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I didn’t realize it when I closed on my house
that rainy morning in October that I had set into motion the most
terrifying few days of my life. Do you belief in ghosts, evil
spirits? No? I used to be just like you and scoff at other people’s
experiences with the paranormal. You may still be a skeptic after
you hear my story, but somehow I doubt it.

I turned up the wooded drive to my new home,
admiring the brilliant fall colors of the maples and oaks along the
way. Still I couldn’t believe my good fortune at finding the old
two story Victorian house nestled in the beautiful Blue Ridge
Mountains of Western North Carolina. It was everything I had ever
wanted in a home. Built in the 1800s, it still had all the
characteristics of that era with its ornate gingerbread trim and
other details particular to that period. It had been, for the most
part, kept to its original state. I couldn’t wait to begin
refinishing the old woodwork and molding that ran throughout the
old place.

Its once elegant rose garden now consisted of
dead weeds, except for the rambling rose that wound its way along
the partially covered stone footpath, and up the side of a
crumbling shed. I wasn’t deterred one little bit. After all, I had
high hopes of restoring that garden to its original glory.

Grabbing the two bags of groceries from the
passenger seat of my SUV, I carried them through the back door into
the kitchen, the screen door slamming shut behind me.

Moe, my cat, was waiting for me. “Meow!
Meow!” He cried, rubbing his head against my legs and purring.

I laughed. “I didn’t forget your food.” I
filled his bowl to the rim and he dove right in.

A cool breeze suddenly swept through the room
and I shivered. Rubbing my hands up and down my arms, I could feel
the goose bumps on my skin. After all, I thought, it was late
October in the mountains. I closed the back door and finished
putting my groceries away, not thinking any more about it.

After unpacking a few more cartons, I
realized just how exhausted I was and decided to go up to bed.
Yawning, I turned off the lights and staggered up the stairs to my
bedroom with Moe bouncing along beside me. After a quick shower, I
changed into a tee shirt and shorts, my favorite pj’s, and
practically crawled into bed. I had just closed my eyes when the
phone rang.

“Hello?”

“Jamie Clark?”

“Yes?” I didn’t recognize the voice.

“I’m Dillon McDaniels, from the real estate
office. Susie is out of town and asked me to give you some old
photos she found of your property. I could bring them by at ten
o’clock tomorrow morning if that’s convenient.”

Susie was the real estate agent whom I had
used to buy my house and we had become good friends during the
process. I had asked her to look for some photos so I could see how
my property had once looked as I had dreams of making it look that
way again. I was excited to see what she had found. “Sure, ten
o’clock will be fine.”

“Great! See you then. Goodnight, Miss
Clark.”

“Thanks, goodnight.” I fell asleep almost as
soon as I hung up the phone. Sometime later that night, I was
startled out of a sound sleep by a clap of thunder so loud that it
shook the entire house. I jumped awake, my heart pounding against
my ribs. A flash of lightning zigzagged across the dark sky,
lighting up the room. “It’s only a storm, Jamie,” I told myself,
switching on the bedside lamp. Sheets of rain and pellets of hail
pounded against the roof and the wooden siding of the house. I
tossed back the covers and walked over to the window to look
outside. It was raining so hard, I couldn’t see a thing. Lighting
flashed again and for just an instant, I could have sworn I saw the
reflection of a man standing behind me. I screamed and whirled
around, finding myself alone in the room, except for Moe, who,
until then, had been lying quietly on the bed. He suddenly leapt to
his feet, his hair standing on edge, and began yowling. What in the
world was going on? I was seeing things, and Moe had gone stark
raving mad! The storm must have frightened him. I picked him up.
“Its okay, Moe.” He eventually calmed down and I went back to bed.
Feeling anxious, I blamed it on the storm, but still decided to
leave the lamp on. I fell asleep sometime later, puzzled about what
I thought I had seen.

When next I opened my eyes, morning sunlight
was spilling across the hardwood floor, making it seem as if the
terrible storm the night before had never happened. I sat on the
edge of the bed and stretched. Someone knocked at the front door. I
looked at the time. Ten o’clock! Mr. McDaniels was downstairs, and
I was just getting out of bed! I quickly ran a brush through my
hair, and grabbed my lavender robe, tying the sash around my waist
as I raced barefoot down the stairs.

I threw open the door, and found myself
looking into a pair of the most beautiful brown eyes I'd ever seen.
I know women who would kill for eye lashes like his.

He raked his fingers through his dark, collar
length hair and smiled, showing a mouth full of perfect teeth, to
match his perfectly chiseled features.

“Mr. McDaniels?”

“Please. call me Dillon,” he said, handing me
an eight by ten envelope. “Did I get the time wrong, Miss
Clark?”

I shook my head. “No, no, I just overslept.
Please come in, and call me Jamie.” He walked past me and I got a
whiff of his cologne. There’s nothing better than a good smelling
man, especially a handsome one, and this fellow fit into both
categories. I breathed in deeply, enjoying the masculine scent, and
closed the door behind him.”

“I’m sorry if I woke you.”

“You didn’t. I just didn’t realize how late
it was. I should have set the alarm, but I’m usually an early
riser. All the moving must have really drained me. Would you like a
cup of coffee? It won’t take me but a minute to make a pot.”

“I’ve got a better idea. Let me take you out
to breakfast.”

I was pleasantly surprised. “You don’t have
to do that.”

“I know I don’t have to, I want to. A big
plate of southern homemade biscuits smothered in country gravy,
with sausage and eggs on the side, sounds pretty good to me on a
Saturday morning. What do you say?”

I liked this guy. “It sounds pretty good to
me too, if you toss in lots of coffee. Just give me a few minutes
to get dressed. Just make yourself at home,” I said, as I raced
back upstairs.

Grabbing a pair of jeans out of a packing
carton and a white, long sleeved button front shirt from the
armoire, I tossed on a little mascara, tossed my hair with a little
gel, and took a look in the mirror. “Not bad, Jamie, I said,
slipping my feet into a pair of brown leather mules. After dabbing
on a bit of my best perfume, I headed back downstairs.

I didn’t see Dillon anywhere. Could he have
changed his mind and left? “Dillon?”

“I’m over here,” he said, coming out of the
kitchen. “I hope you don’t mind, I was just checking out the
place.” He suddenly stopped talking and looked me up and down.
“Wow! What a transformation! Not that you didn’t look just fine
before.” There was a faint glint of humor in his eyes.

“Yeah, right.”

“Ready to go?”

“I will be as soon as I feed my cat.” Dillon
followed me into the kitchen and leaned against the doorframe,
watching me as I fed Moe.

“Now, I’m ready,” I said, putting away the
bag of food.

I grabbed the envelope from the table on the
way out and slipped it into my handbag. “I want to take a look at
these over breakfast.”

It didn’t take but a couple of minutes for us
to arrive at the local eatery, The French Broad Café, and have our
breakfast served. I bit into a gravy covered biscuit and
practically moaned. “This food is delicious.”

He smiled at me, and I noticed how the
corners of his brown eyes crinkled when he did. “Glad you like it.”
His demeanor suddenly changed. “Jamie, may I ask you something?
It's going to sound strange."

“Sure, what is it?” I couldn't imagine what
he wanted to ask me.

“Were you crying when you were upstairs?"

“Of course not, why would I've been
crying?”

“That’s what I thought.” He put his fork down
on the edge of his plate and looked me directly in the eye. “I
could have sworn I heard a woman crying. I know it sounds crazy,
but that’s what I heard.”

I didn’t know what to say. “Could it have
been a bird, or insect?”

He shook his head and leaned back in his
chair. “I don’t think so, but I could be wrong. That’s why you
caught me coming out of the kitchen. I was trying to figure out
where the sound was coming from.” He picked up his fork and resumed
eating.

I opened the envelope and slid the contents
out onto the table. We looked at several pictures showcasing the
front of the house and the garden in all of it's past splendor.
Then I picked up a photo of a man and young woman. I began to
tremble as it slowly sank in as to what I was seeing. I let out a
gasp.

“Are you okay? You’re as pale as a
ghost!”

I held the photo closer to my face and
examined it. “Funny you should mention the word “ghost.” You’re not
going to believe me when I tell you what happened to me last night.
During the storm I could have sworn I saw a man's reflection behind
me in the window of my bedroom. Of course when I turned around,
there was no one there except my cat, and he began acting all
weird.”

Dillon sat there, his food forgotten for the
moment. “I’ve got a feeling there’s more to this story. I can’t
believe that both our minds were playing tricks on us.”

“You’re right. I based last night’s incident
on an overactive imagination, and a stormy night in an old house.
That is until I saw this photo, now I’m not so sure. The man in
this picture is the same man I saw behind me in the window, I sure
of it. It’s okay if you don’t believe me. It all sounds so
farfetched.” I wouldn’t have blamed him at that moment if he had
gotten up and left.

Dillon started to say something, but waited
until the waitress finished refilling our cups. “I’m one of those
people who walk the line between being a skeptic and a believer.
You don’t strike me as someone who would just make something like
this up. Besides,” he shrugged, “I know what I heard in that
house.”

A thought came to mind. “What if my house is
haunted? I even feel like an idiot saying that, because I don’t
believe in ghosts. I've used all of my savings to purchase that
house. I don’t have anywhere else to go.” I was beginning to feel
desperation creeping up on me.

He reached across the table and squeezed my
hand. “Let’s not jump to conclusions. Maybe you saw the photo
somewhere else and the man’s features just stuck with you.”

I appreciated him trying to ease my fears,
but it wasn’t helping. “I have to find out who this man is and his
attachment to the house. Any idea on how I might do that?”

He let go of my hand and picked up a slice of
crispy bacon. “I love a good mystery as well as the next guy, and
this morning my curiosity is at full mast. I know someone who might
be able to give us the information we need.”

“Who?” He said “we” which meant we were going
to find out together. My heart sang with delight, and I felt
calmer, knowing I wasn’t alone.

“My grandmother, Granny McDaniels,” he said,
biting into his bacon.

I held the envelope on my lap as the jeep
traveled along the two lane mountain road that wound around the
countryside dressed in all of its fall glory. The day had turned
out to be a sunny one and Dillon had removed the top before we
started. When he had suggested we go and see his grandmother, I was
all for it, but now I was beginning to feel silly and wondering if
the whole thing was just a figment of my imagination. “Your
grandmother will think I’m a nut.”

He chuckled, a smoky sound that caused a warm
glow to spread through me. “No, she won’t. First of all, she will
love the company. Second, she has the best memory of anybody I
know. And third, she could tell you ghost stories all day, and some
of them would make your hair stand on end. When I was little, I
would beg her to tell me one, and when she did, I’d lay awake half
the night with my head under the covers. Of course, she never
called them ghosts, she call them haints.”

We turned onto a rutted out dirt road that
wound around for about half a mile, before ending in front of a
freshly painted white house, its era near that of my own. A large
tobacco barn, a chicken coup and other out buildings sat away from
the house, leaving no doubt that it had once been a hard working
farm. As I opened the door, I heard a rooster crow and chickens
clucking nearby. I followed Dillon up on the porch. An elderly
woman sat dozing in a white rocker, a throw about her shoulders,
and a worn Bible open on her lap.

“Granny?” he whispered beside the woman’s
ear.

She stirred and smiled up at him sleepily.
Then she spotted me. “Who’s that you got with you, Dillon? She’s as
cute as a button.”

He looked around at me a bit shyly. “Granny,
this is Jamie, and I actually think she’s cuter than any old
button.”

I didn’t know what to say, so I just
smiled.

She started the rocker to moving. “It’s nice
to meet you, Jamie.”

She waved her hand toward the porch swing and
I sat down. “Mrs. McDaniels, it’s nice to meet you, too. I guess
you’re wondering what I’m doing here with your grandson.”

“Well, he’s a good looking boy, I can
guess.”

Heat rose in my cheeks, and Dillon came to
the rescue. “It’s not what you think, at least not yet. Jamie has
some questions to ask you about the house she just bought.”

My pulse quickened, wondering about the
implication of what he had said. “Do you mind, Mrs. McDaniels?” I
asked, opening the envelope.

“No, of course not. What's that you got
there?”

“I was wondering if you could identify the
people in this old photo.” I reached it to her.

She studied it for a few moments, and pointed
a weathered finger at the young woman. “That is Adalein Sawyer and
the man beside her is her husband, William,” she said, handing it
back to me with an expression on her face that I couldn’t identify.
“You bought the Sawyer place?”

There was something in her tone that gave me
pause. “Yes, is something wrong?”

She shook her head. “I won’t say, since
you’ve got to live there. Anyway, that was a long time ago.
Besides, you never know what’s true and what’s not.”

Dillon leaned against the banisters and
crossed his arms. “Granny, what’s going on in that head of
yours?"

“Boy, sometimes it better to let sleeping
dogs lie. That’s all I’ve got to say about it.”

He leaned down and kissed her wrinkled
forehead. “Thanks, Granny. We’ve got to go.” He pulled a chocolate
bar out of his pocket and handed it to her.”

She took his face between her hands and
planted a kiss on his cheek. He took her gnarled hands in his.
“I’ll call you later.”

I leaned down and gave her a hug. “Thanks,
Mrs. McDaniels, for your help.”

She was already tearing into the chocolate
wrapping. “You’re welcome. Make Dillon bring you back, you
hear?”

I nodded and got into the car.

Dillon turned the car around and started back
down the drive. “I plan to, you know.”

I looked at him, confused. “Plan to what?”

“Bring you back.”

“Oh!”

As we drove back to my house, my previous
days excitement at going home had been replaced with a foreboding.
Of course, I still loved the house, but what was I to do if it was
indeed haunted by the spirits of William Sawyer and his wife?
Dillon walked me inside.

“Are you sure you don’t want me to spend the
night? “ He held up a hand to silence me. “Somewhere other than
your room, of course,” he said, with a grin.

His grin was irresistibly devastating. “You
don’t need to do that. If I plan on staying here, I’ve got to work
it out for myself.”

He took me by the shoulders. “Jamie, if you
need me, call me. Earlier I put my cell number in your phone. I can
be here in less than ten minutes; otherwise, I’ll see you
tomorrow.” He smiled at me in a way that felt as intimate as a
kiss.

I stood in the doorway and watched him leave,
already feeling alone, yet not alone at all. After giving Moe his
dinner, I finished unpacking my pots and pans, and even got my
dishes put away in the cupboards before I began yawning. Trying to
ignore the nagging feeling that someone was watching me and the
prickly feeling on the back of my neck, I tucked Moe under my arm
and went upstairs to my room and locked the door behind me. “That’s
really dumb, Jamie. Ghosts can walk, float, whatever they do,
through walls.” I mumbled to myself. After a quick shower, I got
into bed and tried to force myself to fall asleep. For a long time,
I lay awake, my heart pounding with every creak of the old house,
afraid to even think that it might be more than just settling.
Sleep finally came and I slept deeply until after midnight.

I was awakened by as sound, but wasn’t sure
what. I raised myself up in bed and listened. Crying! I could hear
a woman crying somewhere in the house! My first urge was to scream,
but the way I was trembling, I really don’t know if I could have.
The way I saw it, I had two choices. I could call Dillon and wait
outside in my car for him, which was tempting. Or I could follow
the sound to its source. I wasn't certain why, but I chose the
second. I gathered my courage and determination, put on my robe and
unlocked the door. I looked down the hall. The crying was faint.
With my heart pounding, I followed the sound and found myself
standing in front of the attic door. All sorts of fearful images
ran through my mind as I forced myself to turn that doorknob.
Locked! It hadn’t been locked the day before. I pressed my ear to
the door and listened to the sound as it grew fainter and fainter
until completely disappearing.

Still trembling, I returned to my room and
had just gotten inside when I heard heavy footsteps on the stairs.
Making sure the door was locked I stood with my ear pressed against
it, icy fear twisted around my heart. I listened as the footsteps
thundered past my door and in the direction of the attic. I didn’t
have to open the door to know that they belonged to no one human.
After a few moments, the house became quite once again and I
allowed myself to go back to bed feeling that though I was scared
to death, I had made some progress. Everything seemed to be
centered on the attic and I was determined to find out why.

The remainder of the night I tossed and
turned, afraid to even close my eyes, and eventually getting up
before the crack of dawn. When Dillon showed up a few hours later,
he found me sitting on the front steps. “What are you doing out
here?”

I patted the step beside me. 'Sit down.
Something happened last night.” I didn’t leave out a single detail
as I recanted the evening’s events. “So, I guess now you think I’m
really crazy.”

He slid across the porch step and put his arm
around my shoulders, pulling me against him and gently shaking me.
“No I don't, but you can’t keep staying somewhere you’re afraid to
sleep. No offense, but you have dark circles under your eyes after
just two nights in this place.”

I leaned back and closed my eyes, liking the
protective feeling being in his arms gave me. “I know, and there’s
a different feel to the house this morning, the air is thicker, the
rooms seem darker.”

Dillon pressed his lips to my forehead, and I
felt it all the way to my toes. “Last night I watched a program
about a family who had a psychic go through their house.”

I sat up and looked at him, intrigued by the
possibility. “If I wanted a psychic to go through my house, how
could I get in touch with someone like that?”

“Well, I spoke with a friend of mine at the
police department who told me about this woman in Asheville who
sometimes works with them. She’s helped them locate lost children,
found bodies, and helped solve several cases. He gave me her
number. Do you want me to call her?”

“Yes, please.” I dared myself to feel
hopeful. Here was someone who might be able to shed some light on
what the heck was going on in my house, or at least I hoped she
could. Dillon called and arranged a time for her to come by.

She arrived at precisely three o’clock
looking nothing like what I expected a psychic to look. No more
than four-foot- two, with cotton white hair, she introduced herself
with a smile. “I’m Abigail Wallace, but call me Abby. May we
begin?”

“Yes, of course,” I said, my pulse began to
pound as we walked toward the house. I felt torn. A part of me
wanted to know what was going on, and a part of me was afraid to
find out.

Dillon looped my arm through his. “It’ll be
alright,” he whispered against my ear, his breath warming my
cheek.

I nodded and almost ran into Abby, because
she had suddenly come to a stop right in front of the steps.

“He doesn’t want us here,” she said.

“Who?” I asked, petrified.

She closed her eyes for a moment. “He's
telling me that his name is William Sawyer and that this is his
house, it always has been, and always will be.” Abby slowly moved
up the steps, not stopping again until she stood at the door. She
closed her eyes and appeared to be listening to someone. “He's
gone, but there’s a woman here, now. She’s crying and begging me to
help her get away from him.”

“Who is she?” I asked, already knowing what
she was going to say.

“Adeline is her name. Her husband locked her
up in the attic without food or water until she died. He told
everybody she left him and went back to Kentucky to live with her
family after the baby died. When their son was born, she got so
sick she couldn’t take care of him. William went away on a business
trip, and when he returned, he found her in bed with their son’s
body beside her. William went into a rage and accused her of
killing his son.” Abby turned and looked at me. “She’s gone.”

I shivered and moved closer to Dillon. “I
thought people’s souls went to the light when they died. Why are
these two still here?”

“She’s here because he won’t let her leave,
and he’s here because he’s afraid of what he’ll find on the other
side. He knows it won’t be good, after what he did to her.”

Dillon spoke up. “Is there anything that can
be done to get the spirits to move on?

“We can try, but there’s no guarantee.” We
followed Abby as she walked through the kitchen and out the back
door. “This is the direction he carried her body.” She pointed into
the woods. “Adeline’s showing me her grave. She’s buried in a
laurel thicket wrapped in a quilt her mother made for her when she
was a little girl. She wants to be buried beside her baby in the
cemetery.”

Determined to see for himself, Dillon went
back to the shed and scrounged around until he found the remains of
a rusty shovel and brought it back. He pushed the point into the
earth and after a bit of digging, found the tattered remains of a
quilt. He looked up at me, shaking his head in disbelief.

I stood there dumbfounded, looking from him
to the grave. “Shouldn’t we call the police?”

Abby nodded. “Yes, they’ll take care of the
arrangements to move her remains to the cemetery. That’s the first
step. After that’s done, the real battle begins. William Sawyer is
not going to go peacefully.”

A short time later, she drove away, leaving
us staring after her, believing, yet disbelieving. “Jamie, you can
stay with me for a few days. I don’t want you staying one more day
in this house.”

I opened my mouth to protest, but I knew that
he was right. I wouldn’t sleep a wink until I knew that the
spirits, especially him, had moved on. “Okay, let me pack a few
things. I won’t be long.”

He waited downstairs while I packed an
overnight bag and put Moe in his carrier. I heard him come down the
hall. “I’m glad you’re here, there’s no way I can carry this bag
and Moe.” Dillon didn’t say anything, so I turned and looked at
him. What I saw turned my blood to ice. A black mass resembling a
human shape hovered in the doorway. It moved toward me and I backed
up against the wall, screaming at the top of my lungs.

Dillon raced up the stairs. I heard his
footsteps suddenly stop. “Jamie, I see it. Are you alright?”

My voice trembled as I spoke. “Yes, it was
coming toward me.” The mass slowly floated out into the hall and
dissipated. I took that opportunity to grab my bag and race out of
the room, shoving Moe’s carrier into Dillon’s arms.

“Let’s get out of here,” he said, following
me down the stairs and out the front door.

It didn’t take us long to reach his house, a
recently renovated, bungalow style house only a couple of miles
from mine. I hated to admit it as I went inside, but I was glad to
be out of my own house for a while. I wasn’t being a big chicken,
but I 'd been frightened by something I previously hadn’t even
believed in.

I looked around the room, admiring the dark
trim and detailed moulding. “Your house is beautiful, Dillon.”

He closed the door behind me. “Thanks. I did
the restoration myself, except for the electrical and
plumbing.”

“Wow! You did a great job. Now I know where
to go for help when I get started on my own, that is if I ever get
to live there. Where do you want me to put my things?”

“Down the hall, first room on the right. Make
yourself at home while I get dinner started.” He headed for the
kitchen.

I suddenly thought of Moe, who was still
sitting in his carrier. “Oh, no! I don’t have a litter box for Moe!
I got so frightened back there, and all I could think of was
getting out!”

Dillon turned around and laughed. “Don’t
worry, I’ve got everything covered. The previous owners left a
litter box and a bag of litter. I always figured something must
have happened to their cat. It’s in the shed out back. Go and get
settled in. Moe and I will be just fine.”

Before I knew what I was doing, I raced up to
him and kissed him on the cheek. He looked surprised. “What’s that
for? Not that I minded.”

I looked into his eyes, suddenly realizing
that I was falling in love with him.

“You hardly know me, but yet, you’ve helped
me, even giving me a place to stay where I can feel safe. You’ll
never know how much that means to me.”

He pulled me close and gently kissed me. I
had experienced more passionate kisses, but never one that touched
me the way that one did. He stepped back and smiled at me. “Go on
up and get some rest. I’ll call you when dinner is ready.”

For some reason I felt close to tears. All I
could do was nod and hurry out of the kitchen.

The bedroom was decorated with lots of large,
dark mahogany furniture, and I realized that I was in the master
bedroom. Yawning, I put down my things and lay down on the bed for
a short nap. I took a deep breath. Everything smelled like Dillon,
and that provided me with a sort of comfort. Before long I dozed
off.

When I woke, it was already dark outside. I
looked at the clock and realized that I'd been asleep for almost
three hours! I washed my face, raked my fingers through my hair,
and went downstairs to find Dillon. He was sitting at the kitchen
table in front of a laptop with papers spread out everywhere. He
looked up and smiled. “Hello, sleepyhead. I went to get you for
dinner and you were out like a light. I decided you needed the
sleep more than the food right then.”

I sat down at the table across from him. “You
were right, I did. I hadn’t realized how exhausted I was.”

He took a plate out of the oven and set it in
front of me. “I hope you like chicken casserole. It’s my
specialty.”

I would have liked it no matter what it had
been. I couldn’t remember the last time a man had not only cooked
for me, but served me too. “I love chicken casserole.” He waited
while I took a bite. “Umh, wonderful. It really is delicious,
Dillon.”

“Thanks,” he said and sat back down. “While
you were asleep, I let my friend at the sheriff’s department know
about our discovery in the woods. He said they would take it from
here. And Abby called. She talked with someone who does house
cleansings, which means they know how to get spirits out.”

I froze, with my fork halfway to my mouth.
“Do you believe someone can really do that?”

He shrugged. “She was pretty convincing, said
he knows what he’s doing. Abby wants to know if you would like him
to see if he can help you.”

I narrowed my eyes. “How much will it cost
me?”

“Not a thing. She said he does it to help
people, the ones who are alive and the ones who aren’t.”

I was hesitant. “What do you think?”

“You’ll never find any peace in that house
until the spirits are gone. Anyway, it won’t hurt to give it a
try.”

I sighed, “Okay. Let’s do it.”

Dillon returned Abby’s call and set up a
meeting up for two-o’clock the next day. We spent the rest of the
evening in front of the television watching a comedy, with me
snuggled up against Dillon.

After the movie, he shut off the TV. “I’m
glad that you’re here. He gently fingered my hair back and brushed
a kiss across my neck. My breath caught in my throat.

“Me too.” I wanted him to kiss me and I
wasn’t disappointed. This kiss, unlike the one earlier, was filled
with passion.

He stopped kissing me and leaned his forehead
against mine. “When I went upstairs and saw you asleep on my bed,
it took every bit of gentleman in me to walk out of that room.”

“Oh, Dillon.”

He stood up and pulled me off the couch. “And
that same bit of gentleman is telling you to go to bed before I can
change my mind.”

“Goodnight,” I said, my brain registering the
significance of his words.

Dillon had to go in to work for a few hours
the next day, and we met in front of my house at 2:00 sharp. Abby
was there, along with a man she introduced as Rob Moss.

He was perhaps in his mid fifties, tall and
thin, with an old fashioned handlebar moustache. But the thing that
stood out the most about him, were his pale blue eyes.

I shook his hand, trying to decide whether or
not to believe that he could do what Abigail said he could. “Mr.
Moss, thank you for coming. Any help you could give us will be
greatly appreciated.”

Mr. Moss smiled. “I'll do what I can, young
lady. Sometimes they go peaceably, sometime they don’t. Are you
ready to get started?”

I looked over at Dillon and he squeezed my
hand. I turned back to Mr. Moss. “Yes.”

“First I need to get a feel for what’s going
on here.”

“Abby, what do you see?"

"William’s guarding the door," she said,
walking up to stand beside Rob.

He nodded, never taking his eyes off the
door. “I see him, too.”

He walked closer to the door and a dark
shadow with the human shape passed in front of it. “You must leave
this place, William. It belongs to the living, not the dead.”

I blinked, not believing what I was seeing. I
always thought such things only happened in horror movies. Boy, was
I wrong.

Rob walked into the house with Abby at his
heels. They stopped in front of the staircase, staring at something
I couldn’t see.

A shiver moved down my spine, as a cold
breeze engulfed me. My teeth began to chatter. “I’m so cold.”

Abby rushed over to me. "Move away from her,
William,” she ordered. Nothing happened. "Move away now!"

The sensation stopped as quickly as it began.
I felt weak and leaned back against Dillon. Then the crying started
upstairs, beginning as a high pitched wail, growing fainter as it
centered in the attic.

We followed Rob and Abby up to the attic. He
opened the door and went inside. “Adeline, don't be afraid. We're
here to help you. You don’t have to let him keep you here. Your
son’s spirit is not here because he’s gone into the light. If you
leave this place and go into the light, you will find your little
one there. Yes, I know William’s nearby, don’t think about him.
Focus on seeing your son again. Do you see the light, Adeline?
Good! Good! Let the warmth and brightness envelope you; don’t look
back. You’re almost there. Your mother is waiting for you with your
baby in her arms.”

"Thank you," whispered a female voice, right
before a woman's laughter echoed throughout the attic, and I knew
that Adeline was safe from her cruel husband and in heaven with her
son.

Rob suddenly whirled around and held up both
hands, his palms facing the door “William, stop right there.
Adeline's already gone into the light; you can’t bring her back.
There’s nothing left to hold you to this house, and it doesn’t
belong to you any longer. You’re not wanted here! Go! Now!”

The house began to moan and groan as if it
were alive. It sounded as if a length of chain was being dragged
down the stairs. I held on to Dillon for dear life, terrified of
what might happen next. A man’s voice echoed through the house,
“No, leave me be! Don't take me!" he screamed, then the house grew
silent and still.

Abby turned to me. “Now, you have nothing to
fear. Adeline is with her baby, where she is meant to be and
William is where he is meant to be as well.”

I hugged her neck. “Thank you for all you
help.” I turned to Rob. “I can’t thank you enough. You not only
made me happy, but I know you made Adeline happy too.”

“You’re very welcome. Make this house the
home it was meant to be.”

And that’s exactly what I did.

Dillon and I were married the next spring in
the garden which we worked so hard to transform to its original
state. Now, as I sit in the window seat of the attic room-turned
baby playroom, I wave at Dillon through the window, as he rakes oak
leaves from our front yard. Thatcher, our beautiful baby boy, with
his black curls and olive complexion, so like his father’s, plays
contentedly on the floor. We made certain that Adeline’s bones were
buried beside her son’s and had a minister say a few kind words
over her grave, and since then we haven’t had a problem with
spirits. But just remember, whenever the floor creaks or you think
you hear voices when no one is there, or you get a whiff of someone
else’s perfume, it may just be someone from the past come to say
hello, or it could be a dark spirit seeking revenge. Whenever it
comes to the realm of the unknown, sometimes it’s better to keep an
open mind.
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