; out of all the fun-loving, carefree, pleasure-seeking guys I saw around me, you were the only one who seemed to have a thought beyond the moment's silliness. Beneath the apparent lightness of your life lay something noble, heroic, and true. I sensed you had a purpose, that your current state was just temporary—a young man's break before the real work of his life started. This drew me in, this captivated me; because even in the brief glance you gave me, there was a seriousness no other man had shown. I wanted your respect; I desperately wanted to earn your love, to share your life, and demonstrate that even in my overlooked character, there was the potential to erase a trivial past with a meaningful future. Oh, Maurice, if you had stayed just one more week, I would never have become the wretched person I am!”



Line 353 (FINAL)   : He rested his head on his hand and sat still until Mrs. Snowdon joined him, looking pale but calm and collected. As she approached, she noticed his posture, the deep sadness on his face, and a glimmer of hope ignited within her. Maybe she was wrong; maybe he didn’t love his cousin; maybe he still thought about the past and regretted losing the heart she had just laid bare before him. Her husband was getting worse and could pass away any day now. And then, free, wealthy, beautiful, and young, what could she become to Treherne, while he was helpless, poor, and ambitious? Despite her flaws, she was generous, and this vision enchanted her imagination, warmed her heart, and eased her pain.



-----

Line 354 (ORIGINAL): There her voice wavered and broke, filled with the pain of lost love, peace, and happiness that echoed in the heart-wrenching emotion of that exclamation. She didn't cry, as tears rarely clouded her tragic eyes; instead, she twisted her hands in silent despair and gazed down at the frost-bitten gardens below, as if she saw a true reflection of her own shattered life. Treherne said nothing, but clenched his jaw, casting an almost fierce look at the distant figure of Sir Jasper, who rode away cheerfully, as if free from any memories or worries.



Line 354 (FINAL)   : “Maurice,” she said gently, stopping next to him again, “if I misinterpret you and your hopes, it’s because I don’t dare to ask for anything for myself; but if there ever comes a time when I can give or help, just ask me anything, and it will be happily yours.”



-----

Line 355 (ORIGINAL): Hurriedly, Mrs. Snowdon continued, “My father begged and insisted that I choose your cousin. I couldn't break his heart, so I asked for more time, hoping to change his mind. While I was waiting, that mysterious situation forced you to leave Paris, and then there was the accident, the illness, and the rumor that old Sir Jasper had cut off both nephews from his will. They told me you were dying, and I became just a tool in my father's hands. I promised to recall and accept your cousin, but the old man passed away before it happened, and after that, I didn’t care what happened to me.



Line 355 (FINAL)   : He understood her, felt sorry for her, and seeing that she took comfort in a distant hope, he let her enjoy it as long as she could. Seriously, but with gratitude, he spoke and squeezed the hand she had offered him with a spontaneous gesture.



-----

Line 356 (ORIGINAL): “General Snowdon was my father's friend; he felt sorry for me. He saw my lonely, miserable state, my despair and helplessness. He comforted, supported, and saved me. I was thankful; and when he offered me his heart and home, I accepted. He knew I had no love to give, but as a friend, as a daughter, I would gladly serve him and make his later years as happy as I could. It was all over when I found out that you were alive, suffering, and poor. I longed to come and live for you. My new ties felt like heavy chains then, my wealth burdened me, and I was doubly miserable—because I couldn’t share my troubles, and it almost drove me insane. I’ve seen you now; I know you’re happy; I can see your cousin’s love and envision a peaceful life ahead for you. This must be enough for me, and I have to learn to endure it as best as I can.”



Line 356 (FINAL)   : “Generous as ever, Edith, and refreshingly honest. Thank you for your honesty, your kindness, and the love you once gave me. I say 'once,' because now duty, truth, and honor keep us apart. My life will be lonely, but I will find work to do and learn to be content. You owe all your devotion to the good old man who loves you, and I’m sure you won’t let him down. Let's leave the past and the future behind, and instead focus on making the present what it can be—a time to forgive and forget, to gather strength and start fresh. Christmas is a perfect time for such resolutions, and the rekindling of a friendship like ours can begin now.”



-----

Line 357 (ORIGINAL): She paused, out of breath and pale, and quickly walked along the terrace, as if to hide or manage the anxiety that overwhelmed her.



Line 357 (FINAL)   : Something in his tone and manner caught her attention, and, looking at him with soft wonder, she exclaimed, “How much you’ve changed!”



-----

Line 358 (ORIGINAL): Treherne sat silently, but inside, his heart raced as he thought, “She realizes that Octavia has feelings for me! A woman can easily spot love in someone else, and she confirms what I’m starting to believe. My cousin's behavior just now, her dislike for Annon, her newfound shyness around me; it might be true, and if it is—God help me—what am I thinking! I can’t allow myself to hope, or wish, or dream; I have to let go and forget.”



Line 358 (FINAL)   : “Do you really need to tell me that?” He glanced at his helpless limbs with a bitter yet sad look of patience.



-----

Line 359 (ORIGINAL): He rested his head on his hand and sat still until Mrs. Snowdon joined him, looking pale but calm and collected. As she approached, she noticed his posture, the deep sadness on his face, and a glimmer of hope ignited within her. Maybe she was wrong; maybe he didn’t love his cousin; maybe he still thought about the past and regretted losing the heart she had just laid bare before him. Her husband was getting worse and could pass away any day now. And then, free, wealthy, beautiful, and young, what could she become to Treherne, while he was helpless, poor, and ambitious? Despite her flaws, she was generous, and this vision enchanted her imagination, warmed her heart, and eased her pain.



Line 359 (FINAL)   : “No, no—not like that! I mean in your mind, not your body. You used to be lively and carefree, eager and passionate, like Jasper; now you’re serious and calm, or cheerful, and incredibly kind. Yet, despite your illness and losses, you seem like twice the man you were, and you earn not just admiration but also respect—and love.”



-----

Line 360 (ORIGINAL): “Maurice,” she said gently, stopping next to him again, “if I misinterpret you and your hopes, it’s because I don’t dare to ask for anything for myself; but if there ever comes a time when I can give or help, just ask me anything, and it will be happily yours.”



Line 360 (FINAL)   : Her dark eyes filled as the last word left her lips, and the beauty of a touched heart shone in her face. Maurice looked up quickly, asking with sudden seriousness, “Do you see it? Then it is true. Yes, I am changed, thank God! And she has done it.”



-----

Line 361 (ORIGINAL): He understood her, felt sorry for her, and seeing that she took comfort in a distant hope, he let her enjoy it as long as she could. Seriously, but with gratitude, he spoke and squeezed the hand she had offered him with a spontaneous gesture.



Line 361 (FINAL)   : “Who?” demanded his companion jealously.



-----

Line 362 (ORIGINAL): “Generous as ever, Edith, and refreshingly honest. Thank you for your honesty, your kindness, and the love you once gave me. I say 'once,' because now duty, truth, and honor keep us apart. My life will be lonely, but I will find work to do and learn to be content. You owe all your devotion to the good old man who loves you, and I’m sure you won’t let him down. Let's leave the past and the future behind, and instead focus on making the present what it can be—a time to forgive and forget, to gather strength and start fresh. Christmas is a perfect time for such resolutions, and the rekindling of a friendship like ours can begin now.”



Line 362 (FINAL)   : “Octavia. Without realizing it, she has done so much for me, and this year of apparent loss and sadness has been the happiest and most rewarding of my life. I've often heard that hardships are the best teachers, and I truly believe that now.”



-----

Line 363 (ORIGINAL): Something in his tone and manner caught her attention, and, looking at him with soft wonder, she exclaimed, “How much you’ve changed!”



Line 363 (FINAL)   : Mrs. Snowdon shook her head sadly.



-----

Line 364 (ORIGINAL): “Do you really need to tell me that?” He glanced at his helpless limbs with a bitter yet sad look of patience.



Line 364 (FINAL)   : “Not always; they can be tormentors to some. But don’t preach, Maurice. I’m still a sinner, even if you lean towards sainthood, and I have one more question to ask. What was it that took you and Jasper away from Paris so suddenly?”



-----

Line 365 (ORIGINAL): “No, no—not like that! I mean in your mind, not your body. You used to be lively and carefree, eager and passionate, like Jasper; now you’re serious and calm, or cheerful, and incredibly kind. Yet, despite your illness and losses, you seem like twice the man you were, and you earn not just admiration but also respect—and love.”



Line 365 (FINAL)   : “That I can never tell you.”



-----

Line 366 (ORIGINAL): Her dark eyes filled as the last word left her lips, and the beauty of a touched heart shone in her face. Maurice looked up quickly, asking with sudden seriousness, “Do you see it? Then it is true. Yes, I am changed, thank God! And she has done it.”



Line 366 (FINAL)   : “I'll find out for myself, then.”



-----

Line 367 (ORIGINAL): “Who?” demanded his companion jealously.



Line 367 (FINAL)   : “It is impossible.”



-----

Line 368 (ORIGINAL): “Octavia. Without realizing it, she has done so much for me, and this year of apparent loss and sadness has been the happiest and most rewarding of my life. I've often heard that hardships are the best teachers, and I truly believe that now.”



Line 368 (FINAL)   : “Nothing is impossible for a determined woman.”



-----

Line 369 (ORIGINAL): Mrs. Snowdon shook her head sadly.



Line 369 (FINAL)   : “You can’t squeeze, catch off guard, or bribe this secret out of the two people who know it. Please, I urge you to leave it alone,” Treherne said earnestly.



-----

Line 370 (ORIGINAL): “Not always; they can be tormentors to some. But don’t preach, Maurice. I’m still a sinner, even if you lean towards sainthood, and I have one more question to ask. What was it that took you and Jasper away from Paris so suddenly?”



Line 370 (FINAL)   : “I have a lead, and I'm going to pursue it; because I'm sure that something is off, and you are—”



-----

Line 371 (ORIGINAL): “That I can never tell you.”



Line 371 (FINAL)   : “Dear Mrs. Snowdon, are you so enchanted by the birds that you forget your fellow humans, or so enchanted by one person that you forget the birds?”



-----

Line 372 (ORIGINAL): “I'll find out for myself, then.”



Line 372 (FINAL)   : As the unexpected question surprised both of them, Rose Talbot walked along the terrace, her hands full of holly and her face brimming with playful mischief. As she disappeared, she added, “I’ll let Tavie know that feeding the peacocks is such a fun activity for couples; she and Mr. Annon should definitely give it a try.”



-----

Line 373 (ORIGINAL): “It is impossible.”



Line 373 (FINAL)   : “Saucy gypsy!” muttered Treherne.



-----

Line 374 (ORIGINAL): “Nothing is impossible for a determined woman.”



Line 374 (FINAL)   : But Mrs. Snowdon said, with a knowing smile, “Many a true word is said in jest.”



-----

Line 375 (ORIGINAL): “You can’t squeeze, catch off guard, or bribe this secret out of the two people who know it. Please, I urge you to leave it alone,” Treherne said earnestly.



Line 375 (FINAL)   : 





-----

Line 376 (ORIGINAL): “I have a lead, and I'm going to pursue it; because I'm sure that something is off, and you are—”



Line 376 (FINAL)   : 


-----

Line 377 (ORIGINAL): “Dear Mrs. Snowdon, are you so enchanted by the birds that you forget your fellow humans, or so enchanted by one person that you forget the birds?”



Line 377 (FINAL)   :  



-----

Line 378 (ORIGINAL): As the unexpected question surprised both of them, Rose Talbot walked along the terrace, her hands full of holly and her face brimming with playful mischief. As she disappeared, she added, “I’ll let Tavie know that feeding the peacocks is such a fun activity for couples; she and Mr. Annon should definitely give it a try.”



Line 378 (FINAL)   : 

-----

Line 379 (ORIGINAL): “Saucy gypsy!” muttered Treherne.



Line 379 (FINAL)   : 





-----

Line 380 (ORIGINAL): But Mrs. Snowdon said, with a knowing smile, “Many a true word is said in jest.”



Line 380 (FINAL)   : 


-----

Line 381 (ORIGINAL): 





Line 381 (FINAL)   : 

-----

Line 382 (ORIGINAL): 


Line 382 (FINAL)   :       Chapter V. UNDER THE MISTLETOE

-----

Line 383 (ORIGINAL):  



Line 383 (FINAL)   :     



-----

Line 384 (ORIGINAL): 

Line 384 (FINAL)   : Unusually cheerful and charming, the three young friends looked great, dressed in soft white outfits with holly wreaths in their hair, as they slowly made their way down the wide wooden staircase arm in arm. A footman was lighting the hall lamps because the winter dusk fell early, and the girls were happily chatting about the evening's festivities when suddenly a loud, long scream echoed through the hall. A heavy glass shade slipped from the man's hand and crashed to the floor, and the young women clung to each other in shock, as the cry was filled with sheer terror, followed by a deep silence.



-----

Line 385 (ORIGINAL): 





Line 385 (FINAL)   : “What was it, John?” Octavia asked, very pale but steady for a moment.



-----

Line 386 (ORIGINAL): 


Line 386 (FINAL)   : “I'll go check on that, miss.” And the man rushed off.



-----

Line 387 (ORIGINAL): 

Line 387 (FINAL)   : “Where did that awful scream come from?” asked Rose, pulling herself together as quickly as she could.



-----

Line 388 (ORIGINAL):       Chapter V. UNDER THE MISTLETOE

Line 388 (FINAL)   : “Somewhere above us. Oh, let's go down to the people; I'm terrified,” whispered Blanche, shaking and lightheaded.



-----

Line 389 (ORIGINAL):     



Line 389 (FINAL)   : Hurrying into the living room, they found only Annon and the major, both looking surprised and staring out of the windows.



-----

Line 390 (ORIGINAL): Unusually cheerful and charming, the three young friends looked great, dressed in soft white outfits with holly wreaths in their hair, as they slowly made their way down the wide wooden staircase arm in arm. A footman was lighting the hall lamps because the winter dusk fell early, and the girls were happily chatting about the evening's festivities when suddenly a loud, long scream echoed through the hall. A heavy glass shade slipped from the man's hand and crashed to the floor, and the young women clung to each other in shock, as the cry was filled with sheer terror, followed by a deep silence.



Line 390 (FINAL)   : “Did you hear that? What could it be? Don’t leave us!” cried the girls in unison as they rushed in.



-----

Line 391 (ORIGINAL): “What was it, John?” Octavia asked, very pale but steady for a moment.



Line 391 (FINAL)   : The guys had heard the noise but couldn’t explain it, and they were more than willing to protect the pretty young women who gathered around them like scared fawns. John quickly showed up, looking a bit frantic, and just as eager to share his story as they were to hear it.



-----

Line 392 (ORIGINAL): “I'll go check on that, miss.” And the man rushed off.



Line 392 (FINAL)   : “It’s Patty, one of the maids, miss, in a panic. She went up to the north gallery to make sure the fires were right, since it takes a lot of wood to warm the gallery enough for dancing, as you know, miss. Well, it was dark because the fires were low, and her candle went out when she suddenly opened the door, flustered, like maids always are when they go in there. Halfway down the gallery, she said she heard a rustling and stopped. She’s the bravest of them all, and she called out, ‘I see you!’ thinking it was one of us trying to scare her. There was no reply, so she moved on a bit, when suddenly the fire flared up for a moment, and right in front of her was the ghost.”



-----

Line 393 (ORIGINAL): “Where did that awful scream come from?” asked Rose, pulling herself together as quickly as she could.



Line 393 (FINAL)   : “Don't be stupid, John. Just tell us what it was,” Octavia said sharply, though her face turned pale and her heart dropped as the last word left the man's lips.



-----

Line 394 (ORIGINAL): “Somewhere above us. Oh, let's go down to the people; I'm terrified,” whispered Blanche, shaking and lightheaded.



Line 394 (FINAL)   : “It was a tall, black figure, miss, with a pale white face and a black hood. She saw it clearly and turned to walk away, but she hadn’t taken more than a few steps when it appeared again in front of her, the same tall, dark figure with the pale white face peering out from the black hood. It raised its arm as if to stop her, but she let out a scream and dashed into Mrs. Benson’s room, where she collapsed in a fit.”



-----

Line 395 (ORIGINAL): Hurrying into the living room, they found only Annon and the major, both looking surprised and staring out of the windows.



Line 395 (FINAL)   : “How silly to be scared by the shadows of the armored figures standing in the gallery!” said Rose, sounding confident, even though she wouldn’t have gone into the gallery without a light.



-----

Line 396 (ORIGINAL): “Did you hear that? What could it be? Don’t leave us!” cried the girls in unison as they rushed in.



Line 396 (FINAL)   : “Yeah, I’m not surprised, it’s a creepy place at night. How’s the poor thing?” asked Blanche, still clinging to the major's arm in her best pose.



-----

Line 397 (ORIGINAL): The guys had heard the noise but couldn’t explain it, and they were more than willing to protect the pretty young women who gathered around them like scared fawns. John quickly showed up, looking a bit frantic, and just as eager to share his story as they were to hear it.



Line 397 (FINAL)   : “If Mom doesn’t know anything about it, please ask Mrs. Benson to hide it from her. She’s not feeling well, and stuff like that really bothers her,” said Octavia, adding as the man turned away, “Did anyone check the gallery after Patty told her story?”



-----

Line 398 (ORIGINAL): “It’s Patty, one of the maids, miss, in a panic. She went up to the north gallery to make sure the fires were right, since it takes a lot of wood to warm the gallery enough for dancing, as you know, miss. Well, it was dark because the fires were low, and her candle went out when she suddenly opened the door, flustered, like maids always are when they go in there. Halfway down the gallery, she said she heard a rustling and stopped. She’s the bravest of them all, and she called out, ‘I see you!’ thinking it was one of us trying to scare her. There was no reply, so she moved on a bit, when suddenly the fire flared up for a moment, and right in front of her was the ghost.”



Line 398 (FINAL)   : “No, miss. I’ll handle it myself; I’m not scared of any man, ghost, or devil, no offense to you ladies,” replied John.



-----

Line 399 (ORIGINAL): “Don't be stupid, John. Just tell us what it was,” Octavia said sharply, though her face turned pale and her heart dropped as the last word left the man's lips.



Line 399 (FINAL)   : “Where's Sir Jasper?” the major suddenly asked.



-----

Line 400 (ORIGINAL): “It was a tall, black figure, miss, with a pale white face and a black hood. She saw it clearly and turned to walk away, but she hadn’t taken more than a few steps when it appeared again in front of her, the same tall, dark figure with the pale white face peering out from the black hood. It raised its arm as if to stop her, but she let out a scream and dashed into Mrs. Benson’s room, where she collapsed in a fit.”



Line 400 (FINAL)   : “Here I am. What a crazy noise someone has been making. It messed up a great dream. Why, Tavie, what is it?” And Sir Jasper came out of the library with a sleepy look and messy hair.



-----

Line 401 (ORIGINAL): “How silly to be scared by the shadows of the armored figures standing in the gallery!” said Rose, sounding confident, even though she wouldn’t have gone into the gallery without a light.



Line 401 (FINAL)   : They told him the story, and he laughed loudly, saying the maids were silly to be frightened by a shadow. While he continued to laugh and joke, Mrs. Snowdon came in, looking worried and eager to find out what was causing the commotion.



-----

Line 402 (ORIGINAL): “Yeah, I’m not surprised, it’s a creepy place at night. How’s the poor thing?” asked Blanche, still clinging to the major's arm in her best pose.



Line 402 (FINAL)   : “How interesting! I never knew you had a ghost. Tell me everything about it, Sir Jasper, and calm our nerves by satisfying our curiosity,” she said in her partly persuasive, partly commanding tone as she settled onto Lady Treherne's cherished sofa.



-----

Line 403 (ORIGINAL): “If Mom doesn’t know anything about it, please ask Mrs. Benson to hide it from her. She’s not feeling well, and stuff like that really bothers her,” said Octavia, adding as the man turned away, “Did anyone check the gallery after Patty told her story?”



Line 403 (FINAL)   : “There's not much to say, except that this place used to be an abbey, both in reality and in name. An ancestor founded it, and for years the monks lived a happy life here, as you can see, because the cellar is twice as big as the chapel and much better preserved. But another ancestor, a lively and dashing baron, decided to build his castle here, and despite prayers, curses, and excommunication, he kicked the poor monks out, tore down the abbey, and built this impressive old place. Abbot Boniface, as he left his abbey, cast a serious curse on anyone who would live here and vowed to haunt us until the last Treherne disappeared from the earth. With this friendly threat, the old guy left Baron Roland to his fate and died as quickly as he could to start his cheerful mission.”



-----

Line 404 (ORIGINAL): “No, miss. I’ll handle it myself; I’m not scared of any man, ghost, or devil, no offense to you ladies,” replied John.



Line 404 (FINAL)   : “Did he haunt the place?” Blanche asked eagerly.



-----

Line 405 (ORIGINAL): “Where's Sir Jasper?” the major suddenly asked.



Line 405 (FINAL)   : “Yes, most faithfully from that time to this. Some say many of the monks still wander the older parts of the abbey, since Roland preserved the chapel and the north gallery that connects it to the modern building. Poor souls, they are welcome, and once a year they will have a chance to warm their ghostly selves by the big fires that are always lit at Christmas in the gallery.”



-----

Line 406 (ORIGINAL): “Here I am. What a crazy noise someone has been making. It messed up a great dream. Why, Tavie, what is it?” And Sir Jasper came out of the library with a sleepy look and messy hair.



Line 406 (FINAL)   : “Mrs. Benson once told me that when the ghost walked, it was a sure sign of a coming death in the family. Is that true?” asked Rose, her curiosity piqued by the look on Octavia's face and the hint of discomfort in Sir Jasper's behavior, despite his cheerful attitude.



-----

Line 407 (ORIGINAL): They told him the story, and he laughed loudly, saying the maids were silly to be frightened by a shadow. While he continued to laugh and joke, Mrs. Snowdon came in, looking worried and eager to find out what was causing the commotion.



Line 407 (FINAL)   : “There's a foolish superstition like that in the family, but obviously, no one except the servants believes it. In times of illness, some silly maid or croaking old woman can easily convince themselves they see a ghost, and if death occurs, they’re certain it's a ghostly warning. Benson claimed to have seen it before my father died, and old Roger did the same the night my uncle had a stroke. Patty will never be convinced that this warning doesn't mean the death of Maurice or me, because the brave spirit lets the ladies of our house leave in peace. What do you think about it, Cousin?”



-----

Line 408 (ORIGINAL): “How interesting! I never knew you had a ghost. Tell me everything about it, Sir Jasper, and calm our nerves by satisfying our curiosity,” she said in her partly persuasive, partly commanding tone as she settled onto Lady Treherne's cherished sofa.



Line 408 (FINAL)   : Turning as he spoke, Sir Jasper glanced at Treherne, who had come in while he was talking.



-----

Line 409 (ORIGINAL): “There's not much to say, except that this place used to be an abbey, both in reality and in name. An ancestor founded it, and for years the monks lived a happy life here, as you can see, because the cellar is twice as big as the chapel and much better preserved. But another ancestor, a lively and dashing baron, decided to build his castle here, and despite prayers, curses, and excommunication, he kicked the poor monks out, tore down the abbey, and built this impressive old place. Abbot Boniface, as he left his abbey, cast a serious curse on anyone who would live here and vowed to haunt us until the last Treherne disappeared from the earth. With this friendly threat, the old guy left Baron Roland to his fate and died as quickly as he could to start his cheerful mission.”



Line 409 (FINAL)   : “I’m pretty skeptical and indifferent about the whole situation, but I agree with Octavia that it’s best not to say anything to my aunt if she doesn’t know about it. Her rooms are far away, and maybe she didn’t hear the commotion.”



-----

Line 410 (ORIGINAL): “Did he haunt the place?” Blanche asked eagerly.



Line 410 (FINAL)   : “You seem to hear everything; you weren't with us when I said that.” And Octavia looked up, surprised.



-----

Line 411 (ORIGINAL): “Yes, most faithfully from that time to this. Some say many of the monks still wander the older parts of the abbey, since Roland preserved the chapel and the north gallery that connects it to the modern building. Poor souls, they are welcome, and once a year they will have a chance to warm their ghostly selves by the big fires that are always lit at Christmas in the gallery.”



Line 411 (FINAL)   : Smiling widely, Treherne replied, “I notice and comprehend many things that others miss. Jasper, let me suggest that you fix your hair that got messy while you were sleeping. Mrs. Snowdon, if you don’t mind. This rich velvet attracts even the tiniest speck.” And with his handkerchief, he gently wiped off a few streaks of white dust that clung to the lady's skirt.



-----

Line 412 (ORIGINAL): “Mrs. Benson once told me that when the ghost walked, it was a sure sign of a coming death in the family. Is that true?” asked Rose, her curiosity piqued by the look on Octavia's face and the hint of discomfort in Sir Jasper's behavior, despite his cheerful attitude.



Line 412 (FINAL)   : Sir Jasper quickly spun around and went to fix his appearance; Mrs. Snowdon bit her lip, but thanked Treherne with a smile and asked him to help her with her glove. While he did that, she said softly, “Be more careful next time. Octavia has sharp eyes, and the major might be a problem.”



-----

Line 413 (ORIGINAL): “There's a foolish superstition like that in the family, but obviously, no one except the servants believes it. In times of illness, some silly maid or croaking old woman can easily convince themselves they see a ghost, and if death occurs, they’re certain it's a ghostly warning. Benson claimed to have seen it before my father died, and old Roger did the same the night my uncle had a stroke. Patty will never be convinced that this warning doesn't mean the death of Maurice or me, because the brave spirit lets the ladies of our house leave in peace. What do you think about it, Cousin?”



Line 413 (FINAL)   : “I’m not worried that you will,” he whispered back, with a wicked look.



-----

Line 414 (ORIGINAL): Turning as he spoke, Sir Jasper glanced at Treherne, who had come in while he was talking.



Line 414 (FINAL)   : Here, my lady's arrival brought the ghostly episode to a halt, as it was clear she was unaware of what had transpired. Octavia quietly left to ask John and found out there was no sign of a ghost. Treherne focused his attention on Mrs. Snowdon, the major kept my lady company, while Sir Jasper and the girls conversed separately.



-----

Line 415 (ORIGINAL): “I’m pretty skeptical and indifferent about the whole situation, but I agree with Octavia that it’s best not to say anything to my aunt if she doesn’t know about it. Her rooms are far away, and maybe she didn’t hear the commotion.”



Line 415 (FINAL)   : It was Christmas Eve, and the dance in the grand gallery was the annual celebration at the abbey. Everyone had been looking forward to it, but the maid's story seemed to dampen their excitement, even if no one admitted it. This frustrated Sir Jasper, and he tried to lift the mood by pretending to be cheerful, even though he wasn't. As soon as the gentlemen returned from dinner, he leaned over to his mother, who stood up, asked the general for his arm, and led the way to the north gallery, where the sound of music was now coming from. The others followed in a cheerful procession, including Treherne, who was carried up the grand staircase in his chair by two footmen.



-----

Line 416 (ORIGINAL): “You seem to hear everything; you weren't with us when I said that.” And Octavia looked up, surprised.



Line 416 (FINAL)   : Nothing could look less spooky now than the haunted gallery. Fires blazed up a wide chimney at each end, with long rows of armored figures standing on either side, one gloved hand holding a lance, the other holding a lit candle, a design of Sir Jasper's. Narrow windows cut into the thick walls let in glimpses of winter moonlight; ivy, holly, and evergreen sparkled in the warm glow of mixed firelight and candlelight. From the arched stone ceiling hung tattered banners, and in the center dangled a large bunch of mistletoe. Red-cushioned seats were positioned in recessed window nooks, and from behind a tall covered screen of oak came the cheerful tune of Sir Roger de Coverley.



-----

Line 417 (ORIGINAL): Smiling widely, Treherne replied, “I notice and comprehend many things that others miss. Jasper, let me suggest that you fix your hair that got messy while you were sleeping. Mrs. Snowdon, if you don’t mind. This rich velvet attracts even the tiniest speck.” And with his handkerchief, he gently wiped off a few streaks of white dust that clung to the lady's skirt.



Line 417 (FINAL)   : With great seriousness and elegance, my lady and the general kicked off the dance. Following the traditional style, the men and women in their finest attire joined the gentlemen and ladies, dancing with a mix of pride and shyness. Sir Jasper spun the old housekeeper around until she felt dizzy and her proper skirts swirled wildly; Mrs. Snowdon charmed the gray-haired butler with her graciousness; and John felt proud thanks to his young mistress. The major stood out among the lovely maids, and Rose had the footmen gasping for breath long before the music stopped.



-----

Line 418 (ORIGINAL): Sir Jasper quickly spun around and went to fix his appearance; Mrs. Snowdon bit her lip, but thanked Treherne with a smile and asked him to help her with her glove. While he did that, she said softly, “Be more careful next time. Octavia has sharp eyes, and the major might be a problem.”



Line 418 (FINAL)   : The fun really picked up from that moment, and when the general unexpectedly greeted my lady while she was standing under the mistletoe, the applause was huge. Everyone quickly followed the old gentleman's lead whenever they could, and the young ladies soon had cheeks as rosy as the maids'. More dancing, games, songs, and all sorts of festive activities filled the evening, yet beneath the surface of the celebration, more than one little scene played out that night, and in an hour of seeming lightheartedness, the course of several lives changed.



-----

Line 419 (ORIGINAL): “I’m not worried that you will,” he whispered back, with a wicked look.



Line 419 (FINAL)   : By a clever move, Annon brought Octavia to a secluded spot, as if to take a break after an energetic game, and, seizing the moment, expressed his feelings. She listened attentively and, when he finished, replied slowly but firmly, without any hint of uncertainty, “Thank you for the honor you’re giving me, but I can’t accept it, because I don’t love you. I don’t think I ever will.”



-----

Line 420 (ORIGINAL): Here, my lady's arrival brought the ghostly episode to a halt, as it was clear she was unaware of what had transpired. Octavia quietly left to ask John and found out there was no sign of a ghost. Treherne focused his attention on Mrs. Snowdon, the major kept my lady company, while Sir Jasper and the girls conversed separately.



Line 420 (FINAL)   : “Have you tried?” he asked excitedly.



-----

Line 421 (ORIGINAL): It was Christmas Eve, and the dance in the grand gallery was the annual celebration at the abbey. Everyone had been looking forward to it, but the maid's story seemed to dampen their excitement, even if no one admitted it. This frustrated Sir Jasper, and he tried to lift the mood by pretending to be cheerful, even though he wasn't. As soon as the gentlemen returned from dinner, he leaned over to his mother, who stood up, asked the general for his arm, and led the way to the north gallery, where the sound of music was now coming from. The others followed in a cheerful procession, including Treherne, who was carried up the grand staircase in his chair by two footmen.



Line 421 (FINAL)   : “Yes, I really have. I like you as a friend, but nothing more. I know Mom wants it, that Jasper hopes for it, and I try to make them happy, but love can't be forced, so what can I do?” And she smiled despite herself at her own straightforwardness.



-----

Line 422 (ORIGINAL): Nothing could look less spooky now than the haunted gallery. Fires blazed up a wide chimney at each end, with long rows of armored figures standing on either side, one gloved hand holding a lance, the other holding a lit candle, a design of Sir Jasper's. Narrow windows cut into the thick walls let in glimpses of winter moonlight; ivy, holly, and evergreen sparkled in the warm glow of mixed firelight and candlelight. From the arched stone ceiling hung tattered banners, and in the center dangled a large bunch of mistletoe. Red-cushioned seats were positioned in recessed window nooks, and from behind a tall covered screen of oak came the cheerful tune of Sir Roger de Coverley.



Line 422 (FINAL)   : “No, but it can be valued, nurtured, and eventually gained, with patience and commitment. Let me try, Octavia; it’s only fair, unless you’ve already learned from someone else the lesson I hope to share. Is that the case?”



-----

Line 423 (ORIGINAL): With great seriousness and elegance, my lady and the general kicked off the dance. Following the traditional style, the men and women in their finest attire joined the gentlemen and ladies, dancing with a mix of pride and shyness. Sir Jasper spun the old housekeeper around until she felt dizzy and her proper skirts swirled wildly; Mrs. Snowdon charmed the gray-haired butler with her graciousness; and John felt proud thanks to his young mistress. The major stood out among the lovely maids, and Rose had the footmen gasping for breath long before the music stopped.



Line 423 (FINAL)   : “No, I don't think so. I don't understand myself yet; I'm so young, and this is all so sudden. Give me time, Frank.”



-----

Line 424 (ORIGINAL): The fun really picked up from that moment, and when the general unexpectedly greeted my lady while she was standing under the mistletoe, the applause was huge. Everyone quickly followed the old gentleman's lead whenever they could, and the young ladies soon had cheeks as rosy as the maids'. More dancing, games, songs, and all sorts of festive activities filled the evening, yet beneath the surface of the celebration, more than one little scene played out that night, and in an hour of seeming lightheartedness, the course of several lives changed.



Line 424 (FINAL)   : She flushed and fluttered now, looked partly angry, partly pleading, and completely beautiful.



-----

Line 425 (ORIGINAL): By a clever move, Annon brought Octavia to a secluded spot, as if to take a break after an energetic game, and, seizing the moment, expressed his feelings. She listened attentively and, when he finished, replied slowly but firmly, without any hint of uncertainty, “Thank you for the honor you’re giving me, but I can’t accept it, because I don’t love you. I don’t think I ever will.”



Line 425 (FINAL)   : “How much time should I give? It can’t take long to read a heart like yours, dear.” And thinking her emotion was a good sign, he embraced the role of a serious lover.



-----

Line 426 (ORIGINAL): “Have you tried?” he asked excitedly.



Line 426 (FINAL)   : “Give me time until the New Year. I’ll respond then, and in the meantime, let me have the freedom to understand both myself and you. We've known each other for a while, I admit, but this changes everything and makes you feel like a different person. Be patient, Frank, and I’ll do my best to turn my obligation into something enjoyable.”



-----

Line 427 (ORIGINAL): “Yes, I really have. I like you as a friend, but nothing more. I know Mom wants it, that Jasper hopes for it, and I try to make them happy, but love can't be forced, so what can I do?” And she smiled despite herself at her own straightforwardness.



Line 427 (FINAL)   : “I will. God bless you for your kind hope, Octavia. It has been my hope for years, and if I lose it, it will be really difficult for me.”



-----

Line 428 (ORIGINAL): “No, but it can be valued, nurtured, and eventually gained, with patience and commitment. Let me try, Octavia; it’s only fair, unless you’ve already learned from someone else the lesson I hope to share. Is that the case?”



Line 428 (FINAL)   : Later in the evening, General Snowdon stood looking at the old screen. In many places, the carved oak was completely pierced, allowing voices to be heard from behind it. The musicians had gone to dinner, the young people were quietly occupied at the other end of the hall, and as the elderly gentleman admired the unique carving, he caught the sound of his own name. The housekeeper and butler remained, even though the other staff had left, and sitting comfortably behind the screen, they chatted quietly, thinking they were safe.



-----

Line 429 (ORIGINAL): “No, I don't think so. I don't understand myself yet; I'm so young, and this is all so sudden. Give me time, Frank.”



Line 429 (FINAL)   : “It was Mrs. Snowdon, Adam, I swear it’s true, but I wouldn’t tell anyone else but you. She and Sir Jasper were here wrapped in cloaks, and I'm sure they were up to no good. She's gorgeous, but I don’t feel jealous of her, and there will be trouble in the house if she sticks around too long.”



-----

Line 430 (ORIGINAL): She flushed and fluttered now, looked partly angry, partly pleading, and completely beautiful.



Line 430 (FINAL)   : “But how do you know, Mrs. Benson, she was here? Where's your proof, ma'am?” asked the arrogant butler.



-----

Line 431 (ORIGINAL): “How much time should I give? It can’t take long to read a heart like yours, dear.” And thinking her emotion was a good sign, he embraced the role of a serious lover.



Line 431 (FINAL)   : “Check this out, and then take a look at the outrageous detail on the lady's dress. You guys are so clueless about this kind of stuff that you'd never notice these little things. Anyway, I was here first after Patty, and I spotted this jet ornament right where she saw the spirit. No one else has such cute little details except Mrs. Snowdon, and they’re all over her gown. If that’s not proof, then what is?”



-----

Line 432 (ORIGINAL): “Give me time until the New Year. I’ll respond then, and in the meantime, let me have the freedom to understand both myself and you. We've known each other for a while, I admit, but this changes everything and makes you feel like a different person. Be patient, Frank, and I’ll do my best to turn my obligation into something enjoyable.”



Line 432 (FINAL)   : “Well, if I’m being honest, then I have to ask what on earth she and the Master are doing up here at this hour?” asked the dim-witted butler.



-----

Line 433 (ORIGINAL): “I will. God bless you for your kind hope, Octavia. It has been my hope for years, and if I lose it, it will be really difficult for me.”



Line 433 (FINAL)   : “Adam, we've been loyal servants to this family for a long time, and I’ll tell you something that shouldn’t be said to others. The Master has been reckless, as you know, and I believe he loved this woman overseas. There was some talk of a mystery, wrongdoing, or bad luck over a year ago, and she was involved. I hate to say it, but I think the Master still loves her, and she loves him too. The general is an old man; she is young, full of life, and charming. It’s unreasonable for her to care for him as she would for a fine, dashing gentleman like Sir Jasper. There's trouble ahead, Adam, mark my words. There’s trouble on the horizon for the Trehernes.”



-----

Line 434 (ORIGINAL): Later in the evening, General Snowdon stood looking at the old screen. In many places, the carved oak was completely pierced, allowing voices to be heard from behind it. The musicians had gone to dinner, the young people were quietly occupied at the other end of the hall, and as the elderly gentleman admired the unique carving, he caught the sound of his own name. The housekeeper and butler remained, even though the other staff had left, and sitting comfortably behind the screen, they chatted quietly, thinking they were safe.



Line 434 (FINAL)   : So quiet were the voices that the listener wouldn’t have caught the words if he hadn’t been straining to hear. He heard everything, and his haggard face showed the anger of a young man, then went pale and serious as he turned to watch his wife. She was standing away from the others talking to Sir Jasper, who looked particularly handsome and charming as he fanned her with an attentive air.



-----

Line 435 (ORIGINAL): “It was Mrs. Snowdon, Adam, I swear it’s true, but I wouldn’t tell anyone else but you. She and Sir Jasper were here wrapped in cloaks, and I'm sure they were up to no good. She's gorgeous, but I don’t feel jealous of her, and there will be trouble in the house if she sticks around too long.”



Line 435 (FINAL)   : Perhaps it’s true, thought the old man bitterly. They make a good pair, were lovers once, no doubt, and long to be that way again. Poor Edith, I was very blind. And with his gray head bowed on his chest, the general slipped away, carrying an arrow in his brave old heart.



-----

Line 436 (ORIGINAL): “But how do you know, Mrs. Benson, she was here? Where's your proof, ma'am?” asked the arrogant butler.



Line 436 (FINAL)   : 





-----

Line 437 (ORIGINAL): “Check this out, and then take a look at the outrageous detail on the lady's dress. You guys are so clueless about this kind of stuff that you'd never notice these little things. Anyway, I was here first after Patty, and I spotted this jet ornament right where she saw the spirit. No one else has such cute little details except Mrs. Snowdon, and they’re all over her gown. If that’s not proof, then what is?”



Line 437 (FINAL)   : 


-----

Line 438 (ORIGINAL): “Well, if I’m being honest, then I have to ask what on earth she and the Master are doing up here at this hour?” asked the dim-witted butler.



Line 438 (FINAL)   : 





-----

Line 439 (ORIGINAL): “Adam, we've been loyal servants to this family for a long time, and I’ll tell you something that shouldn’t be said to others. The Master has been reckless, as you know, and I believe he loved this woman overseas. There was some talk of a mystery, wrongdoing, or bad luck over a year ago, and she was involved. I hate to say it, but I think the Master still loves her, and she loves him too. The general is an old man; she is young, full of life, and charming. It’s unreasonable for her to care for him as she would for a fine, dashing gentleman like Sir Jasper. There's trouble ahead, Adam, mark my words. There’s trouble on the horizon for the Trehernes.”



Line 439 (FINAL)   : “Blanche, come here and take a break, or you’ll be sick tomorrow; I promised Mom I'd look after you.” With that older-sisterly command, Rose led the girl to a huge old chair that could fit both of them. “Now listen to me and follow my advice, because I know what I'm talking about, even if I’m not gray yet. Everyone’s busy, so just leave them be and let me show you what to do.”



-----

Line 440 (ORIGINAL): So quiet were the voices that the listener wouldn’t have caught the words if he hadn’t been straining to hear. He heard everything, and his haggard face showed the anger of a young man, then went pale and serious as he turned to watch his wife. She was standing away from the others talking to Sir Jasper, who looked particularly handsome and charming as he fanned her with an attentive air.



Line 440 (FINAL)   : Rose spoke softly but with determination, nodding her pretty head so energetically that the holly berries rolled off her white shoulders.



-----

Line 441 (ORIGINAL): Perhaps it’s true, thought the old man bitterly. They make a good pair, were lovers once, no doubt, and long to be that way again. Poor Edith, I was very blind. And with his gray head bowed on his chest, the general slipped away, carrying an arrow in his brave old heart.



Line 441 (FINAL)   : “We're not as wealthy as we could be, and we need to make our mark as soon and as effectively as we can. I plan to be Lady Treherne. You can be the Honorable Mrs. Annon, if you put your mind to it.”



-----

Line 442 (ORIGINAL): 





Line 442 (FINAL)   : “My dear child, are you crazy?” whispered Blanche.



-----

Line 443 (ORIGINAL): 


Line 443 (FINAL)   : “Not at all, but you will be if you spend your time on Maurice. He’s poor and disabled, though I have to admit he’s quite charming. He loves Tavie, and I’m sure she’ll marry him. She can’t stand Frank, but she’s making an effort because my lady insists on it. Nothing will come of it, so use your charm and comfort the poor guy; showing sympathy now will nurture love later.”



-----

Line 444 (ORIGINAL): 





Line 444 (FINAL)   : “Don’t talk like that here, Rose, someone will hear us,” her sister began, but the other interrupted energetically.



-----

Line 445 (ORIGINAL): “Blanche, come here and take a break, or you’ll be sick tomorrow; I promised Mom I'd look after you.” With that older-sisterly command, Rose led the girl to a huge old chair that could fit both of them. “Now listen to me and follow my advice, because I know what I'm talking about, even if I’m not gray yet. Everyone’s busy, so just leave them be and let me show you what to do.”



Line 445 (FINAL)   : “No worries, a crowd is the best place to keep secrets. Now remember what I'm saying and make your move while the game is on. Other people are cautious about speaking their plans, but I'm not going to pretend; I say exactly what I mean. Keep my wise advice in mind and act wisely. Now come on and let’s get started.”



-----

Line 446 (ORIGINAL): Rose spoke softly but with determination, nodding her pretty head so energetically that the holly berries rolled off her white shoulders.



Line 446 (FINAL)   : Treherne was sitting alone by one of the big fires, watching the lively scene with a serious expression. For him, there was neither dancing nor games; he could only meander around catching glimpses of forbidden pleasures, unattainable delights, and youthful hopes that were forever out of reach. His face was sad but not gloomy, and to Octavia, it was a silent accusation that she couldn't resist for long. Approaching as if to warm herself, she spoke to him in her usual straightforward and friendly way, and her heart raced when she noticed how quickly her warm demeanor changed him.



-----

Line 447 (ORIGINAL): “We're not as wealthy as we could be, and we need to make our mark as soon and as effectively as we can. I plan to be Lady Treherne. You can be the Honorable Mrs. Annon, if you put your mind to it.”



Line 447 (FINAL)   : “How pretty your holly is! Do you remember how we used to go out and gather it for festivals like this, when we were happy kids?” he asked, looking up at her with eyes full of warm admiration.



-----

Line 448 (ORIGINAL): “My dear child, are you crazy?” whispered Blanche.



Line 448 (FINAL)   : “Yeah, I remember. Everyone's wearing it tonight like a badge, but you don’t have one.  

-----

Line 449 (ORIGINAL): 

“Not at all, but you will be if you spend your time on Maurice. He’s poor and disabled, though I have to admit he’s quite charming. He loves Tavie, and I’m sure she’ll marry him. She can’t stand Frank, but she’s making an effort because my lady insists on it. Nothing will come of it, so use your charm and comfort the poor guy; showing sympathy now will nurture love later.”



Line 449 (FINAL)   :       Let me get you some; I want you to be one of us in everything.”



-----

Line 450 (ORIGINAL): “Don’t talk like that here, Rose, someone will hear us,” her sister began, but the other interrupted energetically.



Line 450 (FINAL)   : She leaned forward to snap a green sprig from the branch above the mantel; the strong draft pulled her soft skirt in, and in an instant, she was surrounded by flames.



-----

Line 451 (ORIGINAL): “No worries, a crowd is the best place to keep secrets. Now remember what I'm saying and make your move while the game is on. Other people are cautious about speaking their plans, but I'm not going to pretend; I say exactly what I mean. Keep my wise advice in mind and act wisely. Now come on and let’s get started.”



Line 451 (FINAL)   : “Maurice, save me, help me!” cried a voice filled with fear and agony, and before anyone could reach her, before he even realized what he was doing, Treherne had jumped from his chair, wrapped the tiger skin tightly around her, and knelt there holding her in his arms, oblivious to the fire, pain, or the jumbled expressions of love that spilled from his lips.



-----

Line 452 (ORIGINAL): Treherne was sitting alone by one of the big fires, watching the lively scene with a serious expression. For him, there was neither dancing nor games; he could only meander around catching glimpses of forbidden pleasures, unattainable delights, and youthful hopes that were forever out of reach. His face was sad but not gloomy, and to Octavia, it was a silent accusation that she couldn't resist for long. Approaching as if to warm herself, she spoke to him in her usual straightforward and friendly way, and her heart raced when she noticed how quickly her warm demeanor changed him.



Line 452 (FINAL)   : 





-----

Line 453 (ORIGINAL): “How pretty your holly is! Do you remember how we used to go out and gather it for festivals like this, when we were happy kids?” he asked, looking up at her with eyes full of warm admiration.



Line 453 (FINAL)   : 


-----

Line 454 (ORIGINAL): “Yeah, I remember. Everyone's wearing it tonight like a badge, but you don’t have one.  

Line 454 (FINAL)   : 

 



-----

Line 455 (ORIGINAL):       Let me get you some; I want you to be one of us in everything.”



Line 455 (FINAL)   : 

-----

Line 456 (ORIGINAL): She leaned forward to snap a green sprig from the branch above the mantel; the strong draft pulled her soft skirt in, and in an instant, she was surrounded by flames.



Line 456 (FINAL)   : 





-----

Line 457 (ORIGINAL): “Maurice, save me, help me!” cried a voice filled with fear and agony, and before anyone could reach her, before he even realized what he was doing, Treherne had jumped from his chair, wrapped the tiger skin tightly around her, and knelt there holding her in his arms, oblivious to the fire, pain, or the jumbled expressions of love that spilled from his lips.



Line 457 (FINAL)   : 


-----

Line 458 (ORIGINAL): 





Line 458 (FINAL)   : 

-----

Line 459 (ORIGINAL): 


Line 459 (FINAL)   :       Chapter VI. MIRACLES

-----

Line 460 (ORIGINAL):  



Line 460 (FINAL)   :     



-----

Line 461 (ORIGINAL): 

Line 461 (FINAL)   : There was a lot of confusion and panic for several minutes, but when the chaos died down, two miracles appeared. Octavia was completely unharmed, and Treherne was standing on his own, something he hadn't done without crutches for months. In the heat of the moment, no one noticed the miracle; everyone was crowding around the girl, who, though pale and breathless, was now collected. She was the first to point to her cousin, who had pushed himself up with the help of his chair and was leaning there, smiling, with a face full of pure joy.



-----

Line 462 (ORIGINAL): 





Line 462 (FINAL)   : “Look at Maurice! Oh, Jasper, help him or he’s going to fall!”



-----

Line 463 (ORIGINAL): 


Line 463 (FINAL)   : Sir Jasper jumped to his side and put a strong arm around him, while a chorus of amazement, sympathy, and congratulations surrounded them.



-----

Line 464 (ORIGINAL): 

Line 464 (FINAL)   : “Why, kid, what does this mean? Have you been fooling us all this time?”  

-----

Line 465 (ORIGINAL):       Chapter VI. MIRACLES

Line 465 (FINAL)   :        yelled Jasper, as Treherne leaned on him, looking worn out but genuinely  

-----

Line 466 (ORIGINAL):     





Line 466 (FINAL)   :       happy.



-----

Line 467 (ORIGINAL): There was a lot of confusion and panic for several minutes, but when the chaos died down, two miracles appeared. Octavia was completely unharmed, and Treherne was standing on his own, something he hadn't done without crutches for months. In the heat of the moment, no one noticed the miracle; everyone was crowding around the girl, who, though pale and breathless, was now collected. She was the first to point to her cousin, who had pushed himself up with the help of his chair and was leaning there, smiling, with a face full of pure joy.



Line 467 (FINAL)   : “It means I won’t be a cripple for the rest of my life; that they weren’t lying when they said a sudden shock could give me a stronger energy than anything they could use. It has, and if I’m healed, I owe it all to you, Octavia.”



-----

Line 468 (ORIGINAL): “Look at Maurice! Oh, Jasper, help him or he’s going to fall!”



Line 468 (FINAL)   : He reached out to her with such an intense expression of gratitude that the girl covered her face to hide her betraying tenderness. My lady went to him and, wrapping him in a warm, motherly embrace, said brokenly, “God bless you for this, Maurice, and may you be rewarded with a complete recovery. I owe the lives of both my children to you; how can I thank you properly?”



-----

Line 469 (ORIGINAL): Sir Jasper jumped to his side and put a strong arm around him, while a chorus of amazement, sympathy, and congratulations surrounded them.



Line 469 (FINAL)   : “I can't tell you just yet,” he whispered eagerly, then added, “I'm starting to feel faint, Aunt. Please get me out of here before I cause a scene.”



-----

Line 470 (ORIGINAL): “Why, kid, what does this mean? Have you been fooling us all this time?”  

Line 470 (FINAL)   : 

This hint brought my lady back to her usual composed self. She asked Jasper and the major to help Treherne to his room right away, and she urged Rose to comfort her sister, who was crying uncontrollably. As they all followed her instructions, she took her daughter to her own room, since the evening’s festivities were over.



-----

Line 471 (ORIGINAL):        yelled Jasper, as Treherne leaned on him, looking worn out but genuinely  

Line 471 (FINAL)   : At the same time, Mrs. Snowdon and Annon said good-night to my lady, as if they were about to head off to bed too. But when they reached the door of the gallery, Mrs. Snowdon stopped and signaled for Annon to come back. They were alone now, and as they stood in front of the fire that had almost turned that Christmas Eve into a disaster, she turned to him with a face full of interest and sympathy. Nodding toward the charred remains of Octavia's dress and the scorched tiger skin still lying at their feet, she said, “That was both a lucky and an unlucky little incident, but I worry that Maurice's gain will be your loss. Please forgive my honesty for Octavia’s sake; she is a wonderful person, and I really want to see her with someone deserving of her. I’m good at reading faces quickly; I can tell that your chances aren’t going as well as you’d like, and I want to help you. May I?”



-----

Line 472 (ORIGINAL):       happy.



Line 472 (FINAL)   : “Of course, you can, and I'll gladly do anything in return. But what’s behind this unexpected kindness?” exclaimed Annon, feeling both thankful and taken aback.



-----

Line 473 (ORIGINAL): “It means I won’t be a cripple for the rest of my life; that they weren’t lying when they said a sudden shock could give me a stronger energy than anything they could use. It has, and if I’m healed, I owe it all to you, Octavia.”



Line 473 (FINAL)   : "To my respect for the young woman, my desire to protect her from an undeserving man."



-----

Line 474 (ORIGINAL): He reached out to her with such an intense expression of gratitude that the girl covered her face to hide her betraying tenderness. My lady went to him and, wrapping him in a warm, motherly embrace, said brokenly, “God bless you for this, Maurice, and may you be rewarded with a complete recovery. I owe the lives of both my children to you; how can I thank you properly?”



Line 474 (FINAL)   : “Are you talking about Treherne?” Annon asked, increasingly astonished.



-----

Line 475 (ORIGINAL): “I can't tell you just yet,” he whispered eagerly, then added, “I'm starting to feel faint, Aunt. Please get me out of here before I cause a scene.”



Line 475 (FINAL)   : “I agree. Octavia cannot marry a gambler!”



-----

Line 476 (ORIGINAL): This hint brought my lady back to her usual composed self. She asked Jasper and the major to help Treherne to his room right away, and she urged Rose to comfort her sister, who was crying uncontrollably. As they all followed her instructions, she took her daughter to her own room, since the evening’s festivities were over.



Line 476 (FINAL)   : “My dear lady, you are mistaken; Treherne is definitely not a gambler. I don't owe him any favors, but I can't stand by and let him be slandered.”



-----

Line 477 (ORIGINAL): At the same time, Mrs. Snowdon and Annon said good-night to my lady, as if they were about to head off to bed too. But when they reached the door of the gallery, Mrs. Snowdon stopped and signaled for Annon to come back. They were alone now, and as they stood in front of the fire that had almost turned that Christmas Eve into a disaster, she turned to him with a face full of interest and sympathy. Nodding toward the charred remains of Octavia's dress and the scorched tiger skin still lying at their feet, she said, “That was both a lucky and an unlucky little incident, but I worry that Maurice's gain will be your loss. Please forgive my honesty for Octavia’s sake; she is a wonderful person, and I really want to see her with someone deserving of her. I’m good at reading faces quickly; I can tell that your chances aren’t going as well as you’d like, and I want to help you. May I?”



Line 477 (FINAL)   : “You're generous, but I'm not wrong. Can you, on your honor, promise me that Maurice never played?”



-----

Line 478 (ORIGINAL): “Of course, you can, and I'll gladly do anything in return. But what’s behind this unexpected kindness?” exclaimed Annon, feeling both thankful and taken aback.



Line 478 (FINAL)   : Mrs. Snowdon's sharp eyes were on him, and he looked a bit embarrassed for a moment, but replied with some hesitance, “Well, no, I can't say that, but I can assure you he’s not a regular gambler. All young men in his position gamble to some extent, especially when they’re abroad. For most, it’s just a pastime, and among men, it’s not seen as shameful or risky. Women view it differently, I think, at least here in England.”



-----

Line 479 (ORIGINAL): "To my respect for the young woman, my desire to protect her from an undeserving man."



Line 479 (FINAL)   : At the word “abroad,” Mrs. Snowdon’s face lit up, and she quickly looked down, as if she was worried about revealing some hidden intention.



-----

Line 480 (ORIGINAL): “Are you talking about Treherne?” Annon asked, increasingly astonished.



Line 480 (FINAL)   : “Absolutely, we should, many of us having dealt with this harmful habit. I have particular reasons to fear and condemn it, and the thought that Octavia might eventually experience what I went through as a girl drives me to speak up when I would otherwise remain silent. Mr. Annon, I heard a rumor that Maurice was forced to leave Paris because of some dishonorable behavior at the casino. Is this true?”



-----

Line 481 (ORIGINAL): “I agree. Octavia cannot marry a gambler!”



Line 481 (FINAL)   : “Don't ask me; honestly, I can't tell you. I just know that something was off, but I never found out what. Different stories circulated at the clubs, and Sir Jasper angrily denied them all. The courage with which Maurice saved his cousin, along with the tragic event that befell him, put an end to the rumors, and they were soon forgotten.”



-----

Line 482 (ORIGINAL): “My dear lady, you are mistaken; Treherne is definitely not a gambler. I don't owe him any favors, but I can't stand by and let him be slandered.”



Line 482 (FINAL)   : Mrs. Snowdon stayed quiet for a moment, her brows furrowed in deep thought, while Annon watched her uneasily. Suddenly, she glanced over her shoulder, moved closer, and whispered cautiously, “Did the rumors you mentioned accuse him of—” and the last word was breathed into Annon's ear almost inaudibly.



-----

Line 483 (ORIGINAL): “You're generous, but I'm not wrong. Can you, on your honor, promise me that Maurice never played?”



Line 483 (FINAL)   : He suddenly looked like a new light had gone off in his head and stared at the speaker with a worried expression for a moment, saying quickly, “No, but now that you mention it, when we talked about that kind of thing the other day, Treherne seemed really strange and rolled away, as if he didn’t care. I can’t believe it, but it could be something like that. That would explain old Sir Jasper’s weird behavior and Treherne’s consistent denial of knowing anything about it. How on earth did you find this out?”



-----

Line 484 (ORIGINAL): Mrs. Snowdon's sharp eyes were on him, and he looked a bit embarrassed for a moment, but replied with some hesitance, “Well, no, I can't say that, but I can assure you he’s not a regular gambler. All young men in his position gamble to some extent, especially when they’re abroad. For most, it’s just a pastime, and among men, it’s not seen as shameful or risky. Women view it differently, I think, at least here in England.”



Line 484 (FINAL)   : “My woman's intuition suggested it, and my woman's determination will either confirm or dispel the suspicion. My lady and Octavia clearly know nothing, but they will if there's any chance of the girl getting involved with him.”



-----

Line 485 (ORIGINAL): At the word “abroad,” Mrs. Snowdon’s face lit up, and she quickly looked down, as if she was worried about revealing some hidden intention.



Line 485 (FINAL)   : “You wouldn't tell her!” Annon exclaimed.



-----

Line 486 (ORIGINAL): “Absolutely, we should, many of us having dealt with this harmful habit. I have particular reasons to fear and condemn it, and the thought that Octavia might eventually experience what I went through as a girl drives me to speak up when I would otherwise remain silent. Mr. Annon, I heard a rumor that Maurice was forced to leave Paris because of some dishonorable behavior at the casino. Is this true?”



Line 486 (FINAL)   : “I will, unless you do it,” was the firm answer.



-----

Line 487 (ORIGINAL): “Don't ask me; honestly, I can't tell you. I just know that something was off, but I never found out what. Different stories circulated at the clubs, and Sir Jasper angrily denied them all. The courage with which Maurice saved his cousin, along with the tragic event that befell him, put an end to the rumors, and they were soon forgotten.”



Line 487 (FINAL)   : “Never! I can’t betray a friend, not even to win over the woman I love; my honor won’t allow it.”



-----

Line 488 (ORIGINAL): Mrs. Snowdon stayed quiet for a moment, her brows furrowed in deep thought, while Annon watched her uneasily. Suddenly, she glanced over her shoulder, moved closer, and whispered cautiously, “Did the rumors you mentioned accuse him of—” and the last word was breathed into Annon's ear almost inaudibly.



Line 488 (FINAL)   : Mrs. Snowdon smiled scornfully.



-----

Line 489 (ORIGINAL): He suddenly looked like a new light had gone off in his head and stared at the speaker with a worried expression for a moment, saying quickly, “No, but now that you mention it, when we talked about that kind of thing the other day, Treherne seemed really strange and rolled away, as if he didn’t care. I can’t believe it, but it could be something like that. That would explain old Sir Jasper’s weird behavior and Treherne’s consistent denial of knowing anything about it. How on earth did you find this out?”



Line 489 (FINAL)   : “Men have a strict code of honor, and we poor women suffer because of it.  

-----

Line 490 (ORIGINAL): 

“My woman's intuition suggested it, and my woman's determination will either confirm or dispel the suspicion. My lady and Octavia clearly know nothing, but they will if there's any chance of the girl getting involved with him.”



Line 490 (FINAL)   :       Leave this to me; just do your best, and if all else fails, you might want to consider my plan to stop Maurice from marrying his cousin.  

-----

Line 491 (ORIGINAL): “You wouldn't tell her!” Annon exclaimed.



Line 491 (FINAL)   :       Gratitude and pity are powerful allies, and if he gets better, his strong will will do everything possible to win her over. Good night.” With her final words lingering in Annon's mind, Mrs. Snowdon left to face sleepless hours filled with tormenting memories, new hopes, and fluctuating feelings of determination and despair.



-----

Line 492 (ORIGINAL): “I will, unless you do it,” was the firm answer.



Line 492 (FINAL)   : Treherne's chance of recovery brought joy to the entire house, as his brave attitude and constant positivity made him beloved by everyone. It wasn't a short-lived improvement; each day he steadily grew stronger, moving quickly from a chair to crutches, and then from crutches to a cane and a friend's supportive arm, always ready for him. Pain came back along with his regained vitality, but he faced it with a strength that moved everyone who saw it. Sometimes, moving was excruciating, but it was necessary to avoid falling back into lethargy, and Treherne took his daily walks with unwavering determination, smiling even though beads of sweat stood on his forehead, saying, “I have something more precious than health to pursue. Hold me up, Jasper, and let me press on, no matter what, until I’ve completed my twelve laps.”



-----

Line 493 (ORIGINAL): “Never! I can’t betray a friend, not even to win over the woman I love; my honor won’t allow it.”



Line 493 (FINAL)   : He remembered Lady Treherne's words, “If you were healthy, I'd happily give my daughter to you.” This filled him with strength, endurance, and a joy that couldn't be hidden. It showed in his expressions, words, and actions; it spread to everyone and made these holidays the happiest the old abbey had seen in a long time.



-----

Line 494 (ORIGINAL): Mrs. Snowdon smiled scornfully.



Line 494 (FINAL)   : Annon dedicated himself to Octavia, and despite her request to be left alone until the New Year, she was very kind—so kind that hope ignited in his heart, even though he noticed that something like pity often reflected in her honest eyes, and her willingness had none of the gentle submission that lovers long to see. She continued to steer clear of Treherne, but did so in a way that only Annon and he really noticed the change. In public, Sir Jasper seemed to be devoted to the lively Rose, and she believed her strategy was working out well.



-----

Line 495 (ORIGINAL): “Men have a strict code of honor, and we poor women suffer because of it.  

Line 495 (FINAL)   : 

But if anyone had looked behind the scenes, they would have found that in the half hour before dinner, while everyone was in their dressing rooms and the general was napping, a couple of ghostly black figures darted around the haunted gallery, a place where no servant would go without orders. The major thought he was the only one who had made this discovery since Mrs. Snowdon publicly showed interest in Treherne and was dedicated to taking care of and entertaining the “dear convalescent,” as she called him. However, the general wasn’t actually sleeping; he too was watching and waiting, both eager and anxious to speak, hoping this was just a harmless whim of Edith’s, since she had many such moods, and he had indulged them freely until now. This indecision irritated the major, who, being a bachelor, understood little about women and even less about their persuasive abilities. The day before New Year’s, he made a sudden decision and requested a private meeting with the general.



-----

Line 496 (ORIGINAL):       Leave this to me; just do your best, and if all else fails, you might want to consider my plan to stop Maurice from marrying his cousin.  

Line 496 (FINAL)   : “I have come with an uncomfortable task, sir,” he started suddenly, as the old man welcomed him with a look that somewhat intimidated the major. “My friendship for Lady Treherne and my responsibility for her children make me protective of the family’s honor. I’m afraid it’s at risk, sir; forgive me for saying this, but your wife is the reason.”



-----

Line 497 (ORIGINAL):       Gratitude and pity are powerful allies, and if he gets better, his strong will will do everything possible to win her over. Good night.” With her final words lingering in Annon's mind, Mrs. Snowdon left to face sleepless hours filled with tormenting memories, new hopes, and fluctuating feelings of determination and despair.



Line 497 (FINAL)   : “Could you please explain that, Major Royston?” was all the general said,  

-----

Line 498 (ORIGINAL): 

Treherne's chance of recovery brought joy to the entire house, as his brave attitude and constant positivity made him beloved by everyone. It wasn't a short-lived improvement; each day he steadily grew stronger, moving quickly from a chair to crutches, and then from crutches to a cane and a friend's supportive arm, always ready for him. Pain came back along with his regained vitality, but he faced it with a strength that moved everyone who saw it. Sometimes, moving was excruciating, but it was necessary to avoid falling back into lethargy, and Treherne took his daily walks with unwavering determination, smiling even though beads of sweat stood on his forehead, saying, “I have something more precious than health to pursue. Hold me up, Jasper, and let me press on, no matter what, until I’ve completed my twelve laps.”



Line 498 (FINAL)   :       as his wrinkled face grew serious and proud.



-----

Line 499 (ORIGINAL): He remembered Lady Treherne's words, “If you were healthy, I'd happily give my daughter to you.” This filled him with strength, endurance, and a joy that couldn't be hidden. It showed in his expressions, words, and actions; it spread to everyone and made these holidays the happiest the old abbey had seen in a long time.



Line 499 (FINAL)   : “I will, sir, be brief. I happen to know from Jasper that he and Miss Dubarry had a romantic connection over a year ago in Paris. A whim separated them, and she got married. So far, neither of them is at fault, but since she arrived here, it has been clear to others and to me that Jasper's feelings have reignited, and that Mrs. Snowdon isn’t rejecting or scolding him as she should. They meet often, and from Jasper's behavior, I’m convinced that trouble is brewing. He is passionate, stubborn, and completely indifferent to what others think in some situations. I’ve been observing them, and what I’m telling you is the truth.”



-----

Line 500 (ORIGINAL): Annon dedicated himself to Octavia, and despite her request to be left alone until the New Year, she was very kind—so kind that hope ignited in his heart, even though he noticed that something like pity often reflected in her honest eyes, and her willingness had none of the gentle submission that lovers long to see. She continued to steer clear of Treherne, but did so in a way that only Annon and he really noticed the change. In public, Sir Jasper seemed to be devoted to the lively Rose, and she believed her strategy was working out well.



Line 500 (FINAL)   : “Prove it.”



-----

Line 501 (ORIGINAL): But if anyone had looked behind the scenes, they would have found that in the half hour before dinner, while everyone was in their dressing rooms and the general was napping, a couple of ghostly black figures darted around the haunted gallery, a place where no servant would go without orders. The major thought he was the only one who had made this discovery since Mrs. Snowdon publicly showed interest in Treherne and was dedicated to taking care of and entertaining the “dear convalescent,” as she called him. However, the general wasn’t actually sleeping; he too was watching and waiting, both eager and anxious to speak, hoping this was just a harmless whim of Edith’s, since she had many such moods, and he had indulged them freely until now. This indecision irritated the major, who, being a bachelor, understood little about women and even less about their persuasive abilities. The day before New Year’s, he made a sudden decision and requested a private meeting with the general.



Line 501 (FINAL)   : “I will. They gather in the north gallery, wrapped in dark cloaks, and act like ghosts if anyone arrives. I hid behind the screen last night at dusk and confirmed that my suspicions were right. I didn’t catch much of their conversation, but what I heard was enough.”



-----

Line 502 (ORIGINAL): “I have come with an uncomfortable task, sir,” he started suddenly, as the old man welcomed him with a look that somewhat intimidated the major. “My friendship for Lady Treherne and my responsibility for her children make me protective of the family’s honor. I’m afraid it’s at risk, sir; forgive me for saying this, but your wife is the reason.”



Line 502 (FINAL)   : “Repeat it, if you please.”



-----

Line 503 (ORIGINAL): “Could you please explain that, Major Royston?” was all the general said,  

Line 503 (FINAL)   : 

“Sir Jasper seemed to be asking for a promise that she reluctantly gave, saying, 'As long as you’re alive, I will stay true to my word with everyone except him. He will suspect it, and there’s no point in hiding it from him.'”



-----

Line 504 (ORIGINAL):       as his wrinkled face grew serious and proud.



Line 504 (FINAL)   : “'He will shoot me for this if he finds out I’m the traitor,' Jasper protested.



-----

Line 505 (ORIGINAL): “I will, sir, be brief. I happen to know from Jasper that he and Miss Dubarry had a romantic connection over a year ago in Paris. A whim separated them, and she got married. So far, neither of them is at fault, but since she arrived here, it has been clear to others and to me that Jasper's feelings have reignited, and that Mrs. Snowdon isn’t rejecting or scolding him as she should. They meet often, and from Jasper's behavior, I’m convinced that trouble is brewing. He is passionate, stubborn, and completely indifferent to what others think in some situations. I’ve been observing them, and what I’m telling you is the truth.”



Line 505 (FINAL)   : “He won’t know that; I can easily trick him and achieve my goal too.”



-----

Line 506 (ORIGINAL): “Prove it.”



Line 506 (FINAL)   : “'You’re mysterious, but I’m trusting you and waiting for my reward. When will I get it, Edith?' She laughed and replied so quietly I couldn’t hear, as they left the gallery while they were talking. Forgive me, General, for the pain I’m causing. You’re the only person I’ve talked to about this, and you’re the only one who can properly and quickly stop this situation from bringing shame and scandal to a respectable family. I’m leaving it in your hands, and I’ll do my part with this infatuated young man if you can just remove the temptation that will ruin him.”



-----

Line 507 (ORIGINAL): “I will. They gather in the north gallery, wrapped in dark cloaks, and act like ghosts if anyone arrives. I hid behind the screen last night at dusk and confirmed that my suspicions were right. I didn’t catch much of their conversation, but what I heard was enough.”



Line 507 (FINAL)   : “I will. Thank you, Major. Trust me, and by tomorrow I’ll show that I can act appropriately.”



-----

Line 508 (ORIGINAL): “Repeat it, if you please.”



Line 508 (FINAL)   : The sorrow and pain on the general's face moved the major; he quietly twisted his hands and walked away, thanking heaven more sincerely than ever that no deceitful woman had the power to break his heart.



-----

Line 509 (ORIGINAL): “Sir Jasper seemed to be asking for a promise that she reluctantly gave, saying, 'As long as you’re alive, I will stay true to my word with everyone except him. He will suspect it, and there’s no point in hiding it from him.'”



Line 509 (FINAL)   : While this scene was happening above, another was unfolding in the library. Treherne sat there alone, clearly lost in happy thoughts, as his eyes sparkled and his lips smiled while he admired the beauty of a winter sunset. A gentle rustle and the faint scent of violets alerted him to Mrs. Snowdon's arrival, and an unsettling feeling warned him that trouble was close. The moment he saw her face, his fear was confirmed, as joy, determination, and love blended in her expression. Leaning against the window frame, where the red light illuminated her beautiful face and regal figure, she said softly, though with an underlying ruthlessness, "Dreaming dreams, Maurice, that will never come true unless I allow it. I know your secret, and I will use it to stop the foolish hope you hold onto."



-----

Line 510 (ORIGINAL): “'He will shoot me for this if he finds out I’m the traitor,' Jasper protested.



Line 510 (FINAL)   : “Who told you?” he asked, his eyes flashing with a fierce intensity and his face flushed with anger.



-----

Line 511 (ORIGINAL): “He won’t know that; I can easily trick him and achieve my goal too.”



Line 511 (FINAL)   : “I found it out, just like I told you I would. My memory is sharp; I remember the rumors from years back. I pay attention to the faces, words, and actions of those I suspect, and their unintentional hints reveal the truth to me.”



-----

Line 512 (ORIGINAL): “'You’re mysterious, but I’m trusting you and waiting for my reward. When will I get it, Edith?' She laughed and replied so quietly I couldn’t hear, as they left the gallery while they were talking. Forgive me, General, for the pain I’m causing. You’re the only person I’ve talked to about this, and you’re the only one who can properly and quickly stop this situation from bringing shame and scandal to a respectable family. I’m leaving it in your hands, and I’ll do my part with this infatuated young man if you can just remove the temptation that will ruin him.”



Line 512 (FINAL)   : “I doubt it,” Treherne said with a confident smile.



-----

Line 513 (ORIGINAL): “I will. Thank you, Major. Trust me, and by tomorrow I’ll show that I can act appropriately.”



Line 513 (FINAL)   : She leaned down and whispered a brief sentence into his ear. Whatever it was, it made him jump up with a pale, panicked expression and look at her as if she had delivered his fate.



-----

Line 514 (ORIGINAL): The sorrow and pain on the general's face moved the major; he quietly twisted his hands and walked away, thanking heaven more sincerely than ever that no deceitful woman had the power to break his heart.



Line 514 (FINAL)   : “Do you still doubt it?” she asked coldly.



-----

Line 515 (ORIGINAL): While this scene was happening above, another was unfolding in the library. Treherne sat there alone, clearly lost in happy thoughts, as his eyes sparkled and his lips smiled while he admired the beauty of a winter sunset. A gentle rustle and the faint scent of violets alerted him to Mrs. Snowdon's arrival, and an unsettling feeling warned him that trouble was close. The moment he saw her face, his fear was confirmed, as joy, determination, and love blended in her expression. Leaning against the window frame, where the red light illuminated her beautiful face and regal figure, she said softly, though with an underlying ruthlessness, "Dreaming dreams, Maurice, that will never come true unless I allow it. I know your secret, and I will use it to stop the foolish hope you hold onto."



Line 515 (FINAL)   : "He told you! Even your talent and skills couldn't figure it out on your own," he mumbled.



-----

Line 516 (ORIGINAL): “Who told you?” he asked, his eyes flashing with a fierce intensity and his face flushed with anger.



Line 516 (FINAL)   : “Nah, I told you nothing is impossible for a determined woman. I didn’t need any help because I know more than you realize.”



-----

Line 517 (ORIGINAL): “I found it out, just like I told you I would. My memory is sharp; I remember the rumors from years back. I pay attention to the faces, words, and actions of those I suspect, and their unintentional hints reveal the truth to me.”



Line 517 (FINAL)   : He slumped down again in despair and covered his face, saying sadly, “I should have expected you would track me down and crush my hopes when they were at their highest. What will you do with this terrible secret?”



-----

Line 518 (ORIGINAL): “I doubt it,” Treherne said with a confident smile.



Line 518 (FINAL)   : “I will tell Octavia and make her responsibility a bit easier. It would be considerate for both of you, as even with her, this memory would ruin your happiness; and it spares her the shame and pain of finding out too late that she has committed herself to a—”



-----

Line 519 (ORIGINAL): She leaned down and whispered a brief sentence into his ear. Whatever it was, it made him jump up with a pale, panicked expression and look at her as if she had delivered his fate.



Line 519 (FINAL)   : “Stop!” he shouted, his voice startling her and draining the color from her face as he stood up from his chair, looking pale with a serious anger that intimidated her for a moment. “You will not say that word—you only know part of the truth, and if you wrong me or upset the girl, I will betray you too and inform the general about the game you're playing with my cousin. You pretend to love me like you did before, but his title is just a lure, just like before, and you think that by threatening to ruin my chances, you can keep me quiet and achieve what you want.”



-----

Line 520 (ORIGINAL): “Do you still doubt it?” she asked coldly.



Line 520 (FINAL)   : “Wrong, completely wrong. Jasper means nothing to me; I use him as a tool, not you. If I make threats, it’s to protect you from Octavia, who can’t let go of the past and love you for who you are, like I have done throughout these miserable months. You claim I only know part of the truth. Share the whole story, and I will let you go.”



-----

Line 521 (ORIGINAL): "He told you! Even your talent and skills couldn't figure it out on your own," he mumbled.



Line 521 (FINAL)   : If there was ever a time a man was tempted to betray a trust, it was then for Treherne. One word, and Octavia could be his; silence, and she might be lost. This woman was serious and had the power to ruin his reputation forever. The truth was on the tip of his tongue and would have come out, if he hadn’t noticed the portrait of Jasper's father. This man had loved and cared for the orphan his entire life, had treated him like a son, and, on his deathbed, urged him to protect, support, and save the rebellious young man he left behind when he needed a father’s guidance the most.



-----

Line 522 (ORIGINAL): “Nah, I told you nothing is impossible for a determined woman. I didn’t need any help because I know more than you realize.”



Line 522 (FINAL)   : “I promised, and I will keep that promise no matter what,” sighed Treherne, and with a gesture full of weary patience, he waved the beautiful tempter away, saying firmly, “I will never tell you, even if you take away what I hold dearer than my life. Go ahead and do what you want, but remember that when you had the chance to earn the deepest gratitude of the man you claim to love, you chose instead to earn his hatred and disdain.”



-----

Line 523 (ORIGINAL): He slumped down again in despair and covered his face, saying sadly, “I should have expected you would track me down and crush my hopes when they were at their highest. What will you do with this terrible secret?”



Line 523 (FINAL)   : Waiting for any word from her, he took refuge in his room, and Edith Snowdon sank down on the couch, struggling with conflicting emotions of love and jealousy, remorse and despair. She couldn't say how long she sat there; an approaching step brought her back to reality, and looking up, she saw Octavia. As the girl walked down the long hallway of the drawing rooms, her youth and beauty, innocence and honesty stirred a jealousy in that more refined and gifted woman that she had never felt before. Something in the girl's face struck her immediately: a look of peace and purity, a sweet calmness more charming than beauty, more striking than dignity or grace. With a smile on her lips, yet a half-sad, half-tender light in her eyes, and a bunch of pale winter roses in her hand, she approached until she stood before her rival and, offering the flowers, said in words as simple as they were sincere, “Dear Mrs. Snowdon, I cannot let the last sun of the old year set on any misdeeds of mine for which I may atone. I have disliked, distrusted, and misjudged you, and now I come to you in all humility to say forgive me.”



-----

Line 524 (ORIGINAL): “I will tell Octavia and make her responsibility a bit easier. It would be considerate for both of you, as even with her, this memory would ruin your happiness; and it spares her the shame and pain of finding out too late that she has committed herself to a—”



Line 524 (FINAL)   : With the carefree spontaneity of her impulsive nature, Octavia knelt before the woman who was scheming to ruin her happiness, placed the roses like a small peace offering on her lap, and with pleading eyes waited for forgiveness. For a moment, Mrs. Snowdon observed her, thinking it was a well-performed act to disarm a dangerous rival; but in that sweet face, there was no trickery; a single glance revealed that. The words struck her heart and won her over despite her pride or passion, as she suddenly pulled the girl into her arms, shedding guilty tears. Neither of them spoke, but in the silence, they felt the barrier that had been between them disappearing, and each came to understand the other better in that moment than in a year of ordinary life. Octavia felt joy that her instinct to make this appeal hadn’t led her astray, but instead confirmed that behind the facade of coldness, pride, and flippancy that this woman wore, there was a heart longing for sympathy, help, and love. Mrs. Snowdon sensed her worse self fading away, leaving only what was true and noble, making her worthy of the challenge before her. She could respond to art with art, but her true nature was what ultimately moved her. Despite her wasted life and flawed character, the seed of virtue, which exists even in the worst, was present, just waiting for the nurturing warmth and rain of love to help it grow, even if the results came late.



-----

Line 525 (ORIGINAL): “Stop!” he shouted, his voice startling her and draining the color from her face as he stood up from his chair, looking pale with a serious anger that intimidated her for a moment. “You will not say that word—you only know part of the truth, and if you wrong me or upset the girl, I will betray you too and inform the general about the game you're playing with my cousin. You pretend to love me like you did before, but his title is just a lure, just like before, and you think that by threatening to ruin my chances, you can keep me quiet and achieve what you want.”



Line 525 (FINAL)   : “Forgive you!” she cried, sadly. “It’s me who should ask for your forgiveness—I’m the one who should make amends, confess, and feel remorse. Please forgive me, have compassion for me, love me, because I am more miserable than you realize.”



-----

Line 526 (ORIGINAL): “Wrong, completely wrong. Jasper means nothing to me; I use him as a tool, not you. If I make threats, it’s to protect you from Octavia, who can’t let go of the past and love you for who you are, like I have done throughout these miserable months. You claim I only know part of the truth. Share the whole story, and I will let you go.”



Line 526 (FINAL)   : “Of course, I do with all my heart. Trust me, and let me be your friend,” was the gentle reply.



-----

Line 527 (ORIGINAL): If there was ever a time a man was tempted to betray a trust, it was then for Treherne. One word, and Octavia could be his; silence, and she might be lost. This woman was serious and had the power to ruin his reputation forever. The truth was on the tip of his tongue and would have come out, if he hadn’t noticed the portrait of Jasper's father. This man had loved and cared for the orphan his entire life, had treated him like a son, and, on his deathbed, urged him to protect, support, and save the rebellious young man he left behind when he needed a father’s guidance the most.



Line 527 (FINAL)   : “God knows I need one!” sighed the poor woman, still holding tightly to the only creature who had completely captured her heart. “Child, I’m not perfect, but I’m not so bad that I can’t look into your innocent face and call you a friend. I never had a friend who was a woman. I never knew my mother; and no one ever saw the potential for goodness, truth, and justice in me except you. Trust, love, and help me, Octavia, and I will repay you with a better life, if that’s all I can do.”



-----

Line 528 (ORIGINAL): “I promised, and I will keep that promise no matter what,” sighed Treherne, and with a gesture full of weary patience, he waved the beautiful tempter away, saying firmly, “I will never tell you, even if you take away what I hold dearer than my life. Go ahead and do what you want, but remember that when you had the chance to earn the deepest gratitude of the man you claim to love, you chose instead to earn his hatred and disdain.”



Line 528 (FINAL)   : “I will, and the new year will be happier than the last.”



-----

Line 529 (ORIGINAL): Waiting for any word from her, he took refuge in his room, and Edith Snowdon sank down on the couch, struggling with conflicting emotions of love and jealousy, remorse and despair. She couldn't say how long she sat there; an approaching step brought her back to reality, and looking up, she saw Octavia. As the girl walked down the long hallway of the drawing rooms, her youth and beauty, innocence and honesty stirred a jealousy in that more refined and gifted woman that she had never felt before. Something in the girl's face struck her immediately: a look of peace and purity, a sweet calmness more charming than beauty, more striking than dignity or grace. With a smile on her lips, yet a half-sad, half-tender light in her eyes, and a bunch of pale winter roses in her hand, she approached until she stood before her rival and, offering the flowers, said in words as simple as they were sincere, “Dear Mrs. Snowdon, I cannot let the last sun of the old year set on any misdeeds of mine for which I may atone. I have disliked, distrusted, and misjudged you, and now I come to you in all humility to say forgive me.”



Line 529 (FINAL)   : "Thank you for that prophecy; I hope to live up to it."



-----

Line 530 (ORIGINAL): With the carefree spontaneity of her impulsive nature, Octavia knelt before the woman who was scheming to ruin her happiness, placed the roses like a small peace offering on her lap, and with pleading eyes waited for forgiveness. For a moment, Mrs. Snowdon observed her, thinking it was a well-performed act to disarm a dangerous rival; but in that sweet face, there was no trickery; a single glance revealed that. The words struck her heart and won her over despite her pride or passion, as she suddenly pulled the girl into her arms, shedding guilty tears. Neither of them spoke, but in the silence, they felt the barrier that had been between them disappearing, and each came to understand the other better in that moment than in a year of ordinary life. Octavia felt joy that her instinct to make this appeal hadn’t led her astray, but instead confirmed that behind the facade of coldness, pride, and flippancy that this woman wore, there was a heart longing for sympathy, help, and love. Mrs. Snowdon sensed her worse self fading away, leaving only what was true and noble, making her worthy of the challenge before her. She could respond to art with art, but her true nature was what ultimately moved her. Despite her wasted life and flawed character, the seed of virtue, which exists even in the worst, was present, just waiting for the nurturing warmth and rain of love to help it grow, even if the results came late.



Line 530 (FINAL)   : Then, as a bell signaled them to leave, the rivals shared a gentle kiss and parted as friends. When Mrs. Snowdon walked into her room, she found her husband sitting with his gray head in his hands, quietly murmuring to himself, “My life makes her unhappy. If it weren’t for the consequences, I’d die to set her free.”



-----

Line 531 (ORIGINAL): “Forgive you!” she cried, sadly. “It’s me who should ask for your forgiveness—I’m the one who should make amends, confess, and feel remorse. Please forgive me, have compassion for me, love me, because I am more miserable than you realize.”



Line 531 (FINAL)   : “No, live for me, and help me find happiness in your love.” The clear voice surprised him, but not as much as the beautiful, transformed face of his wife, who rested his gray head on her chest, saying gently, “My kind and patient husband, you’ve been misled. I will share the whole truth with you, and once you've forgiven my mistakes from the past, you’ll see how hard I’ll try to make your future happy.”



-----

Line 532 (ORIGINAL): “Of course, I do with all my heart. Trust me, and let me be your friend,” was the gentle reply.



Line 532 (FINAL)   : 





-----

Line 533 (ORIGINAL): “God knows I need one!” sighed the poor woman, still holding tightly to the only creature who had completely captured her heart. “Child, I’m not perfect, but I’m not so bad that I can’t look into your innocent face and call you a friend. I never had a friend who was a woman. I never knew my mother; and no one ever saw the potential for goodness, truth, and justice in me except you. Trust, love, and help me, Octavia, and I will repay you with a better life, if that’s all I can do.”



Line 533 (FINAL)   : 


-----

Line 534 (ORIGINAL): “I will, and the new year will be happier than the last.”



Line 534 (FINAL)   :  



-----

Line 535 (ORIGINAL): "Thank you for that prophecy; I hope to live up to it."



Line 535 (FINAL)   : 

-----

Line 536 (ORIGINAL): Then, as a bell signaled them to leave, the rivals shared a gentle kiss and parted as friends. When Mrs. Snowdon walked into her room, she found her husband sitting with his gray head in his hands, quietly murmuring to himself, “My life makes her unhappy. If it weren’t for the consequences, I’d die to set her free.”



Line 536 (FINAL)   : 





-----

Line 537 (ORIGINAL): “No, live for me, and help me find happiness in your love.” The clear voice surprised him, but not as much as the beautiful, transformed face of his wife, who rested his gray head on her chest, saying gently, “My kind and patient husband, you’ve been misled. I will share the whole truth with you, and once you've forgiven my mistakes from the past, you’ll see how hard I’ll try to make your future happy.”



Line 537 (FINAL)   : 


-----

Line 538 (ORIGINAL): 





Line 538 (FINAL)   : 

-----

Line 539 (ORIGINAL): 


Line 539 (FINAL)   :       Chapter VII. A GHOSTLY REVEL

-----

Line 540 (ORIGINAL):  



Line 540 (FINAL)   :     



-----

Line 541 (ORIGINAL): 

Line 541 (FINAL)   : “Wow, we’re so boring tonight!” exclaimed Rose, as the younger members of the group aimlessly wandered around the living rooms that evening, while my lady and the major were deeply engaged in an intense game of piquet, and the general finally dozed off peacefully.



-----

Line 542 (ORIGINAL): 





Line 542 (FINAL)   : “It’s because Maurice isn’t here; he always keeps us energized, because he’s a guy full of ideas,” replied Sir Jasper, stifling a yawn.



-----

Line 543 (ORIGINAL): 


Line 543 (FINAL)   : “Get him out then,” said Annon.



-----

Line 544 (ORIGINAL): 

Line 544 (FINAL)   : “He's not coming. The poor guy is really down tonight, despite how much better he’s been.      

-----

Line 545 (ORIGINAL):       Chapter VII. A GHOSTLY REVEL

Line 545 (FINAL)   : Something’s wrong, and he won’t say a word.”



-----

Line 546 (ORIGINAL):     



Line 546 (FINAL)   : “Sad memories are bothering him, I guess,” sighed Blanche.



-----

Line 547 (ORIGINAL): “Wow, we’re so boring tonight!” exclaimed Rose, as the younger members of the group aimlessly wandered around the living rooms that evening, while my lady and the major were deeply engaged in an intense game of piquet, and the general finally dozed off peacefully.



Line 547 (FINAL)   : “Don't be ridiculous, dear, sad memories are just nonsense; feeling down is always like having indigestion, and nothing cures it better than having fun,” Rose said cheerfully. “I'm going to send a polite invitation asking him to come and entertain us. I'm sure he'll say yes.”



-----

Line 548 (ORIGINAL): “It’s because Maurice isn’t here; he always keeps us energized, because he’s a guy full of ideas,” replied Sir Jasper, stifling a yawn.



Line 548 (FINAL)   : The message was sent, but to Rose's disappointment, a polite refusal came back.



-----

Line 549 (ORIGINAL): “Get him out then,” said Annon.



Line 549 (FINAL)   : “He will come. Sir Jasper, you and Mr. Annon go as our representatives, and come back without him at your own risk,” was her command.



-----

Line 550 (ORIGINAL): “He's not coming. The poor guy is really down tonight, despite how much better he’s been.      

Line 550 (FINAL)   : 

They left, and while waiting for their return, the sisters discussed what everyone had noticed.



-----

Line 551 (ORIGINAL): Something’s wrong, and he won’t say a word.”



Line 551 (FINAL)   : “How beautiful Mrs. Snowdon looks tonight. I always thought she owed half her charm to her fashion sense, but she’s never looked as stunning as she does in that plain black silk, with those roses in her hair,” said Rose.



-----

Line 552 (ORIGINAL): “Sad memories are bothering him, I guess,” sighed Blanche.



Line 552 (FINAL)   : “What has she done to herself?” replied Blanche. “I see a change, but I can't explain it. She and Tavie have found some kind of beauty secret, because they both look totally radiant and angelic all of a sudden.”



-----

Line 553 (ORIGINAL): “Don't be ridiculous, dear, sad memories are just nonsense; feeling down is always like having indigestion, and nothing cures it better than having fun,” Rose said cheerfully. “I'm going to send a polite invitation asking him to come and entertain us. I'm sure he'll say yes.”



Line 553 (FINAL)   : “Here come the guys, and, as I'm a Talbot, they didn't bring him!” cried Rose as the group showed up, looking really disappointed. “Don't come near me,” she added angrily, “you are disloyal cowards, and I banish you until I need you. I have endless resources just like this traitor, and he will come. Mrs. Snowdon, could you please ask Mr. Treherne to suggest something to help us get through the rest of this evening? We're at a loss and can't think of anything, and you have so much influence over him.”



-----

Line 554 (ORIGINAL): The message was sent, but to Rose's disappointment, a polite refusal came back.



Line 554 (FINAL)   : “I have to say no, since he is turning you down,” was the firm reply, as Mrs. Snowdon walked away.



-----

Line 555 (ORIGINAL): “He will come. Sir Jasper, you and Mr. Annon go as our representatives, and come back without him at your own risk,” was her command.



Line 555 (FINAL)   : “Tavie, dear, please go; we need him; he always listens to you, and you would really be such a benefit to the community, you know.”



-----

Line 556 (ORIGINAL): They left, and while waiting for their return, the sisters discussed what everyone had noticed.



Line 556 (FINAL)   : Without saying anything, Octavia wrote a message and had a servant deliver it. Several minutes went by, and the men started betting on whether her attempt would succeed. “He won’t come for me, that’s for sure,” said Octavia. Just as she said this, he showed up.



-----

Line 557 (ORIGINAL): “How beautiful Mrs. Snowdon looks tonight. I always thought she owed half her charm to her fashion sense, but she’s never looked as stunning as she does in that plain black silk, with those roses in her hair,” said Rose.



Line 557 (FINAL)   : A general laugh greeted him, but ignoring the jokes about him, he turned to Octavia and said quietly, “What can I do for you, Cousin?”



-----

Line 558 (ORIGINAL): “What has she done to herself?” replied Blanche. “I see a change, but I can't explain it. She and Tavie have found some kind of beauty secret, because they both look totally radiant and angelic all of a sudden.”



Line 558 (FINAL)   : His pale face and tired eyes seemed to scold her for interrupting him, but it was too late for regrets, and she quickly replied, “We need a new and fun activity to pass the evening. Can you suggest something suitable?”



-----

Line 559 (ORIGINAL): “Here come the guys, and, as I'm a Talbot, they didn't bring him!” cried Rose as the group showed up, looking really disappointed. “Don't come near me,” she added angrily, “you are disloyal cowards, and I banish you until I need you. I have endless resources just like this traitor, and he will come. Mrs. Snowdon, could you please ask Mr. Treherne to suggest something to help us get through the rest of this evening? We're at a loss and can't think of anything, and you have so much influence over him.”



Line 559 (FINAL)   : “Why not gather around the fireplace and share stories while we wait to say goodbye to the old year, just like we used to do back in the day?” he asked, after a moment of reflection.



-----

Line 560 (ORIGINAL): “I have to say no, since he is turning you down,” was the firm reply, as Mrs. Snowdon walked away.



Line 560 (FINAL)   : “I told you! There it is, exactly what we need.” And Sir Jasper looked victorious.



-----

Line 561 (ORIGINAL): “Tavie, dear, please go; we need him; he always listens to you, and you would really be such a benefit to the community, you know.”



Line 561 (FINAL)   : “It's great—let's get started right now. It's after ten, so we won’t have to wait long,” exclaimed Rose, and, taking Sir Jasper's arm, she guided him to the hall.



-----

Line 562 (ORIGINAL): Without saying anything, Octavia wrote a message and had a servant deliver it. Several minutes went by, and the men started betting on whether her attempt would succeed. “He won’t come for me, that’s for sure,” said Octavia. Just as she said this, he showed up.



Line 562 (FINAL)   : A big fire always burned there, and in the winter, thick rugs and curtains covered the stone floor and hung over the tall windows. Plants blossomed in the warm atmosphere, and chairs and sofas were arranged invitingly. The group quickly settled in, and Treherne was asked to start.



-----

Line 563 (ORIGINAL): A general laugh greeted him, but ignoring the jokes about him, he turned to Octavia and said quietly, “What can I do for you, Cousin?”



Line 563 (FINAL)   : “We need to tell ghost stories, and to really make them thrilling and effective, the lights need to be turned off,” said Rose, who was sitting next to him and spoke first, as always.



-----

Line 564 (ORIGINAL): His pale face and tired eyes seemed to scold her for interrupting him, but it was too late for regrets, and she quickly replied, “We need a new and fun activity to pass the evening. Can you suggest something suitable?”



Line 564 (FINAL)   : This was quickly taken care of, and only a bright circle of firelight remained to counter the deep darkness that filled the hall, where shadows now appeared to linger in every corner.



-----

Line 565 (ORIGINAL): “Why not gather around the fireplace and share stories while we wait to say goodbye to the old year, just like we used to do back in the day?” he asked, after a moment of reflection.



Line 565 (FINAL)   : “Don't be so awful, or I might faint,” Blanche pleaded, moving closer to Annon, since she had taken her sister's advice and was trying hard to win over that gentleman's heart.



-----

Line 566 (ORIGINAL): “I told you! There it is, exactly what we need.” And Sir Jasper looked victorious.



Line 566 (FINAL)   : “I think your nerves can handle my little story,” replied Treherne. “When I was in India four years ago, I had a very close friend in my regiment—a Scottish guy; I’m half Scottish myself, you know, and pretty clannish. Gordon was sent upcountry on a scouting mission and never came back. His men said he left them one evening to take a survey, and his horse returned bloody and without a rider. We searched but couldn’t find any trace of him, and I was desperate to figure out what happened and avenge his death. About a month after he disappeared, I was sitting in my tent on an incredibly hot day when suddenly the canvas door flap lifted, and there stood Gordon. I saw him just as clearly as I see you now, Jasper, and I would have jumped up to greet him, but something stopped me. He looked deathly pale, soaked with water, and his beautiful blue eyes had a wild, sorrowful look that made my blood run cold. I stared in shock, since it was terrifying to see my friend so changed and so otherworldly. Reaching out his arm to me, he took my hand and said solemnly, 'Come!' His touch was like ice; a chilling sensation ran through me; I jumped up to follow him, and then he vanished.”



-----

Line 567 (ORIGINAL): “It's great—let's get started right now. It's after ten, so we won’t have to wait long,” exclaimed Rose, and, taking Sir Jasper's arm, she guided him to the hall.



Line 567 (FINAL)   : “A terrible dream, is that it?” Rose asked.



-----

Line 568 (ORIGINAL): A big fire always burned there, and in the winter, thick rugs and curtains covered the stone floor and hung over the tall windows. Plants blossomed in the warm atmosphere, and chairs and sofas were arranged invitingly. The group quickly settled in, and Treherne was asked to start.



Line 568 (FINAL)   : With his eyes on the fire and his left hand partially extended, Treherne continued as if he hadn’t heard her.



-----

Line 569 (ORIGINAL): “We need to tell ghost stories, and to really make them thrilling and effective, the lights need to be turned off,” said Rose, who was sitting next to him and spoke first, as always.



Line 569 (FINAL)   : “I thought it was just my imagination, but then I calmed down, because no one had seen or heard anything about Gordon, and my local servant was just outside my tent. A strange feeling lingered in the hand that the ghost touched. It was cold, damp, and pale. I found it useless to try to forget this vision; it had a strong grip on me. I told Yermid, my servant, and he suggested I see it as a sign that I should look for my friend. That night, I dreamed I was rushing upcountry; I don't know what was driving me, but I kept pushing forward, eager to reach the end. A half-dried river blocked my path, and as I rode down the steep bank to cross it, I saw Gordon's body lying in the shallow water, looking exactly like the vision had shown. I woke up feeling strange, shared the story with my commanding officer, and since nothing much was happening at the time, I easily got a week off. Taking Yermid with me, I set out on my somber search. I thought it was foolish, but I couldn’t resist the urge pulling me forward. For seven days, I searched, and the strangest part is that the entire time I followed exactly what I saw in the dream, experiencing the same sights, guided by the chill of a cold hand on mine. On the seventh day, I reached the river and found my friend's body.”



-----

Line 570 (ORIGINAL): This was quickly taken care of, and only a bright circle of firelight remained to counter the deep darkness that filled the hall, where shadows now appeared to linger in every corner.



Line 570 (FINAL)   : “How awful! Is it really true?” exclaimed Mrs. Snowdon.



-----

Line 571 (ORIGINAL): “Don't be so awful, or I might faint,” Blanche pleaded, moving closer to Annon, since she had taken her sister's advice and was trying hard to win over that gentleman's heart.



Line 571 (FINAL)   : “As true as I am alive. And that's not all: this left hand of mine has never been warm since that time. See and feel for yourselves.”



-----

Line 572 (ORIGINAL): “I think your nerves can handle my little story,” replied Treherne. “When I was in India four years ago, I had a very close friend in my regiment—a Scottish guy; I’m half Scottish myself, you know, and pretty clannish. Gordon was sent upcountry on a scouting mission and never came back. His men said he left them one evening to take a survey, and his horse returned bloody and without a rider. We searched but couldn’t find any trace of him, and I was desperate to figure out what happened and avenge his death. About a month after he disappeared, I was sitting in my tent on an incredibly hot day when suddenly the canvas door flap lifted, and there stood Gordon. I saw him just as clearly as I see you now, Jasper, and I would have jumped up to greet him, but something stopped me. He looked deathly pale, soaked with water, and his beautiful blue eyes had a wild, sorrowful look that made my blood run cold. I stared in shock, since it was terrifying to see my friend so changed and so otherworldly. Reaching out his arm to me, he took my hand and said solemnly, 'Come!' His touch was like ice; a chilling sensation ran through me; I jumped up to follow him, and then he vanished.”



Line 572 (FINAL)   : He opened both hands, and everyone confirmed that the left one was smaller, paler, and colder than the right.



-----

Line 573 (ORIGINAL): “A terrible dream, is that it?” Rose asked.



Line 573 (FINAL)   : “Please, someone tell another story to take my mind off this; it's making me anxious,” said Blanche.



-----

Line 574 (ORIGINAL): With his eyes on the fire and his left hand partially extended, Treherne continued as if he hadn’t heard her.



Line 574 (FINAL)   : “I'll tell one, and you can laugh to calm your nerves. I want to get mine over with so I can enjoy the rest with a clear mind.” With these words, Rose started her story in the classic way.



-----

Line 575 (ORIGINAL): “I thought it was just my imagination, but then I calmed down, because no one had seen or heard anything about Gordon, and my local servant was just outside my tent. A strange feeling lingered in the hand that the ghost touched. It was cold, damp, and pale. I found it useless to try to forget this vision; it had a strong grip on me. I told Yermid, my servant, and he suggested I see it as a sign that I should look for my friend. That night, I dreamed I was rushing upcountry; I don't know what was driving me, but I kept pushing forward, eager to reach the end. A half-dried river blocked my path, and as I rode down the steep bank to cross it, I saw Gordon's body lying in the shallow water, looking exactly like the vision had shown. I woke up feeling strange, shared the story with my commanding officer, and since nothing much was happening at the time, I easily got a week off. Taking Yermid with me, I set out on my somber search. I thought it was foolish, but I couldn’t resist the urge pulling me forward. For seven days, I searched, and the strangest part is that the entire time I followed exactly what I saw in the dream, experiencing the same sights, guided by the chill of a cold hand on mine. On the seventh day, I reached the river and found my friend's body.”



Line 575 (FINAL)   : “Once upon a time, when we were visiting my dear grandmother, I saw a ghost like this: The sweet old lady had a cold and stayed in her room, leaving us feeling gloomy because the big, lonely house was quite dull. Blanche and I both felt homesick but didn't want to leave until she felt better, so we explored the library and entertained ourselves with all sorts of strange books. One day, I found Grandmamma very down and anxious, clearly troubled by something. She didn’t say anything, but the next day she seemed worse, and I insisted on knowing what was wrong because it was clearly something on her mind. Telling me to keep it from Blanche, who was and is quite a coward, she revealed that a spirit had appeared to her for two nights in a row. 'If it shows up a third time, I’ll be ready to die,' said the silly old lady.”



-----

Line 576 (ORIGINAL): “How awful! Is it really true?” exclaimed Mrs. Snowdon.



Line 576 (FINAL)   : “No, you won't, because I'm going to stay with you and get rid of your ghost,” I said. With some effort, I convinced her, and after Blanche fell asleep, I quietly slipped away to Grandmamma, armed with a book and a candle for a long night, since the spirit usually showed up after midnight. She typically kept her door unlocked in case of fire or fear, and her maid was nearby. That night, I locked the door, telling her that spirits could come through the oak if they wanted to, and I wanted to make sure I had a proper chance. Well, I read, chatted, and dozed off until dawn, and nothing happened, so I laughed at the whole thing, and the old lady pretended to believe it was just a figment of the imagination.



-----

Line 577 (ORIGINAL): “As true as I am alive. And that's not all: this left hand of mine has never been warm since that time. See and feel for yourselves.”



Line 577 (FINAL)   : “Last night I slept in my own room, and in the morning I was told that not only Grandmamma but also Janet had seen the spirit. All in white, with flowing hair, a pale face, and a red mark at the throat. It came and pulled back the bed curtains, looked in for a moment, and then disappeared. Janet had slept with Grandmamma and kept a lamp burning on the mantel, so both of them saw it.



-----

Line 578 (ORIGINAL): He opened both hands, and everyone confirmed that the left one was smaller, paler, and colder than the right.



Line 578 (FINAL)   : “I was confused, but not scared; I never am, and I insisted on trying again. The door was left unlocked, just like the previous night, and I lay with Grandma, a light burning as before. Around two, she grabbed me as I was dozing off. I looked, and there, peeking in between the dark curtains, was a pale face with long hair all around it, and a red mark on the throat. It was really dim, the light being low, but I saw it, and after one breathless minute, I jumped up, tripped over my foot, fell down with a crash, and by the time I got around the bed, not a trace of the thing was left. I was furious, and promised myself I’d succeed no matter what, though I’ll admit I was just a little shaken.



-----

Line 579 (ORIGINAL): “Please, someone tell another story to take my mind off this; it's making me anxious,” said Blanche.



Line 579 (FINAL)   : “Next time, Janet and I were sitting in cozy chairs, with bright lights on, both wide awake from the strongest coffee we could brew. As the hour approached, we started to feel nervous, and when the white figure appeared, Janet covered her face. I didn’t, and after one glance, I almost laughed because the spirit was Blanche sleepwalking. She wore a coral necklace back then and never took it off, and her long hair partially obscured her face, giving her the eerie look that sleepwalkers always have. I had the sense to stay quiet and guide Janet, so the poor girl went back without waking up, and Grandmamma’s spirit never appeared again because I made sure of that.”



-----

Line 580 (ORIGINAL): “I'll tell one, and you can laugh to calm your nerves. I want to get mine over with so I can enjoy the rest with a clear mind.” With these words, Rose started her story in the classic way.



Line 580 (FINAL)   : “Why did you haunt the old lady?” Annon asked, as the laughter stopped.



-----

Line 581 (ORIGINAL): “Once upon a time, when we were visiting my dear grandmother, I saw a ghost like this: The sweet old lady had a cold and stayed in her room, leaving us feeling gloomy because the big, lonely house was quite dull. Blanche and I both felt homesick but didn't want to leave until she felt better, so we explored the library and entertained ourselves with all sorts of strange books. One day, I found Grandmamma very down and anxious, clearly troubled by something. She didn’t say anything, but the next day she seemed worse, and I insisted on knowing what was wrong because it was clearly something on her mind. Telling me to keep it from Blanche, who was and is quite a coward, she revealed that a spirit had appeared to her for two nights in a row. 'If it shows up a third time, I’ll be ready to die,' said the silly old lady.”



Line 581 (FINAL)   : “I don't know, maybe it was that I wanted to ask if I could go home, and I was too scared to do it while awake, so I tried when I was asleep. I won’t tell any story since I was the main character in this, but I’ll let you have your turn, Mr. Annon,” said Blanche, giving a soft look that was totally wasted because the gentleman's eyes were focused on Octavia, who was sitting on a low ottoman at Mrs. Snowdon's feet basking in the warm glow of the firelight.



-----

Line 582 (ORIGINAL): “No, you won't, because I'm going to stay with you and get rid of your ghost,” I said. With some effort, I convinced her, and after Blanche fell asleep, I quietly slipped away to Grandmamma, armed with a book and a candle for a long night, since the spirit usually showed up after midnight. She typically kept her door unlocked in case of fire or fear, and her maid was nearby. That night, I locked the door, telling her that spirits could come through the oak if they wanted to, and I wanted to make sure I had a proper chance. Well, I read, chatted, and dozed off until dawn, and nothing happened, so I laughed at the whole thing, and the old lady pretended to believe it was just a figment of the imagination.



Line 582 (FINAL)   : “I've had very little experience with ghosts, and I can only remember one time I got really scared when I was a college student. I had been out at a party, came home tired, couldn’t find my matches, and went to bed in the dark. Early in the morning, I woke up and looked around to see if the faint light was from dawn or the moon. I was horrified to see a coffin at the foot of my bed. I rubbed my eyes to make sure I was awake and looked as hard as I could. There it was, a long black coffin, and I could see the white plate in the dim light because the moon was setting, and my curtain was open. 'It's a prank by the guys,' I thought; 'I won’t let them know I’m scared, I’ll stay calm.' Easy to say, but hard to do, because it suddenly hit me that I might be in the wrong room. I looked around, but everything familiar was there, as far as the faint light allowed me to see, and I felt for my watchcase on the wall at the head of the bed. It was there, and it was definitely mine, being unique in shape and fabric. If I had been at a wild college party, I could have explained the vision, but a quiet evening in a respectable professor's well-run home shouldn’t cause any trouble. 'It’s just an optical illusion, or a joke from my friends; I’ll try to sleep and forget it,' I told myself, and for a while, I tried to do just that, but curiosity got the better of me, and soon I peeked again. Imagine my horror when I saw the sharp white outline of a dead face that seemed to be looking up from the coffin. It shocked me deeply because I was just a kid and had been feeling unwell. I hid my face and trembled like a scared girl, still thinking it was a joke and too proud to show fear for fear of being laughed at. I don’t know how long I lay there, but when I looked again, the face was farther out and the whole figure seemed to be rising slowly. The moon was almost down, I didn’t have a lamp, and being left in the dark with that terrifying thing was too much for me. Joke or not, I had to end the panic, so I bolted out of my room and woke up my neighbor. He told me I was crazy or drunk, but he lit a lamp and came back with me, only to find that my horror was just a pile of clothes thrown on the table in a way that, under the moon's pale light, looked like my black student gown with a white card on it, creating the effect of a coffin and plate. The face was just a crumpled handkerchief, and what I thought was hair was actually a brown scarf. As the moon sank, those outlines shifted and, incredible as it sounds, looked more like a face. My friend, not having been scared, found it funny, and for a long time, everyone called me 'Coffins.'”



-----

Line 583 (ORIGINAL): “Last night I slept in my own room, and in the morning I was told that not only Grandmamma but also Janet had seen the spirit. All in white, with flowing hair, a pale face, and a red mark at the throat. It came and pulled back the bed curtains, looked in for a moment, and then disappeared. Janet had slept with Grandmamma and kept a lamp burning on the mantel, so both of them saw it.



Line 583 (FINAL)   : “You're getting worse and worse. Sir Jasper, mix in a bit of fun with the horror, or I might just run away,” said Blanche, nervously glancing over her shoulder.



-----

Line 584 (ORIGINAL): “I was confused, but not scared; I never am, and I insisted on trying again. The door was left unlocked, just like the previous night, and I lay with Grandma, a light burning as before. Around two, she grabbed me as I was dozing off. I looked, and there, peeking in between the dark curtains, was a pale face with long hair all around it, and a red mark on the throat. It was really dim, the light being low, but I saw it, and after one breathless minute, I jumped up, tripped over my foot, fell down with a crash, and by the time I got around the bed, not a trace of the thing was left. I was furious, and promised myself I’d succeed no matter what, though I’ll admit I was just a little shaken.



Line 584 (FINAL)   : “I'll do my best and share a story my uncle used to tell about his younger days. I can’t remember the name of the place, but it was a small country town popular with anglers. My uncle often went fishing there and always wished that a deserted house near the trout stream was occupied because the inn was too far away. One evening, while he was relaxing in the landlady's parlor, he asked her why no one took it and rented the rooms to visitors during the fishing season. 'Because of the ghosts, your honor,' the woman replied, and then told him that three different spirits haunted the house. In the attic, you could hear the buzzing of a spinning wheel and the tapping of high-heeled shoes, as the ghostly spinner moved back and forth. In one room, you could hear a knife being sharpened, followed by groans and the sound of dripping blood. The cellar was terrifying, with a skeleton sitting on a half-buried box, chuckling sinisterly. Apparently, a miser used to live there and was believed to have starved his daughter in the attic, making her work until she died. The second spirit was that of the girl’s rejected lover, who cut his throat in the room, and the third was the miser himself, who was found dead on the money chest he was too weak to hide. My uncle laughed at all this and offered to banish the ghosts if anyone would dare to take the house.”



-----

Line 585 (ORIGINAL): “Next time, Janet and I were sitting in cozy chairs, with bright lights on, both wide awake from the strongest coffee we could brew. As the hour approached, we started to feel nervous, and when the white figure appeared, Janet covered her face. I didn’t, and after one glance, I almost laughed because the spirit was Blanche sleepwalking. She wore a coral necklace back then and never took it off, and her long hair partially obscured her face, giving her the eerie look that sleepwalkers always have. I had the sense to stay quiet and guide Janet, so the poor girl went back without waking up, and Grandmamma’s spirit never appeared again because I made sure of that.”



Line 585 (FINAL)   : “This offer spread around, and a grumpy old man accepted it, hoping to make some money. He had a beautiful daughter, whose love had been blocked by the old man, and whose boyfriend was leaving for sea in despair. My uncle knew this and felt sorry for the young couple. He had met a traveling artist, and they decided to overcome the house’s bad reputation by renting rooms there. They did so, and after making sure about the noises, they consulted a wise old woman about the best way to get rid of the ghosts. She told them that if any young girl spent a night in each haunted room while praying sincerely, everything would turn out fine. Peggy was asked if she would do it, and being a brave girl, she agreed to try it for a good amount of money. The first night was in the attic, and despite what the village gossips predicted, Peggy came out alive, although those listening at the door heard strange humming and tapping all night. The next night went smoothly, and from then on, no more sharpening, groaning, or dripping sounds were heard. On the third time, she said goodbye to her friends and, wearing her red cloak, with a lamp and prayer book, went down into the cellar. Unfortunately for pretty Peggy! When morning came, she was gone, along with the miser's empty box, although his bones remained to show how well she had completed her task."



-----

Line 586 (ORIGINAL): “Why did you haunt the old lady?” Annon asked, as the laughter stopped.



Line 586 (FINAL)   : “The town was in chaos, and the old man was furious. Some people said the devil had taken her away, others believed the bones were hers, and everyone agreed that another ghost would haunt the house from now on. My uncle and the artist tried their best to comfort the father, who deeply regretted getting in the way of the girl’s love, and stated that if Jack found her, he could have her. But Jack had already set sail, and the old man was left in grief. The house was no longer troubled by supernatural visitors, though, since no ghost showed up; and when my uncle left, old Martin discovered some money and a letter letting him know that Peggy had spent her first two nights getting ready to leave, and on the third night, she had left to marry and set sail with Jack. The mysterious noises had been made by the artist, who was a ventriloquist, the skeleton had been secretly brought in by the surgeons, and the whole situation was a setup to help Peggy and assist the fishermen.”



-----

Line 587 (ORIGINAL): “I don't know, maybe it was that I wanted to ask if I could go home, and I was too scared to do it while awake, so I tried when I was asleep. I won’t tell any story since I was the main character in this, but I’ll let you have your turn, Mr. Annon,” said Blanche, giving a soft look that was totally wasted because the gentleman's eyes were focused on Octavia, who was sitting on a low ottoman at Mrs. Snowdon's feet basking in the warm glow of the firelight.



Line 587 (FINAL)   : “It’s clear that trickery runs in the family,” laughed Rose as the narrator paused.



-----

Line 588 (ORIGINAL): “I've had very little experience with ghosts, and I can only remember one time I got really scared when I was a college student. I had been out at a party, came home tired, couldn’t find my matches, and went to bed in the dark. Early in the morning, I woke up and looked around to see if the faint light was from dawn or the moon. I was horrified to see a coffin at the foot of my bed. I rubbed my eyes to make sure I was awake and looked as hard as I could. There it was, a long black coffin, and I could see the white plate in the dim light because the moon was setting, and my curtain was open. 'It's a prank by the guys,' I thought; 'I won’t let them know I’m scared, I’ll stay calm.' Easy to say, but hard to do, because it suddenly hit me that I might be in the wrong room. I looked around, but everything familiar was there, as far as the faint light allowed me to see, and I felt for my watchcase on the wall at the head of the bed. It was there, and it was definitely mine, being unique in shape and fabric. If I had been at a wild college party, I could have explained the vision, but a quiet evening in a respectable professor's well-run home shouldn’t cause any trouble. 'It’s just an optical illusion, or a joke from my friends; I’ll try to sleep and forget it,' I told myself, and for a while, I tried to do just that, but curiosity got the better of me, and soon I peeked again. Imagine my horror when I saw the sharp white outline of a dead face that seemed to be looking up from the coffin. It shocked me deeply because I was just a kid and had been feeling unwell. I hid my face and trembled like a scared girl, still thinking it was a joke and too proud to show fear for fear of being laughed at. I don’t know how long I lay there, but when I looked again, the face was farther out and the whole figure seemed to be rising slowly. The moon was almost down, I didn’t have a lamp, and being left in the dark with that terrifying thing was too much for me. Joke or not, I had to end the panic, so I bolted out of my room and woke up my neighbor. He told me I was crazy or drunk, but he lit a lamp and came back with me, only to find that my horror was just a pile of clothes thrown on the table in a way that, under the moon's pale light, looked like my black student gown with a white card on it, creating the effect of a coffin and plate. The face was just a crumpled handkerchief, and what I thought was hair was actually a brown scarf. As the moon sank, those outlines shifted and, incredible as it sounds, looked more like a face. My friend, not having been scared, found it funny, and for a long time, everyone called me 'Coffins.'”



Line 588 (FINAL)   : “I really think that Sir Jasper the second was the real hero of that story,” added Mrs. Snowdon.



-----

Line 589 (ORIGINAL): “You're getting worse and worse. Sir Jasper, mix in a bit of fun with the horror, or I might just run away,” said Blanche, nervously glancing over her shoulder.



Line 589 (FINAL)   : “Think what you want, I've done my part, and it's your turn now, madam.”



-----

Line 590 (ORIGINAL): “I'll do my best and share a story my uncle used to tell about his younger days. I can’t remember the name of the place, but it was a small country town popular with anglers. My uncle often went fishing there and always wished that a deserted house near the trout stream was occupied because the inn was too far away. One evening, while he was relaxing in the landlady's parlor, he asked her why no one took it and rented the rooms to visitors during the fishing season. 'Because of the ghosts, your honor,' the woman replied, and then told him that three different spirits haunted the house. In the attic, you could hear the buzzing of a spinning wheel and the tapping of high-heeled shoes, as the ghostly spinner moved back and forth. In one room, you could hear a knife being sharpened, followed by groans and the sound of dripping blood. The cellar was terrifying, with a skeleton sitting on a half-buried box, chuckling sinisterly. Apparently, a miser used to live there and was believed to have starved his daughter in the attic, making her work until she died. The second spirit was that of the girl’s rejected lover, who cut his throat in the room, and the third was the miser himself, who was found dead on the money chest he was too weak to hide. My uncle laughed at all this and offered to banish the ghosts if anyone would dare to take the house.”



Line 590 (FINAL)   : “I'll go last. It’s your turn, dear.” As Mrs. Snowdon gently said the last word, and Octavia rested against her knee with a warm glance, Treherne leaned in to get a look at the two transformed faces, appearing confused when both smiled at him as they sat holding hands while the girl shared her story.



-----

Line 591 (ORIGINAL): “This offer spread around, and a grumpy old man accepted it, hoping to make some money. He had a beautiful daughter, whose love had been blocked by the old man, and whose boyfriend was leaving for sea in despair. My uncle knew this and felt sorry for the young couple. He had met a traveling artist, and they decided to overcome the house’s bad reputation by renting rooms there. They did so, and after making sure about the noises, they consulted a wise old woman about the best way to get rid of the ghosts. She told them that if any young girl spent a night in each haunted room while praying sincerely, everything would turn out fine. Peggy was asked if she would do it, and being a brave girl, she agreed to try it for a good amount of money. The first night was in the attic, and despite what the village gossips predicted, Peggy came out alive, although those listening at the door heard strange humming and tapping all night. The next night went smoothly, and from then on, no more sharpening, groaning, or dripping sounds were heard. On the third time, she said goodbye to her friends and, wearing her red cloak, with a lamp and prayer book, went down into the cellar. Unfortunately for pretty Peggy! When morning came, she was gone, along with the miser's empty box, although his bones remained to show how well she had completed her task."



Line 591 (FINAL)   : “Long ago, a famous actress suddenly died at the end of an exceptionally performed tragedy. She was taken home, and arrangements were made for her burial. The play had been produced with great care and expense, featuring a talented actor as the lead. The audience demanded a repeat performance, and a less talented performer was hired to take the deceased actress's role. There was a day's delay, but when the night arrived, the theater was packed. People waited both in front of and behind the curtain for the debut of the new actress, full of curiosity. She stood waiting for her cue, and just as it was called, to everyone's astonishment, the great tragedienne glided onto the stage. Paler than marble, with a strange fire in her eyes, an unusual pathos in her voice, and incredible power in her performance, she delivered her lines and mysteriously disappeared at the end. The excitement that night was immense, and the shock and horror the next day were intense when it was revealed that the dead woman had not come back to life but had remained in her coffin under the watchful eyes of attendants all evening, while hundreds believed they were applauding her at the theater. The mystery was never solved, and Paris was divided into two opinions: one that someone strikingly similar to Madame Z. had impersonated her for the sake of publicity; the other that the ghost of the dead actress, unable to break free from the allure of her past, had performed one last time in the role that made her famous.”



-----

Line 592 (ORIGINAL): “The town was in chaos, and the old man was furious. Some people said the devil had taken her away, others believed the bones were hers, and everyone agreed that another ghost would haunt the house from now on. My uncle and the artist tried their best to comfort the father, who deeply regretted getting in the way of the girl’s love, and stated that if Jack found her, he could have her. But Jack had already set sail, and the old man was left in grief. The house was no longer troubled by supernatural visitors, though, since no ghost showed up; and when my uncle left, old Martin discovered some money and a letter letting him know that Peggy had spent her first two nights getting ready to leave, and on the third night, she had left to marry and set sail with Jack. The mysterious noises had been made by the artist, who was a ventriloquist, the skeleton had been secretly brought in by the surgeons, and the whole situation was a setup to help Peggy and assist the fishermen.”



Line 592 (FINAL)   : “Where did you get that, Tavie? It's really French, and not bad if you made it up,” said Sir Jasper.



-----

Line 593 (ORIGINAL): “It’s clear that trickery runs in the family,” laughed Rose as the narrator paused.



Line 593 (FINAL)   : “I read it in an old book, where it was told much better. Now, Edith, there’s just enough time for your story.”



-----

Line 594 (ORIGINAL): “I really think that Sir Jasper the second was the real hero of that story,” added Mrs. Snowdon.



Line 594 (FINAL)   : As the name “Edith” left her mouth, Treherne flinched and looked at both of them again, and they smiled once more. Mrs. Snowdon gently stroked the smooth cheek resting on her knee, and looking directly at him, began the final story.



-----

Line 595 (ORIGINAL): “Think what you want, I've done my part, and it's your turn now, madam.”



Line 595 (FINAL)   : “You’ve been talking about the tricks of imaginary ghosts; let me show you the influences of some real spirits, both good and bad, that affect every heart and home, creating either misery or joy. During Christmas, at a country house, a group of friends gathered to celebrate the holidays, and they could have enjoyed themselves, if not for one person disrupting the peace for several others. Love, jealousy, deceit, and nobility were the spirits that stirred things up among them. The person I’m talking about was the most troubled, deeply affected by her own willfulness, pride, and jealousy. Unfortunately, she had no one to help her rid herself of these spirits, and they drove her to cause harm. Among these friends, there were multiple pairs of lovers, and plenty of tangled plots and plans, because hearts are unpredictable and mysterious, unable to love just because it's expected or sensible. This woman held the key to all the secrets of the house, and with her own agenda in mind, she used her power selfishly for a while. To resolve her doubts, she pretended to be interested in a gentleman who once admired her and, to the great shock of some wise individuals, allowed him to express his feelings for her, knowing it was just a fleeting distraction for both of them. In her hands was a secret that could either enhance or ruin the happiness of the best and closest friends. The evil spirits that haunted her urged her to disrupt their peace and indulge in a sinful hope. On the flip side, honor, justice, and generosity encouraged her to bring them joy, and while she hesitated, a sweet enchantress appeared who, with a single word, dismissed the tormenting spirits forever and gave the troubled woman a charm to keep her free from that point on.”



-----

Line 596 (ORIGINAL): “I'll go last. It’s your turn, dear.” As Mrs. Snowdon gently said the last word, and Octavia rested against her knee with a warm glance, Treherne leaned in to get a look at the two transformed faces, appearing confused when both smiled at him as they sat holding hands while the girl shared her story.



Line 596 (FINAL)   : There the serious voice wavered, and with a sudden impulse, Mrs. Snowdon bent her head and kissed the fair forehead that had been lowering more and more as she spoke. Each listener understood the truth, lightly masked in that quick story, and each found a different meaning in it. Sir Jasper frowned and bit his lips, Annon looked anxiously from face to face, Octavia hid hers, and Treherne's lit up with sudden understanding, while Rose quietly laughed to herself, enjoying the moment. Blanche, who was getting sleepy, said with a stifled yawn, “That’s a really nice, moral little story, but I wish there had been some actual ghosts in it.”



-----

Line 597 (ORIGINAL): “Long ago, a famous actress suddenly died at the end of an exceptionally performed tragedy. She was taken home, and arrangements were made for her burial. The play had been produced with great care and expense, featuring a talented actor as the lead. The audience demanded a repeat performance, and a less talented performer was hired to take the deceased actress's role. There was a day's delay, but when the night arrived, the theater was packed. People waited both in front of and behind the curtain for the debut of the new actress, full of curiosity. She stood waiting for her cue, and just as it was called, to everyone's astonishment, the great tragedienne glided onto the stage. Paler than marble, with a strange fire in her eyes, an unusual pathos in her voice, and incredible power in her performance, she delivered her lines and mysteriously disappeared at the end. The excitement that night was immense, and the shock and horror the next day were intense when it was revealed that the dead woman had not come back to life but had remained in her coffin under the watchful eyes of attendants all evening, while hundreds believed they were applauding her at the theater. The mystery was never solved, and Paris was divided into two opinions: one that someone strikingly similar to Madame Z. had impersonated her for the sake of publicity; the other that the ghost of the dead actress, unable to break free from the allure of her past, had performed one last time in the role that made her famous.”



Line 597 (FINAL)   : “There was. Will you come and check them out?”



-----

Line 598 (ORIGINAL): “Where did you get that, Tavie? It's really French, and not bad if you made it up,” said Sir Jasper.



Line 598 (FINAL)   : As she asked the question, Mrs. Snowdon suddenly stood up, wanting to end the séance, and gestured for them to follow her as she gracefully ascended the large staircase. Everyone complied, curious about what made her act this way, and fully prepared for any joke she might have in mind.



-----

Line 599 (ORIGINAL): “I read it in an old book, where it was told much better. Now, Edith, there’s just enough time for your story.”



Line 599 (FINAL)   : 





-----

Line 600 (ORIGINAL): As the name “Edith” left her mouth, Treherne flinched and looked at both of them again, and they smiled once more. Mrs. Snowdon gently stroked the smooth cheek resting on her knee, and looking directly at him, began the final story.



Line 600 (FINAL)   : 


-----

Line 601 (ORIGINAL): “You’ve been talking about the tricks of imaginary ghosts; let me show you the influences of some real spirits, both good and bad, that affect every heart and home, creating either misery or joy. During Christmas, at a country house, a group of friends gathered to celebrate the holidays, and they could have enjoyed themselves, if not for one person disrupting the peace for several others. Love, jealousy, deceit, and nobility were the spirits that stirred things up among them. The person I’m talking about was the most troubled, deeply affected by her own willfulness, pride, and jealousy. Unfortunately, she had no one to help her rid herself of these spirits, and they drove her to cause harm. Among these friends, there were multiple pairs of lovers, and plenty of tangled plots and plans, because hearts are unpredictable and mysterious, unable to love just because it's expected or sensible. This woman held the key to all the secrets of the house, and with her own agenda in mind, she used her power selfishly for a while. To resolve her doubts, she pretended to be interested in a gentleman who once admired her and, to the great shock of some wise individuals, allowed him to express his feelings for her, knowing it was just a fleeting distraction for both of them. In her hands was a secret that could either enhance or ruin the happiness of the best and closest friends. The evil spirits that haunted her urged her to disrupt their peace and indulge in a sinful hope. On the flip side, honor, justice, and generosity encouraged her to bring them joy, and while she hesitated, a sweet enchantress appeared who, with a single word, dismissed the tormenting spirits forever and gave the troubled woman a charm to keep her free from that point on.”



Line 601 (FINAL)   :  



-----

Line 602 (ORIGINAL): There the serious voice wavered, and with a sudden impulse, Mrs. Snowdon bent her head and kissed the fair forehead that had been lowering more and more as she spoke. Each listener understood the truth, lightly masked in that quick story, and each found a different meaning in it. Sir Jasper frowned and bit his lips, Annon looked anxiously from face to face, Octavia hid hers, and Treherne's lit up with sudden understanding, while Rose quietly laughed to herself, enjoying the moment. Blanche, who was getting sleepy, said with a stifled yawn, “That’s a really nice, moral little story, but I wish there had been some actual ghosts in it.”



Line 602 (FINAL)   : 

-----

Line 603 (ORIGINAL): “There was. Will you come and check them out?”



Line 603 (FINAL)   : 





-----

Line 604 (ORIGINAL): As she asked the question, Mrs. Snowdon suddenly stood up, wanting to end the séance, and gestured for them to follow her as she gracefully ascended the large staircase. Everyone complied, curious about what made her act this way, and fully prepared for any joke she might have in mind.



Line 604 (FINAL)   : 


-----

Line 605 (ORIGINAL): 





Line 605 (FINAL)   : 

-----

Line 606 (ORIGINAL): 


Line 606 (FINAL)   :       Chapter VIII. JASPER

-----

Line 607 (ORIGINAL):  



Line 607 (FINAL)   :     



-----

Line 608 (ORIGINAL): 

Line 608 (FINAL)   : She took them to the north gallery and, stopping at the door, said cheerfully,  

-----

Line 609 (ORIGINAL): 





Line 609 (FINAL)   :       “The ghost—or rather, ghosts, since there were two—  

-----

Line 610 (ORIGINAL): 




Line 610 (FINAL)   :       that scared Patty were Sir Jasper and me, meeting to talk about some  

-----

Line 611 (ORIGINAL): 

Line 611 (FINAL)   :       important issues related to Mr. Treherne. If you want to see spirits,  

-----

Line 612 (ORIGINAL):       Chapter VIII. JASPER

Line 612 (FINAL)   :       we can act like phantoms for you and prove our power.”



-----

Line 613 (ORIGINAL):     



Line 613 (FINAL)   : “Great, let’s go and have a spooky dance, as a perfect ending to our celebration,” replied Rose as they gathered in the long hall.



-----

Line 614 (ORIGINAL): She took them to the north gallery and, stopping at the door, said cheerfully,  

Line 614 (FINAL)   : 

At that moment, the big clock struck twelve, and everyone stopped to say goodbye to the old year. Sir Jasper was the first to speak because, while he was annoyed with Mrs. Snowdon, he was also grateful to her for making light of what had been serious for him. He wanted to hide his frustration behind a cheerful demeanor, so he wrapped an arm around Rose's waist and was about to waltz away as she suggested, saying brightly, “Come one and all, and dance in the new year,” when Octavia's cry stopped him. He turned and saw her standing at the far end of the hall, pale and trembling, pointing.



-----

Line 615 (ORIGINAL):       “The ghost—or rather, ghosts, since there were two—  

Line 615 (FINAL)   : Eight narrow Gothic windows lined both walls of the north gallery. A full moon cast her silvery light strongly on the eastern side, creating wide bands of brightness across the floor. No fires were burning there now, and wherever the moonlight didn’t reach, deep shadows lay. When Octavia shouted, everyone looked, and they all clearly saw a tall, dark figure gliding silently across the second strip of light further down the hall.



-----

Line 616 (ORIGINAL):       that scared Patty were Sir Jasper and me, meeting to talk about some  

Line 616 (FINAL)   : “Is this some joke of yours?” asked Sir Jasper of Mrs. Snowdon, as the figure disappeared into the shadows.



-----

Line 617 (ORIGINAL):       important issues related to Mr. Treherne. If you want to see spirits,  

Line 617 (FINAL)   : “No, I swear, I know nothing about it! I just wanted to ease Octavia's superstitious fears by showing her our tricks,” was the whispered response as Mrs. Snowdon's face went pale, and she moved closer to Jasper.



-----

Line 618 (ORIGINAL):       we can act like phantoms for you and prove our power.”



Line 618 (FINAL)   : “Who’s there?” called Treherne in a commanding tone.



-----

Line 619 (ORIGINAL): “Great, let’s go and have a spooky dance, as a perfect ending to our celebration,” replied Rose as they gathered in the long hall.



Line 619 (FINAL)   : No answer came, but a faint, cold breeze seemed to whisper along the curved ceiling and fade away as the dark figure moved through the third beam of moonlight. A strange sense of awe fell over everyone, and no one spoke; they just stood there, watching for the figure to fully appear. It drew closer and closer, moving silently, and as it reached the sixth window, its shape was clearly visible. It was a tall, thin figure, dressed entirely in black, with a rosary hanging from its belt and a dark beard partially hiding its face.



-----

Line 620 (ORIGINAL): At that moment, the big clock struck twelve, and everyone stopped to say goodbye to the old year. Sir Jasper was the first to speak because, while he was annoyed with Mrs. Snowdon, he was also grateful to her for making light of what had been serious for him. He wanted to hide his frustration behind a cheerful demeanor, so he wrapped an arm around Rose's waist and was about to waltz away as she suggested, saying brightly, “Come one and all, and dance in the new year,” when Octavia's cry stopped him. He turned and saw her standing at the far end of the hall, pale and trembling, pointing.



Line 620 (FINAL)   : “The Abbot's ghost, and it looks great,” said Annon, attempting to laugh but failing completely, as the cold breeze swept over them again, causing everyone to shudder.



-----

Line 621 (ORIGINAL): Eight narrow Gothic windows lined both walls of the north gallery. A full moon cast her silvery light strongly on the eastern side, creating wide bands of brightness across the floor. No fires were burning there now, and wherever the moonlight didn’t reach, deep shadows lay. When Octavia shouted, everyone looked, and they all clearly saw a tall, dark figure gliding silently across the second strip of light further down the hall.



Line 621 (FINAL)   : “Hush!” whispered Treherne, pulling Octavia close to him with a comforting gesture.



-----

Line 622 (ORIGINAL): “Is this some joke of yours?” asked Sir Jasper of Mrs. Snowdon, as the figure disappeared into the shadows.



Line 622 (FINAL)   : Once again, the ghost appeared and vanished, and as they waited for it to move across the last strip of light between it and them, Mrs. Snowdon stepped forward to the edge of the darkness where they stood, as if she intended to face the apparition alone. It emerged from the shadows and paused in the bright light. Mrs. Snowdon, being the closest, saw the face first and let out a faint cry before collapsing onto the stone floor, covering her eyes. No human ever had a look like the ghastly, hollow-eyed, pale-lipped face beneath the hood. Everyone saw it and held their breath as it slowly raised a shadowy arm and pointed a withered finger at Sir Jasper.



-----

Line 623 (ORIGINAL): “No, I swear, I know nothing about it! I just wanted to ease Octavia's superstitious fears by showing her our tricks,” was the whispered response as Mrs. Snowdon's face went pale, and she moved closer to Jasper.



Line 623 (FINAL)   : “Speak, whoever you are, or I'll quickly show whether you’re human or a spirit!” shouted Jasper angrily, stepping forward as if to grab the outstretched arm that seemed to threaten him alone.



-----

Line 624 (ORIGINAL): “Who’s there?” called Treherne in a commanding tone.



Line 624 (FINAL)   : An icy gust swept through the hall, and the ghost slowly faded into the shadows. Jasper sprang after it, but nothing crossed the second beam of light, and nothing remained in the dark. As if taken by a sudden impulse, he raced down the gallery to find everything still and empty, returning with a bewildered look. Blanche had fainted, and Annon was carrying her out of the hall. Rose was holding onto Mrs. Snowdon, and Octavia leaned against her cousin, whispering urgently, “Thank God it didn’t point at you!”



-----

Line 625 (ORIGINAL): No answer came, but a faint, cold breeze seemed to whisper along the curved ceiling and fade away as the dark figure moved through the third beam of moonlight. A strange sense of awe fell over everyone, and no one spoke; they just stood there, watching for the figure to fully appear. It drew closer and closer, moving silently, and as it reached the sixth window, its shape was clearly visible. It was a tall, thin figure, dressed entirely in black, with a rosary hanging from its belt and a dark beard partially hiding its face.



Line 625 (FINAL)   : “Am I more important to you than your brother?” he whispered back.



-----

Line 626 (ORIGINAL): “The Abbot's ghost, and it looks great,” said Annon, attempting to laugh but failing completely, as the cold breeze swept over them again, causing everyone to shudder.



Line 626 (FINAL)   : There was no reply, but one small hand instinctively pressed his, while the other reached out to Jasper, who approached looking pale and shocked but remained steady and silent. Trying to downplay the situation, he said, with a forced smile as he helped Mrs. Snowdon up, “It’s just a silly prank by the staff. Let’s forget about it. Come on, Edith, you’re not acting like yourself.”



-----

Line 627 (ORIGINAL): “Hush!” whispered Treherne, pulling Octavia close to him with a comforting gesture.



Line 627 (FINAL)   : “It was something beyond human, Jasper; you know that as well as I do. Oh, why did I bring you here to face the ghostly warning that haunts your home!”



-----

Line 628 (ORIGINAL): Once again, the ghost appeared and vanished, and as they waited for it to move across the last strip of light between it and them, Mrs. Snowdon stepped forward to the edge of the darkness where they stood, as if she intended to face the apparition alone. It emerged from the shadows and paused in the bright light. Mrs. Snowdon, being the closest, saw the face first and let out a faint cry before collapsing onto the stone floor, covering her eyes. No human ever had a look like the ghastly, hollow-eyed, pale-lipped face beneath the hood. Everyone saw it and held their breath as it slowly raised a shadowy arm and pointed a withered finger at Sir Jasper.



Line 628 (FINAL)   : “Nah, if my time is close, the spirit would have found me no matter where I am. I don’t believe in that ridiculous superstition—I laugh at it and challenge it. Come down and toast to my health with wine from the Abbot's own cellar.”



-----

Line 629 (ORIGINAL): “Speak, whoever you are, or I'll quickly show whether you’re human or a spirit!” shouted Jasper angrily, stepping forward as if to grab the outstretched arm that seemed to threaten him alone.



Line 629 (FINAL)   : But no one felt like being cheerful anymore, and when they saw that Lady Treherne was already worried about Annon, they had to tell her everything, only to find their own confusion grow deeper because of her unwavering belief in the bad omen.



-----

Line 630 (ORIGINAL): An icy gust swept through the hall, and the ghost slowly faded into the shadows. Jasper sprang after it, but nothing crossed the second beam of light, and nothing remained in the dark. As if taken by a sudden impulse, he raced down the gallery to find everything still and empty, returning with a bewildered look. Blanche had fainted, and Annon was carrying her out of the hall. Rose was holding onto Mrs. Snowdon, and Octavia leaned against her cousin, whispering urgently, “Thank God it didn’t point at you!”



Line 630 (FINAL)   : At her request, the house was searched, the staff interrogated, and every effort was made to figure out who the ghost was. All in vain; the house was just like before, and no one, not a single man or woman, wanted to go into the gallery at midnight. At my lady's request, everyone agreed to keep quiet about the mystery and finally went off to whatever sleep they could manage.



-----

Line 631 (ORIGINAL): “Am I more important to you than your brother?” he whispered back.



Line 631 (FINAL)   : The faces around the breakfast table the next morning were very serious, and there were anxious glances toward Sir Jasper as he walked in, late as usual, looking unusually cheerful and well. Nothing serious ever left a lasting impression on his changeable nature. Treherne appeared more like a doomed man, very pale and worn, although he showed occasional flashes of happiness when he looked at Octavia. He followed Jasper like a shadow all morning, much to Jasper's annoyance, as both his mother and sister hovered around him with anxious expressions. By the afternoon, his patience wore thin, and he openly rebelled against the protective attention. Calling for his horse, he said firmly, “I’m completely bored with the seriousness that’s hanging over the house today, so I’m going for a brisk ride before I lose my temper and my spirits completely.”



-----

Line 632 (ORIGINAL): There was no reply, but one small hand instinctively pressed his, while the other reached out to Jasper, who approached looking pale and shocked but remained steady and silent. Trying to downplay the situation, he said, with a forced smile as he helped Mrs. Snowdon up, “It’s just a silly prank by the staff. Let’s forget about it. Come on, Edith, you’re not acting like yourself.”



Line 632 (FINAL)   : “Come with me in the pony carriage, Jasper. I haven't had a ride with you in a long time, and I would really enjoy it,” said my lady, holding him back.



-----

Line 633 (ORIGINAL): “It was something beyond human, Jasper; you know that as well as I do. Oh, why did I bring you here to face the ghostly warning that haunts your home!”



Line 633 (FINAL)   : “Mrs. Snowdon looks like she could use some fresh air to perk up her roses, and the pony carriage is just what she needs, so I'll happily give up my seat for her,” he said with a laugh, as he pulled his hand away from his mother's.



-----

Line 634 (ORIGINAL): “Nah, if my time is close, the spirit would have found me no matter where I am. I don’t believe in that ridiculous superstition—I laugh at it and challenge it. Come down and toast to my health with wine from the Abbot's own cellar.”



Line 634 (FINAL)   : “Take the girls in the carriage. We all want some fresh air, and you’re the best driver we know. Be chivalrous and say yes, dear.”



-----

Line 635 (ORIGINAL): But no one felt like being cheerful anymore, and when they saw that Lady Treherne was already worried about Annon, they had to tell her everything, only to find their own confusion grow deeper because of her unwavering belief in the bad omen.



Line 635 (FINAL)   : “No, thank you, Tavie, that won’t work. Rose and Blanche are both asleep, and you’re eager to go join them, after your late night. As a friend, I urge you to do that, and let me ride how I want.”



-----

Line 636 (ORIGINAL): At her request, the house was searched, the staff interrogated, and every effort was made to figure out who the ghost was. All in vain; the house was just like before, and no one, not a single man or woman, wanted to go into the gallery at midnight. At my lady's request, everyone agreed to keep quiet about the mystery and finally went off to whatever sleep they could manage.



Line 636 (FINAL)   : “Suppose you ask Annon to join you—” started Treherne with a casual air; but Sir Jasper frowned and turned sharply to him, saying, half annoyed, half joking:



-----

Line 637 (ORIGINAL): The faces around the breakfast table the next morning were very serious, and there were anxious glances toward Sir Jasper as he walked in, late as usual, looking unusually cheerful and well. Nothing serious ever left a lasting impression on his changeable nature. Treherne appeared more like a doomed man, very pale and worn, although he showed occasional flashes of happiness when he looked at Octavia. He followed Jasper like a shadow all morning, much to Jasper's annoyance, as both his mother and sister hovered around him with anxious expressions. By the afternoon, his patience wore thin, and he openly rebelled against the protective attention. Calling for his horse, he said firmly, “I’m completely bored with the seriousness that’s hanging over the house today, so I’m going for a brisk ride before I lose my temper and my spirits completely.”



Line 637 (FINAL)   : “Honestly, I feel like a child or a baby with how you’re watching over me today. If you think I’m going to live in constant fear of something going wrong, you’re all very mistaken. Ghost or no ghost, I’m going to enjoy myself while I can; a short life and a fun one has always been my motto, you know, so see you at dinnertime.”



-----

Line 638 (ORIGINAL): “Come with me in the pony carriage, Jasper. I haven't had a ride with you in a long time, and I would really enjoy it,” said my lady, holding him back.



Line 638 (FINAL)   : They watched him ride down the street, and then went their separate ways, still weighed down by an unshakeable sense of dread. Octavia walked into the conservatory, planning to enjoy the soothing silence of the space, but Annon quickly joined her, filled with a lover's hopes and anxieties.



-----

Line 639 (ORIGINAL): “Mrs. Snowdon looks like she could use some fresh air to perk up her roses, and the pony carriage is just what she needs, so I'll happily give up my seat for her,” he said with a laugh, as he pulled his hand away from his mother's.



Line 639 (FINAL)   : “Miss Treherne, I took the chance to come and get my answer. Will my New Year be happy or disappointing?” he asked eagerly.



-----

Line 640 (ORIGINAL): “Take the girls in the carriage. We all want some fresh air, and you’re the best driver we know. Be chivalrous and say yes, dear.”



Line 640 (FINAL)   : “Sorry if my response isn't what you want to hear, but I have to be honest, so I sadly have to decline the honor you're giving me,” she said with regret.



-----

Line 641 (ORIGINAL): “No, thank you, Tavie, that won’t work. Rose and Blanche are both asleep, and you’re eager to go join them, after your late night. As a friend, I urge you to do that, and let me ride how I want.”



Line 641 (FINAL)   : “May I ask why?”



-----

Line 642 (ORIGINAL): “Suppose you ask Annon to join you—” started Treherne with a casual air; but Sir Jasper frowned and turned sharply to him, saying, half annoyed, half joking:



Line 642 (FINAL)   : “Because I don’t love you.”



-----

Line 643 (ORIGINAL): “Honestly, I feel like a child or a baby with how you’re watching over me today. If you think I’m going to live in constant fear of something going wrong, you’re all very mistaken. Ghost or no ghost, I’m going to enjoy myself while I can; a short life and a fun one has always been my motto, you know, so see you at dinnertime.”



Line 643 (FINAL)   : “And you really do love your cousin,” he shouted angrily, stopping to look at her partially turned-away face.



-----

Line 644 (ORIGINAL): They watched him ride down the street, and then went their separate ways, still weighed down by an unshakeable sense of dread. Octavia walked into the conservatory, planning to enjoy the soothing silence of the space, but Annon quickly joined her, filled with a lover's hopes and anxieties.



Line 644 (FINAL)   : She turned it fully toward him and answered, with her genuine sincerity, “Yes, I do, with all my heart, and now my mother won’t stop me, because Maurice has saved my life, and I’m free to give it all to him.”



-----

Line 645 (ORIGINAL): “Miss Treherne, I took the chance to come and get my answer. Will my New Year be happy or disappointing?” he asked eagerly.



Line 645 (FINAL)   : “Happy man, I wish I had been disabled!” sighed Annon. Then, with a sincere effort to be fair and generous, he added earnestly, “No more needs to be said, he deserves you; I don’t want any sacrifice to duty; I’m letting go and leaving, praying that heaven blesses you now and forever.”



-----

Line 646 (ORIGINAL): “Sorry if my response isn't what you want to hear, but I have to be honest, so I sadly have to decline the honor you're giving me,” she said with regret.



Line 646 (FINAL)   : He kissed her hand and went to find my lady to say his goodbyes, as no amount of persuasion could make him stay. After leaving a note for Sir Jasper, he rushed off, much to Treherne's relief and Blanche's deep disappointment, who nonetheless held onto the hope of another chance later in the season.



-----

Line 647 (ORIGINAL): “May I ask why?”



Line 647 (FINAL)   : “Here comes Jasper, Mom, safe and sound,” shouted Octavia a little later, as she joined her mother on the terrace, where she had been pacing back and forth nearly ever since her son rode away.



-----

Line 648 (ORIGINAL): “Because I don’t love you.”



Line 648 (FINAL)   : With a huge smile of relief, she waved her handkerchief as he came clattering up the driveway, and seeing her, he responded with a wave of his hat and hand. He usually got off at the front door of the grand hall, but on a whim, he decided to ride along the wall below the terrace because he was a talented rider, and Mrs. Snowdon was watching from her window. As he got closer, the peacocks screeched and fled, and one flew up right in front of the horse's eyes just as he was about to dismount. The spirited horse got startled, leaped partway up the wide, low steps of the terrace, and, being yanked back sharply, slipped, fell, and ended up rolling down with him.



-----

Line 649 (ORIGINAL): “And you really do love your cousin,” he shouted angrily, stopping to look at her partially turned-away face.



Line 649 (FINAL)   : Never did those who heard it forget the scream that escaped Lady Treherne's lips as she witnessed the fall. It drew out both guests and staff to find Octavia desperately wrestling with the scared horse, while my lady was down on the stones with her son's bleeding head in her arms.



-----

Line 650 (ORIGINAL): She turned it fully toward him and answered, with her genuine sincerity, “Yes, I do, with all my heart, and now my mother won’t stop me, because Maurice has saved my life, and I’m free to give it all to him.”



Line 650 (FINAL)   : They carried in the broken, lifeless body, and for hours, they tried everything that skill and science could come up with to save the young man's life. But every effort was useless, and as the sun set, Sir Jasper lay dying. Finally conscious and able to speak, he looked around with a worried expression, seeming to struggle with a desire that overpowered his pain and kept death at a distance.



-----

Line 651 (ORIGINAL): “Happy man, I wish I had been disabled!” sighed Annon. Then, with a sincere effort to be fair and generous, he added earnestly, “No more needs to be said, he deserves you; I don’t want any sacrifice to duty; I’m letting go and leaving, praying that heaven blesses you now and forever.”



Line 651 (FINAL)   : “I want Maurice,” he said weakly, finally.



-----

Line 652 (ORIGINAL): He kissed her hand and went to find my lady to say his goodbyes, as no amount of persuasion could make him stay. After leaving a note for Sir Jasper, he rushed off, much to Treherne's relief and Blanche's deep disappointment, who nonetheless held onto the hope of another chance later in the season.



Line 652 (FINAL)   : “Hey there, I’m here,” replied his cousin from a seat in the shadow of the half-drawn curtains.



-----

Line 653 (ORIGINAL): “Here comes Jasper, Mom, safe and sound,” shouted Octavia a little later, as she joined her mother on the terrace, where she had been pacing back and forth nearly ever since her son rode away.



Line 653 (FINAL)   : “Always there when I need you. You've helped me out of many tough spots, but this is beyond what you can do,” and a faint smile crossed Jasper's lips as memories rushed through his mind. But the smile faded, and a groan of pain escaped him as he suddenly cried, “Quick! Let me tell it before it's too late! Maurice never will, but he’ll carry the shame all his life so that my dead name remains untarnished. Bring Edith; she needs to hear the truth.”



-----

Line 654 (ORIGINAL): With a huge smile of relief, she waved her handkerchief as he came clattering up the driveway, and seeing her, he responded with a wave of his hat and hand. He usually got off at the front door of the grand hall, but on a whim, he decided to ride along the wall below the terrace because he was a talented rider, and Mrs. Snowdon was watching from her window. As he got closer, the peacocks screeched and fled, and one flew up right in front of the horse's eyes just as he was about to dismount. The spirited horse got startled, leaped partway up the wide, low steps of the terrace, and, being yanked back sharply, slipped, fell, and ended up rolling down with him.



Line 654 (FINAL)   : She was soon there, and lying in his mother's arms, one hand in his cousin's and one on his sister's bent head, Jasper quickly shared the secret that had weighed on him for a year.



-----

Line 655 (ORIGINAL): Never did those who heard it forget the scream that escaped Lady Treherne's lips as she witnessed the fall. It drew out both guests and staff to find Octavia desperately wrestling with the scared horse, while my lady was down on the stones with her son's bleeding head in her arms.



Line 655 (FINAL)   : “I did it; I forged my uncle's name after I lost heavily at gambling and couldn’t tell my mom or risk wasting more of my own money. I tricked Maurice into thinking the check was real; I had him present it and get the cash, and when everything went smoothly, I thought I was in the clear. But my uncle found out secretly, didn’t say anything, and, thinking Maurice was the one who forged it, disowned him. I didn’t find out until the old man died, and by then it was too late. I confessed to Maurice, and he forgave me. He said, 'I am helpless now, cut off from the world, with nothing to lose or gain, and soon to be forgotten by those who once knew me, so let any hint of shame that might linger stick to me, and you go on with your life, wealthy, happy, honorable, and free from any stain on your reputation.' Mom, I let him do it, not realizing that many knew the hidden sin and believed he was responsible for it.”



-----

Line 656 (ORIGINAL): They carried in the broken, lifeless body, and for hours, they tried everything that skill and science could come up with to save the young man's life. But every effort was useless, and as the sun set, Sir Jasper lay dying. Finally conscious and able to speak, he looked around with a worried expression, seeming to struggle with a desire that overpowered his pain and kept death at a distance.



Line 656 (FINAL)   : “Hush, Jasper, let it go. I can handle it; I promised your dear father I would always be your loyal friend, and I’ve just kept my promise.”



-----

Line 657 (ORIGINAL): “I want Maurice,” he said weakly, finally.



Line 657 (FINAL)   : “God knows you have, but now my life is ending, and I can’t die until you’ve cleared things up. Edith, I only told you part of the truth, and you would have used it against him if some angel hadn’t sent this girl to soften your heart. You’ve done your part to make up for the past, now let me do mine. Mom, Tavie loves him, and he has risked his life and honor for me. Please repay him generously and give him this.”



-----

Line 658 (ORIGINAL): “Hey there, I’m here,” replied his cousin from a seat in the shadow of the half-drawn curtains.



Line 658 (FINAL)   : With a weak attempt, Sir Jasper tried to place his sister's hand in Treherne's as he spoke; Mrs. Snowdon assisted him, and as my lady lowered her head in quiet agreement, a happy smile lit up the dying man's face.



-----

Line 659 (ORIGINAL): “Always there when I need you. You've helped me out of many tough spots, but this is beyond what you can do,” and a faint smile crossed Jasper's lips as memories rushed through his mind. But the smile faded, and a groan of pain escaped him as he suddenly cried, “Quick! Let me tell it before it's too late! Maurice never will, but he’ll carry the shame all his life so that my dead name remains untarnished. Bring Edith; she needs to hear the truth.”



Line 659 (FINAL)   : “Just one more confession, and then I’m ready,” he said, looking up into the face of the woman he had loved with all the intensity of a shallow soul. “It was a joke to you, Edith, but it felt serious to me because I loved you, even though it was wrong. Ask your husband to forgive me, and let him know it’s better for me to die than to disrupt a good man’s peace. Kiss me once, and make him happy for my sake.”



-----

Line 660 (ORIGINAL): She was soon there, and lying in his mother's arms, one hand in his cousin's and one on his sister's bent head, Jasper quickly shared the secret that had weighed on him for a year.



Line 660 (FINAL)   : She gently pressed her cold lips against his with a sense of regret, and in that moment, she made a silent promise to honor that fading wish.



-----

Line 661 (ORIGINAL): “I did it; I forged my uncle's name after I lost heavily at gambling and couldn’t tell my mom or risk wasting more of my own money. I tricked Maurice into thinking the check was real; I had him present it and get the cash, and when everything went smoothly, I thought I was in the clear. But my uncle found out secretly, didn’t say anything, and, thinking Maurice was the one who forged it, disowned him. I didn’t find out until the old man died, and by then it was too late. I confessed to Maurice, and he forgave me. He said, 'I am helpless now, cut off from the world, with nothing to lose or gain, and soon to be forgotten by those who once knew me, so let any hint of shame that might linger stick to me, and you go on with your life, wealthy, happy, honorable, and free from any stain on your reputation.' Mom, I let him do it, not realizing that many knew the hidden sin and believed he was responsible for it.”



Line 661 (FINAL)   : “Tavie dear, Maurice, my brother, bless you both. Goodbye, Mother. He'll be a better son than I’ve been to you.” Then, the man’s carefree spirit lingered until the end, as Sir Jasper laughed softly, seeming to summon an unseen presence, and died cheerfully saying, “Alright, Father Abbot, lead the way, I’ll follow you.”



-----

Line 662 (ORIGINAL): “Hush, Jasper, let it go. I can handle it; I promised your dear father I would always be your loyal friend, and I’ve just kept my promise.”



Line 662 (FINAL)   : 





-----

Line 663 (ORIGINAL): “God knows you have, but now my life is ending, and I can’t die until you’ve cleared things up. Edith, I only told you part of the truth, and you would have used it against him if some angel hadn’t sent this girl to soften your heart. You’ve done your part to make up for the past, now let me do mine. Mom, Tavie loves him, and he has risked his life and honor for me. Please repay him generously and give him this.”

