England, 1885  

   Mist dampened the night air and hovered low to the ground.   Dim moonlight showered the land.  The country hillside stood bare of foliage in the late fall  season.  The sound  of  horses’  hoofs  echoed   as  they  trampled  the  cobblestone  road.  The  coach,  dark  and  lonely,   traveled  the  incline  to  a  structure  that  waited  alone  on  the  hill.   Leyland cypress sat lazily along  the  lake’s  banks.  Foggy mist  rose   above  the  water,  hovering  over  the  tall  pine  trees,  giving  them  a   fear-­‐‑provoking  look.  Sounds  in  the  night  whispered  as  the  wind   sang  a  tune  with  a  hooting  owl  nearby.   An  eerie  stone  mansion  sat  high  above  the  road.  Leaf-­‐‑ stripped  trees,  standing  tall  and  wide,  lined  the  long,  winding  drive   leading  to  the  mansion.  An orange  glow  streamed  out  from  a   window  and  flickered  in  the  dark  of  the  night,  crossing  the  front  of   the  large  estate.   Two strong horses  pulled  the  black  coach  to  a  stop  at  the   front  door.  A hooded  person  emerged  from  the  dark  interior  of  the   coach  with  the  help  of  the  driver,  who  had  come  around  quickly  to   assist  his  passenger.  The foggy  mist  surrounded  the  visitor’s  boots   as  the  cold  night’s  sting  hit  his  face.   The  large  front  door  opened.  A  tall  man  stood  waiting  to   greet  the  lonely  rider.  Stiff-­‐‑postured, he  wore  the  clothes  of  a  butler.   “Come with  me,  sir,”  he  said  in  a  deep,  demanding  voice.   The welcomed  guest’s  hand  reached  out  from  the  cape  and   pulled  the  hood  away  from  his  head,  exposing  his  face  and  dark   brown  hair.  He  didn’t  speak  or  smile,  but  followed  the  butler  along   a  wide  hallway  lighted  with  large  candles  on  tall  pedestals  spaced  a   few  feet  apart.  The  butler  opened  the  door  to  a  room  and  escorted him.

