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Von Ellen Fisher : The Light in the Darkness: A Loveswept Classic Romance  before purchasing it in order to 
gage whether or not it would be worth my time, and all praised The Light in the Darkness: A Loveswept Classic 
Romance: 

KundenrezensionenHilfreichste Kundenrezensionen0 von 0 Kunden fanden die folgende Rezension hilfreich. 
Excellent debutVon Ein KundeSeven years ago, the Virginia aristocracy agreed that Edward Grayson had murdered 
his spouse, Diana, even though there was no evidence to prove it. Even Edward, who does not remember the events of 
that day due to a drunken stupor, feels he must have murdered Diana. Since that fatal day, Edward has lived inside a 
bottle of Madeira. In spite of the rumors and his sordid lifestyle, mothers constantly toss their virgin daughters at him 
as he is still considered a prize catch.His sister Catherine constantly nags him to remarry and though he does not want 
a new wife, he heeds her pestering. He barters with a tavern owner, selling his horse in exchange for the man's niece. 

http://f3db.com/pub/links.php?id=B00BE2572Y


Edward figures that Jenny Wilton is a filthy, ugly, and moronic individual who would make the perfect spouse for 
someone like him. She could not demand things like love and family, and he would stop the parade of young ladies 
being thrown at him. However, underneath all that filth lurks a beautiful, intelligent, and determined young woman, 
who plans to become his fair lady and perhaps earn his love during the transformation.THE LIGHT IN THE 
DARKNESS is a marvelous retelling of George Bernard Shaw's PYGMALIAN, however, this being a historical 
romance the novel ends much happier for the lead protagonists than the play. The story line is moving and filled with 
fun and authenticity. The lead characters make a dynamic pair as she struggles to overcome her background while 
forcing her spouse to confront his demons. Ellen Fisher adds much freshness to the Colonial American romance sub-
genre with this winning novel.Harriet Klausner0 von 0 Kunden fanden die folgende Rezension hilfreich. Gripping and 
compelling characters!Von Ein KundeThis novel is far from the average romance novel so many publishers churn out 
these days. The characters are far from the norm, and don't behave as we often think they should. There were many 
nice surprises. Just when I thought I could leave our heroine to my nightstand, I would have to read more. Ellen's 
description of early colonial life is accurate. The attitudes, beliefs, and expectations of their generation breathe through 
these characters. It wouldn't be hard to imagine these people actually existed and had stepped out of time and into 
Ellen's beautiful prose. The Light in the Darkness is a rare find--a must read.0 von 0 Kunden fanden die folgende 
Rezension hilfreich. A wonderful new author!Von Ein KundeI loved Ellen Fisher's fantastic debut novel, THE LIGHT 
IN THE DARKNESS! The characters were admirable and full of depth, making you feel for them from the very first 
page. I've always been a big fan of the Pygmalion plot, and Ms. Fisher has done it here with a style all her own. This is 
a wonderfully detailed, emotional book, by a fresh new talent in historical romance! I've just added another 'automatic 
buy' to my short list of terrific authors---thanks for a great read, Ms. Fisher! Looking forward to the next!

KurzbeschreibungIn Ellen Fishers charming novel of romance and redemption in colonial Virginia, a tormented 
widower rediscovers his passion for life with a most unlikely bride. Edward Greyson is one of the most eligible 
bachelors in the New Worldand he couldnt care less. Haunted by the death of his wife, scornful of female wiles, and 
completely contemptuous of any attempt to bring happiness into his life, the brooding rogue known as Grey hardly 
considers himself a catch. And yet, if only to put an end to his sisters incessant nagging, Grey chooses a new bride 
after all, albeit one who confounds the expectations of polite society: an ignorant, unkempt, timid young tavern wench. 
No one knows better than Jennifer Wilton that she isnt a suitable match for an aristocrat like Grey. And though she 
cant begin to explain Greys stormy temperament, one thing is sure: Whatever his intentions, the astonishingly 
handsome stranger saved her from a life of drudgery and cruelty. To repay his kindness, Jenny vows to transform 
herself into a ravishing, accomplished beauty, the kind of wife who would make him proudand the kind of woman 
with whom he might just fall in love. Includes a special message from the editor, as well as excerpts from other 
Loveswept titles.KurzbeschreibungIn Ellen Fishers charming novel of romance and redemption in colonial Virginia, a 
tormented widower rediscovers his passion for life with a most unlikely bride. Edward Greyson is one of the most 
eligible bachelors in the New Worldand he couldnt care less. Haunted by the death of his wife, scornful of female 
wiles, and completely contemptuous of any attempt to bring happiness into his life, the brooding rogue known as Grey 
hardly considers himself a catch. And yet, if only to put an end to his sisters incessant nagging, Grey chooses a new 
bride after all, albeit one who confounds the expectations of polite society: an ignorant, unkempt, timid young tavern 
wench. No one knows better than Jennifer Wilton that she isnt a suitable match for an aristocrat like Grey. And though 
she cant begin to explain Greys stormy temperament, one thing is sure: Whatever his intentions, the astonishingly 
handsome stranger saved her from a life of drudgery and cruelty. To repay his kindness, Jenny vows to transform 
herself into a ravishing, accomplished beauty, the kind of wife who would make him proudand the kind of woman 
with whom he might just fall in love. Includes a special message from the editor, as well as excerpts from other 
Loveswept titles.Leseprobe. Abdruck erfolgt mit freundlicher Genehmigung der Rechteinhaber. Alle Rechte 
vorbehalten.Jennifer found herself lying awake in the darkness that night, completely unable to sleep. Her husband had 
finally noticed her, had even looked at her with something resembling newfound respect and admiration.Why he 
should admire her for a quirk in her character over which she had no control she could not fathom, but it had been 
evident from the expression in his eyes that he did.And now that he had noticed her, now that she had earned his 
attention, possibly, just possibly, he might begin to feel some sort of affection for her. The words she had read this 
afternoon from Ecclesiastes came back to her with perfect clarity. There was a time to mourn, but there was also a 
time to love. Perhaps the time for Grey to mourn was finally over. Perhaps, at long last, it was once again time for him 
to love.With those hopeful thoughts racing in her mind, she could not sleep.The music of the stars was calling to 
her.Slipping from her bed and pulling on a loose linsey-woolsey gown that did not require stays, she glided silently 
downstairs, only to pause at the sight of flickering candlelight in Grey's study. "Grey?"She moved closer to the door, 
seeing that his head was buried in his hands, his shoulders shaking.She felt a stab of pity for her husband, so lost by 
himself but so completely unable to ask others for guidance.Last time she had discovered Grey thus, she had only 



dared to peer around the edge of the door. This time, moved by an impulse she could not explain, she crossed the 
chamber swiftly and placed a hand on his shoulder. "Grey!" she whispered urgently. "It's all right. I'm here 
now."Slowly he lifted his head, raking her face with her gaze. What she saw in his stormy gray eyes caught at her 
heart. Defeated, haunted, they were the eyes of a dying man."Don't cry," she murmured, brushing the tears from his 
haggard face as though he were a child. Strange, she thought, how he could be so arrogant and remote by day, yet so 
terribly vulnerable by night. "Don't.""I can't help it," Grey muttered in a voice clogged to hoarseness by tears. As if 
embarrassed by her clear, level gaze, he lowered his face into his hands once more.Jennifer had no idea how to deal 
with his emotions, or with anyone's emotions, for that matter. She had cried only once in the last eight years. Until she 
had come to Greyhaven she had not even felt the need for tears. And now, faced with someone else's grief, she found 
herself at a complete loss.She stroked the thick black hair as he bowed his head in abject misery, wishing she could do 
more to ease his pain. "You mustn't feel this way," she said softly, aware that her words were woefully inadequate in 
the face of his agony. "Please. . . "Grey looked up at her through red-rimmed eyes. "Ah, God," he said tiredly. "You're 
right. I should feel nothing, but I'm too full of emotion. All I can feel is love and sorrow and grief, churned together 
and swirling inside of me until I choke on it." He clutched her hand to his cheek in a gesture so childlike that a lump 
came to her throat.In a moment some of his pain seemed to fade. He looked up in a way that was almost shy and 
studied her features in the candlelight. She thought there was something strange about the way he looked at her, his 
expression was intent but oddly blank, as though he were looking through her somehow. "You're very beautiful," he 
said at last. "Did you know that?"Startled and shocked by his sudden mercurial change of emotions, Jennifer flushed a 
brilliant red and started to back away, but he caught her arms in a surprisingly strong grip. "Don't go," he pleaded in a 
desperate, low voice. The agony had faded from his features, replaced by something even more elemental."I need you. 
You are so beautiful...."She sensed that he was dreadfully drunk, but she could not pull away. His long fingers held her 
arms so tightly and his hopeful silver eyes held her pinned. "Grey," she said in what she hoped was a reproving tone. 
"Let go of me.""I can't," Grey whispered. One of his hands released her arm and reached up to stroke the smooth curve 
of her jaw. Jennifer froze at the peculiar sensation of his strong, calloused fingers caressing her soft skin. "I've tried, 
but I can't. I can never let go of you. Oh, God, I want you. And you want me too. Please tell me so."She could not look 
into those brilliant silver eyes and lie. "I do," she admitted faintly. Heaven help her, it was true. There was something 
so blatantly masculine about him, clad as he was in a ruffled linen shirt that was open at the neck, exposing part of the 
solidly muscled expanse of his chest. There was something terribly compelling about his sharply chiseled features, 
thrown into sharper relief than ever by the faint light of the candle. Grey was more than attractive, more than 
handsome. He was irresistible."Say it," he commanded softly, eyes gleaming with something more than hope. Jennifer 
saw the powerful emotion in his eyes, recognized it for what it was with feminine instinct, and helplessly responded to 
it."I want you," she whispered, less shyly now.The expression of raw, elemental passion on his face left little doubt 
that he returned the sentiment in full. How he could want her so powerfully, so desperately, when he had rarely even 
acknowledged her presence in the past she could not fathom, but it was evident that he did. She was unable to bring 
herself to question fate. Slightly dazed at the direction events were taking, she repeated, "I want you."The crystalline 
truth of those words shocked her. She had thought herself attracted to his younger self, a man with Grey's arrogance 
and charm, but with Edward's passion. Somehow that man was before her now. He came slowly to his feet, staring 
down at her with all the passion that was his nature etched clearly on his handsome face.And Jennifer felt the first 
passion of her life welling up in response. She did not struggle when his lips touched hers. The thought of struggle 
never occurred to her. Instead she responded eagerly, joyfully, wrapping her arms ardently around his broad shoulders, 
reveling in the strangely delightful sensations his caressing hands and lips aroused. Even when his lips opened and his 
tongue delicately stroked hers, she did not recoil in shock, only pressed herself closer to him. The taste of apple brandy 
on his lips was so intoxicating, his arms around her so warm and solid, that she wondered dizzily if she were 
dreaming. It had to be a dream. Reality had never been this wonderful.It was no dream. His questing hand on her 
breast, his mouth moving caressingly down the sensitive flesh of her throat, all were real. The emotions she had kept 
bottled inside for so long flooded powerfully through her body and her mind, destroying all conscious thought and 
volition. She could only moan in helpless pleasure and press her soft body closer to his hard one.Even when he pulled 
her down onto the Oriental carpet she made no protest. She could not have formulated an objection had she wanted to. 
This was what she wanted, this was all that mattered. Every dream she had ever had was fulfilled as he kissed her with 
ever greater ardor. The weight of his body pressed her into the soft carpet, and she reveled in the sensation. She was 
helping to ease his grief, and she knew joy for the first time in a very long time. 


