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  As all nights seemed to be in this godforsaken place, this one had been a dark and stormy one. Evelynne, the Mawthers' governess, had been sleepless all night. Between having to go into the nursery to comfort the children, and the loud booming and banging of nature outside, she hadn't managed to sleep a wink. Now, the dawn was just peeking through the windows of her suite. But she knew that she would get no rest yet. There would be the children to dislodge from their beds, managing to clean them up and get them dressed in time to join their parents in the huge, dark dining room to suffer through another insipid breakfast.



