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Chapter One

 


 September 7, 1980

2 p.m. News Conference

Amare Townhall, Seneca
County

“Good afternoon and thank you for
coming. For those of you that don’t know me, my name is Sheriff
Baker,” he said picking up a piece of paper and reading from it. “I
want to confirm that the body of twenty-nine-year-old Jason
Campbell was found last night at his place of residence in Amare,
Seneca County. Deputies arrived at his home at 10 p.m. to arrest
him for the abduction and murder of Amanda Peterson, aged 11, and
Heather Downs, aged 12. After entering his home, they found the
deceased, and next to his body, a suicide note, in which he
admitted to taking and killing Amanda Peterson and Heather Downs,
two and six months earlier.” The sheriff paused briefly then
continued. “After a thorough search of his residence and the
surrounding area, inside his camper, which was located next to his
home, we found articles of clothing belonging to the two young
girls. Clothing that they had been wearing on the day of their
disappearance,” he said looking up momentarily. “At this time, I
can confirm that the investigation into finding Amanda and
Heather’s abductor and murderer is closed, and we will now
concentrate our efforts on locating the missing girls’ bodies,” he
declared before putting down his statement and looking up at the
group of reporters. “I will be glad to answer any questions you may
have.” Then pointed to one with her hand raised.

“Is it true that the suspect had
carved himself with a knife from pubic mound to chin, and from ear
to ear?”

“Mr. Campbell died severing his
carotid arteries with a knife. Next question?”

“Is it true that he practiced
witchcraft and black magic?”

“No. Next question?” he asked
swiftly signaling to another.

“A reliable source has revealed
that Jason Campbell wrote in his wordy suicide note that he was,
and I quote, a ‘Servant of Satan’ and that he was ‘called to
sacrifice innocence in His name.’ Can you confirm this?”

“Mr. Campbell was a very sick man
on medication, which, if not administered regularly left him
confused and hallucinatory. Yes?” he asked motioning to
another.

“Can you tell us what type of
knife was found at the scene, and was it his?”

“It was a steel-bladed Bowie
knife, and yes, it was his. Final question?”

“Many people in this town have
stated that they were not only shocked to learn Mr. Campbell was
being charged with these murders, but to his admission of guilt,
that he actively practiced witchcraft and black magic, and had
offered these young girls to Satan. They say, and I quote, ‘Jason
was a nice, respectable young man,’ that, ‘he was very well-liked
in the community,’ and, ‘I think they have the wrong person; Jason
wouldn’t do such a thing.’ Can you comment on these?”

“For the record, we have no
evidence of him practicing the occult or sacrificing these young
girls to Satan,” confirmed Sheriff Baker. “In regard to the charges
against him, here in Seneca County, our Sheriff’s Department sticks
with the facts, not local gossip. And the facts are as follows:
first, the accused, Jason Campbell, committed suicide; second, in
his hand was the knife that he used to take his own life; third, a
suicide note was written by the accused confessing to the abduction
and murders of Amanda Peterson and Heather Downs; and lastly, we
recovered several articles of the girls’ clothing from his
residence…Thank you.”


Chapter Two

 


 Present
Day - Friday, July 10

“It’s a beautiful
home.”

“It is,” replied Liam turning
around to face the young woman approaching.

“Mr. Wilson?”

“Yes,” he answered reaching out to
shake her outstretched hand. “And please, call me Liam.”

“I’m Vanessa, Vanessa Moore. It’s
a pleasure to meet you,” she said with a friendly smile. “I hope I
haven’t kept you waiting too long, I was delayed showing a home to
a young family.”

“No, not at all, I just arrived
moments ago and only made it as far as the front lawn.”

“Mr. Childwall’s lawyer, Mr.
MacDonald, contacted me a few weeks ago asking me to show you
around, and to be honest with you, I was just shown around the
house myself yesterday, but I’m sure you won’t be disappointed.
It’s quite spectacular.”

“So, this is a rental
listing?”

“No, I’ve been paid a fee to show
you around,” she answered with a perplexed look.

“The reason I ask, is that I was
told I would be staying at a hotel but that a house had been rented
for me instead.”

“Oh, I see the confusion,” she
said nodding her head. “Originally the Amare Historical Society was
going to put you up at the hotel but when Mr. Childwall heard about
you coming, he insisted that you stay here instead. They offered to
pay him rent, but he refused, and stated that you would be his
guest” she explained. “And as an extended courtesy to him, I was
asked and paid to show you around.”

“Oh, okay,” replied Liam satisfied
with the clarification and looking up at the mansion.

“It’s a classic Greek Revival
structure, early 19th century, and was designed to replicate a
temple,” revealed Venessa. “It’s been repaired and repainted over
the years but hasn’t lost its elegance.”

“No, it hasn’t” agreed Liam. “It’s
extraordinary.”

“I would say even more so, with
the newer, modern houses lining the street,” she added.

“I believe you’re right,” he
confirmed looking up and down the street. “It’s as if time stood
still while everything around it grew.”

“And moved on.”

Liam smiled to himself at her
words, she was spot-on.

“I think Mr. Childwall is somewhat
excited to meet you, as are the members of the Historical Society,”
she suggested searchingly, before deciding just to ask. “You’re
him?”

Liam glanced over at her
thoughtfully for a moment.

“I’m so sorry,” she said quickly
realizing she was being very inappropriate. “Would you like to see
inside?”

“I would,” he said following
her.

“As you can see, the home has a
large front porch and a terrace above. Its design is rectangular in
shape, and has a main floor, second floor, attic, as well as a
basement. The electricity and heating have been updated throughout
the years and are up to modern-day standards. Most of the wood
fireplaces have been replaced with electrical ones, and all the
appliances are brand new,” she said unlocking the door.

Liam looked around the majestic
foyer, then admired the magnificent staircase as it curved up to
the second floor.

“Incredible, isn’t it?”

“That it is,” he said
amazed.

“Most of the originally wood
flooring is throughout the house, with the exception of the kitchen
and bathrooms, which have been updated with ceramics and modern
amenities,” she explained. “Please, this way to the parlor…As you
can see it has contemporary furnishings consisting of a large
coffee table nestled between to sofas and armchairs, to entertain
guests with drinks and sandwiches. A gas fireplace, and these
charming drapes have been pulled back to reveal a picturesque view
of the street…please, follow me” They left the room and went
through the foyer to the adjacent room. “They call this the Main
Room, today, we would refer to it as the family room…It’s much
longer than the parlor, has similar furnishings, as well as a gas
fireplace. The difference, is that it has a large sixty-inch flat
screen smart TV, with surround sound, and an entertainment center
with a DVD player and PlayStation.” She watched him as he walked
over to the window and looked out. “Do you play?”

“Not very well,” he replied
walking over to her. “My niece and nephew like me to play Star Wars
and Call of Duty games with them and take great pleasure in
sneaking up on me and taking me out. In fact, sometimes they sign
up for the other teams, just to hunt me down, and find it very
amusing.”

Vanessa smiled at him; she could
see him being a fun uncle.

“Do you have children?”

“Two, a boy in elementary school,
and a girl starting middle school.” She didn’t need to ask him if
he had any.

“And do you live in
Amare?”

“I have, all my life,” she
replied. “It’s a great place to grow up in and raise a
family.”

“Is that the reason why you became
a real estate agent?”

“One of them,” she admitted. “I
sell properties throughout Seneca County, but mostly in towns along
Seneca Lake, like Amare.” She wondered why he was
asking.

“You said Mr. Childwall hired you
to show me around?”

“I did. He came across one of my
advertisements and asked his lawyer to contact me.”

Liam strolled up to her, stopped,
and thought momentarily before giving her a smile. “Shall we
continue.”

“This is the Great Dining Room,”
she said opening the doors and walking in.

“No furniture,” noticed
Liam.

“Mr. MacDonald mentioned that you
probably wouldn’t be having dinner parties, and to let me know if
that wasn’t the case.”

“He’s right, I won’t.”

“Those two doors over there open
to the parlor, and these open to the library,” she explained,
following her through. “This is the only room that has a wood
burning fireplace. I’m guessing back in the day the men would
retire here after dinner to smoke cigars, drink brandy, and talk
business.”

“I can see that,” agreed Liam
walking around the room and surveying the books on the
shelf.

“Mr. MacDonald said to feel free
to help yourself to any of the books, the brandy in the liquor
cabinet, and the cigars on the table.”

“It’s very charming,” he said
pleasantly.

“It’s my third favorite
room.”

“Third?” he asked
curiously.

“Please, this way,” she
instructed, then took him out into the hallway towards the back of
the house where she opened a door to her left and they went inside.
“This is the den. It has a large desk, soft leather chairs, a side
window, and a majestic mantle over the fireplace,” she said
favorably. “Isn’t it wonderfully warm and cozy?”

“Yes,” he sighed, “it’s
enchanting.”

“Enchanting,” repeated Vanessa. “I
never really thought it about it that way, but now that you mention
it, it does have a captivating element about it.”

“Captivating,” whispered Liam to
himself.

It is him! she thought. “These
French doors let the morning sunlight in and give you access to the
deck.”

They walked out onto it, down the
steps to the garden, and stopped at the gazebo.

“The sun shines on the backyard
early in the morning. To enjoy it, your best bet are the chairs on
the deck, but if you prefer shade, then I would recommend, here, on
the swing in the gazebo. At noon, as the sun slowly continues
heading west, you can enjoy its afternoon rays back there on the
picturesque stone patio, and if it gets too warm, you can seek the
comfort of an umbrella until it moves on to the front of the
house.”

“Okay,” he replied then headed
toward the back of the garden.

Vanessa trailed behind, till he
stopped at the patio, then followed his eyes as they looked up at
the tall hedges that surrounded the perimeter of the
backyard.

“I guess he liked his privacy,”
she suggested.

“I guess so,” he conceded before
looking down at the old patio stones.”

“That reminds me, Mr. MacDonald
asked that you be very careful on these old stones, and also asked
that you don’t do any gardening.”

Liam looked over at
her.

“Apparently, he has a gardener
that’s very particular about the grounds.”

“It’s okay, I don’t
garden.”

She wanted to laugh but gave him a
quick smile instead. “The garage is locked and off limits,” she
revealed. “But you can pull your car up the driveway as far as you
like to the garage.”

Liam nodded his head, then
followed her down the garden path onto the deck and went inside the
doors close to the kitchen.

“This is the breakfast solarium,
with your basic kitchen table and six chairs, California blinds,”
she said walking on, “and over here, a large kitchen with a
magnificent island…You will find all the utensils in these drawers,
and the pots and pans in the cupboards below.”

“You said the den is your third
favorite, I’m assuming the kitchen is your second
favorite?”

“You’re right about the den, and
the kitchen, but I was thinking more about your choices. Am I right
to say this kitchen would not be in your top three?”

Liam laughed. “That would be a
safe assumption.”

“Call it an agent’s intuition,”
she said laughing with him. “Looking at you, I’m thinking library
will be number three, but the den and one more room, will be one
and two, although I’m not sure in which order yet.”

“Let’s find out,” he said,
following her.

“Before we go upstairs, let me
quickly show you the basement,” she said leading him down the
stairs. “There are three rooms down here, and a winterized back
door that opens out to several steps that lead up to the left side
of the garden, close to the driveway. The first room is the laundry
room,” she said as they quickly looked in before closing the door.
“The next room is locked and can only be opened by entering a code
on the keypad.”

“It must be a big room,” suggested
Liam, “it takes up half of the basement.”

“You’re right it does, and the
windows are blacked out and have iron bars on them, so I’m thinking
artifacts, family heirlooms, that sort of thing.”

“Hmm, must be quite the
collection,” he said following her to the last door.

“Now, this door is locked, and you
don’t have a key for it, but it’s the wine cellar,” she said
glancing over at him. “Mr. MacDonald opened it and showed me
inside. There are a lot of old dusty bottles of wine in
there.”

“Too bad, I would have liked to
have seen that.”

“I wouldn’t have minded sampling a
bottle or two!” she said with a nervous laugh.

“Me too,” he replied with a kind
smile.

“Seems such a waste to lock
something up and let it age, rather than be enjoyed in the
moment.”

“You have a way with words,” he
said, complimenting her.

“English and history major,” she
revealed. “I only do this during the summer and on weekends during
the school year, I’m actually a teacher at the Geneva Middle
School. Some people paint or bake as a hobby, I sell and rent real
estate.”

“That’s interesting, can I ask why
you do both?”

“Teaching kids is my first love,
and I would never give that up. But I’m out going, I know a lot
about the area, and I like meeting new families…and interesting
individuals,” she explained. “Plus, you can make a lot of money
selling real estate. Especially with the prices of the houses and
estates around here, and along the lakefront. So,” she said with a
smile, “if you find yourself not being able to leave here, and are
interested in finding a place, please let me know.”

“You will be the only person I
call,” he promised.

“Well, thank you, and enough about
me and my sales pitch, let me show you the upstairs.”

Liam followed her out of the
basement towards the front door, where she stopped and showed him
the powder room, before turning and walking up the staircase to the
top.

“There are eight bedrooms, eight
bathrooms, and a walk-in linen closet. So along here, the north
side of the house, are three bedrooms with full bathrooms, and a
walk-in closet that has towels, lines, blankets, and extra
pillows,” she explained before showing him them. “Over there, on
the south side, we have the same setup: three bedrooms with full
bathrooms. The only difference is that the door that leads into the
closet on this side, on that side, it opens up to the stairs to the
attic,” she said pointing to it as they headed towards the master
bedroom. “None of these six bedrooms are furnished because it was
felt that you wouldn’t be needing them. This room, the West Room,
on the other hand has been fully furnished, and I must say, very
tastefully.”

They walked in, and Liam looked
around at the magnificent four poster bed, sofa, armchairs, lounge
chair, and coffee table. The elegant mantle had a fireplace below
it, and a fifty-inch TV above. Then the spacious living area which
had a TV, fireplace, armchairs, coffee table, and two sofas which
pulled out into queen-size beds.

“This room is the entire width of
the house. Down here at the south end, is a full bathroom with a
separate tub and shower, and through these doors is a walk-in
closet. These doors over here, lead out to the south hallway,” she
explained. “There are several windows across the length of room,
and they are only interrupted in the middle by two French patio
doors that lead out to this,” she said opening them out, and
walking him outside to a large terrace containing tables, cushioned
chairs, and loungers. “It’s the same size as the porch below,
except this has a spectacular view of Seneca Lake.”

“Breathtaking,” sighed Liam as he
walked over to the spindle railings, leaned on the column, and
looked out at the rows of houses and roads leading down towards the
lake. “This is your number one?”

“It is,” she replied. “For you,
the den or this?”

He glanced over at her. “Would I
be bailing out if I go with a tie for all three?”

“Probably,” she said
lightheartedly, “but I guess I can let you get away with it if you
tell me the reason why.”

“To me, each room has its own
purpose and set of emotions.”

“I can’t argue with you there,”
said Vanessa standing next to him and looking out at the lake. “For
me, it’s this view.

“It is spectacular.”

“Along the lakefront,” she said
pointing, “there is a boardwalk with restaurants, bars, boat
rentals, fishing tours, sunset tours, arcades, and a fishing pier.
As well as several family-oriented hotels and quaint B&B’s. And
from this vantage point, I’m sure you will witness incredible
sunsets.”

“I believe so,” he
concurred.

“Let me show you the rest of the
house, so I can go, and let you get settled in.”

He followed her out the south
doors to the end of the hall and into the East Room.

“This room is the exact same set
up as the West Room, except it is smaller in length, because the
staircase going up to the attic takes up the space. It has two
queen beds, and the view is of the garden,” she described as they
went outside. “The terrace is the same size and has a pretty view
of the garden and gazebo. The large hedges and surrounding trees
limit its view of the surrounding area, giving it more
privacy.”

They left the room, went through
the doorway, and climbed the stairs to the attic.

“There’s nothing in here,” Vanessa
stated as they reached the top and entered. “The room is the width
and length of the house, so it’s excessively big. The floor is
carpeted, and it has several large windows, with the most scenic
being the large rectangular one at the front of the house
overlooking the terrace.” She watched him walk over to it, briefly
look out, then around the room before making eye contact with her
suggesting he was done. Then led him down the stairs to the front
door and outside onto the porch. “I almost forgot. Two of the women
from the Historical Society, Mrs. Stewart, and Mrs. Jones, will be
coming by at one to welcome you. I believe they have been in
contact with you regarding your stay in Amare?”

“Yes, a few times over the
phone.”

“I believe that’s it. Let me give
you my business card in case you have any questions or concerns,”
she said walking over to her SUV, opening the door, and grabbing
one. “It has my cell and Gmail.”

“Thank you, and thanks for the
tour,” he said taking it from her, “I would have been lost trying
to find everything on my own.”

“Oh, my pleasure,” she replied
with a smile. "Do you have any questions before I go?”

He studied her briefly. “You asked
me earlier, if I was him?”

“I’m so sorry, that was so
unprofessional of me, but I’d heard—”

“Please, don’t apologize. I was
just wondering who you thought I was?”

Vanessa gathered her thoughts
before she spoke. “I heard you are a consultant, and that you help
historical societies by reviewing their exhibits and giving them
advice prior to public viewing. Your main area of expertise is in
the research, locating, and interpretation of local history and
artifacts. Although, you have also helped historical societies
locate objects, remains, and places, that are spiritual or
supernatural in nature, which has raised questions about how you
were able to locate them, and your…gift,” she said tentatively, and
decided it was best not to say anymore.

Liam could sense her hesitation,
and realized she was worried about him saying something to someone
that would potentially get her, or her source, into trouble, and
decided to put her at ease. “You want to know if I’m the person who
sees ghosts, finds their hangouts, and unearths the tools of their
trades?” he asked mischievously.

Vanessa was silent but her eyes
gave her away.

“You’re him,” repeated Liam
chuckling. “You asked it as a question, but you already knew who I
was and wanted to see my reaction, very clever. How did you even
know I was coming?”

“It’s a small town and people
talk,” she lied unpersuasively.

He gave her an unconvinced look.
Liam had already been informed only a handful of key people knew of
his arrival and that it wasn’t public knowledge.

“Okay, okay, a few weeks ago one
of my best friends told me you were coming this summer, but not
when,” she divulged. “I promised her I wouldn’t tell anyone, not
even my husband, but when I saw you…at this house…and who you’re
meeting later on. I put it all together and realized who you
were.”

“You’re a regular detective,” he
said teasing her.

“You’re not far off, my dad’s the
sheriff, and I guess he rubbed off on me a little. But my best
friend, she’s brilliant at accurately deducing a
situation.”

“Your best friend?”

“Well, I know you’ve heard of her,
it’s Rebecca Anderson.”


Chapter Three

 


 “Good
afternoon, Mrs. Stewart, Mrs. Jones. Please, come in,” offered Liam
opening the door and watching the seniors come in.

“Oh please, call us Edith and
Agnes.”

“Nice to meet you, Edith, Agnes,
and please, call me Liam.”

“Liam, this is for you, it’s fresh
fruit and vegetables,” said Edith lifting up the bags of groceries.
“I’ll take them into the kitchen.”

“And I have some homemade
sandwiches and pastries,” said Agnes holding a picnic
basket.

They walked into the kitchen and
Liam watched as Edith placed the vegetables in the fridge and the
fruit in a bowl then placed the empty bags into the garbage. While
Agnes put on the kettle, pulled out a tray from the cupboard, and
placed the sandwiches and pastries on plates.

“Tea will take a few minutes,”
said Agnes looking over at Edith, then Liam. “Oh, we came in
yesterday and dropped off your groceries. In your freezer there are
several meals prepared by members of the Historical Society as well
as steaks and chicken,” she explained opening the door and pointing
them out. “Each are labelled with their contents, and before you
run out, please let us know. Down here you have luncheon meat,
eggs, bacon, sausages, deserts, milk, juices, beers, and so
on.”

“The cupboards are fully stocked,
too,” added Edith. “If you need anything else, please contact us,
our numbers are on the fridge.”

“Thank you, ladies, and please
extend my thanks to all of the members that contributes, that’s
extremely nice of you all.”

“It’s just Amare’s way of
welcoming new families, couples, and guests to our
community.”

“I think it’s a lovely tradition,”
complimented Liam.

Once the teapot was filled and
placed on the tray, Liam picked it up and walked with the ladies
into the parlor. He placed it on the coffee table, waited for them
to pour it and offer him a sandwich, before speaking.

“So, you ladies are members of the
Historical Society?”

“We are,” replied
Agnes.

“We’re both part-time and our
roles are more administrative in nature,” acknowledged Edith. “All
the members, with the exception of Rebecca and her assistant
director, Brittany, are volunteers.”

“So, how many members in
total?”

“Fifteen. Five of those, including
myself and Edith have designated roles and responsibilities, and
the other eight are on an ‘as needed’ basis. Rebecca and Brittany
round out the fifteen and are salaried,” she explained. “We also
offer subscriptions at a very nominal rate, and most of the town’s
people are subscribers. This not only helps with some of our costs
but supports preserving our history, strengthening our community,
and enticing tourists to our town.”

“Well, I think that’s wonderful,
and I hope other historical societies, along with their
communities, consider your avant-garde model and adapt it into
their framework,” said Liam impressed. “And the fact that Rebecca
has all of your help and support, I’m somewhat envious of
her.”

“You have no one?” asked Agnes
somewhat surprised.

“No one, just me.”

“Not even an assistant?” queried
Edith.

“Not even an assistant, but to be
fair it’s more my personal choice rather than an unviable option,”
confirmed Liam. “You see, I’m always on the road travelling to
different cities, town, and villages, and I can be away from home
for months on end, living out of a suitcase. Then there’s the late
nights of research, early morning excavations, hotel rooms, motel
beds, and eating lots of take-out. So, it can be very demanding.
And it would be unfair of me to ask, or expect someone, to partake
in that lifestyle. They would need to be extremely strong-willed
and devoted.”

“Sounds like our Rebecca,”
suggested Agnes glancing over at Edith, who was nodding in
agreement, before returning to Liam. “Where do you call
home?”

“I have a place in Boston but was
born and raised in Worcester.”

“Both beautiful places,” admitted
Agnes.

“With wonderful people,” added
Edith.

“Yes, they are,” agreed Liam. “I
just spent the Fourth of July weekend with family and friends at
both places. It was busy going back and forth, but enjoyable, and
much needed.”

“Did you come here straight after
seeing your family?” asked Edith.

“I took a few days to myself in
Boston,” he replied sipping his tea, “but this already feels like a
home away from home, thanks to you, and I want you both to know how
much I appreciate everything you have done for me.”

“It’s our pleasure,” said Agnes
cheerfully.

“From what we understand, your
role here is that of a consultant?” probed Edith.

“With the brief conversations I’ve
had with Rebecca, I believe it is, and I’m looking forward to
helping her out in any way I can.”

“Your reputation of helping
communities set up their exhibits, not only in museums but in
historical homes proceeds you, and she’s very excited to have your
input.”

“We all are,” added Agnes. “At our
last meeting, Rebecca went over several of your major
accomplishments, and we feel very honored to have you
here.”

“Thank you, that’s very kind of
you, and I will do my part to help Rebecca and the Amare Historic
Society put together a top, national-ranked exhibit.”

“I’m sure you will,” said Agnes
placing her cup on the tray. “Rebecca had requested that we keep a
lid on your coming to Amare, which we have, but eventually the
locals will hear whispers sooner rather than latter—”

“It’s a very small town,”
interrupted Edith.

“And the cat will eventually have
to be let out of the bag,” continued Agnes quickly glancing over at
Edith who was eying her to ask. “What we were thinking, was rather
than waiting for the gossip to circulate and mount, we could have a
local reporter do a small piece on you and nip it in the bud.
Perhaps, tomorrow,” she suggested. “The interview would make the
Sunday edition, be on their website, and be posted on social
media.”

“I think that’s a great idea,”
said Liam. “This is your community, and it’s important they are
aware of what’s going on, and why I am here. Plus, any input they
may have, is just as valuable to the success of the project as is
mine.”

“That’s wonderful,” said Agnes
delightedly, then glanced over at Edith’s. “Sounds like we will
need to talk to the paper soon.”

“The interview would have to be
tomorrow morning so that the piece would make the Saturday cutoff,”
suggested Edith looking at Agnes then over Liam.

“That’s fine with me, but I
believe Rebecca should lead the interview, choose the location, and
prescreen the questions,” advised Liam.

“Of course, we will speak to her
after we leave, and she can get back to you with the
details.”

“That’s perfect.”

“Rebecca was planning on dropping
by this afternoon to introduce herself and meet you,” said Edith
with a concerned look. “She hasn’t contacted you yet?”

“No, but my phone has been
charging,” he replied. “Give me a second and let me go check it.”
Moments later he came back. “Yes, she had texted and asked if five
was okay, and I have just replied it was.”

“Oh, good,” said Edith.

“Edith, we should get going and
drop by and see Rebecca, then my Arthur.”

“Arthur?” asked Liam.

The two ladies looked at one
another and giggled.

“Arthur is the owner and editor of
the Amare Banner newspaper,” revealed Agnes, “and also my
husband.”

“And you never let on about me
coming?”

“No,” confessed Agnes, “but I’m
sure me handing him this interview will appease him
somewhat.”

Liam grinned and nodded his head.
“Well, I’m glad to help out.”

They both stood and Edith who was
reaching to pick up the tray.

“Don’t worry, I’ll take care of
that,” he said taking it to the kitchen and coming back with her
picnic basket. “Here you go.”

“Thank you, you’re a lovely young
man,” expressed Edith.

“Indeed, you are,” Agnes
concurred.

“It was a pleasure meeting you
both, and thanks again for the groceries and the warm
welcome.”

“You’re most welcome,” replied
Agnes.

“Have a wonderful afternoon,” said
Edith.

“You too,” he replied opening the
door, watching them walk down the path and out of view before
closing it.


Chapter Four

 


 “Rebecca, please come in,” offered Liam.

“Hello, Liam, nice to finally meet
you,” she said shaking his hand.

“You too.”

“How do you like the place?” she
asked looking around.

“It’s beautiful,” he replied as he
watched her walk over and glance into the parlor. “Would you like a
quick tour?”

“I was in here a couple of times
about a month ago,” she admitted, “but I wouldn’t mind a
third.”

Okay,” he replied curiously and
swiftly walked with her through the house, ending at the front
terrace.

“You would never get tired of this
view,” she said looking out at the lake, “it’s
breathtaking.”

“It is,” he agreed as he briefly
studied the attractive brunette.

She picked up on it. “You’re
wondering why I wanted to look around?”

“It crossed my mind,” he
confessed.

“When I had my last tour, the
house contained all the antique furnishings, even the spare
bedrooms,” she stated looking at him. “Mr. Childwall said he was
going to change some of the furniture before your arrival, and do
cosmetic upgrades to the bathrooms and kitchen, which he did. I was
just surprised how much, but it looks nice, modern.”

Liam thought momentarily. “He did
all this, just for me?”

“Yeah,” she said nodding her head,
“and all within a month.”

“You seem upset, are
you?”

“Oh sorry, no, not at all. I was
just thinking about something,” she said with a pretty smile, and
decided not to worry about where the antique furniture had gone at
this time. “The upgrades aren’t an issue, we are probably going to
remove the bathrooms in the bedroom anyway to create more
exhibition space…but wait, I’m getting ahead of myself. Is there
anything else you needed?”

“No, not at all.”

“Edith and Agnes were here earlier
dropping off groceries and told you about the prepared
meals?”

“Yes, they were, and made me feel
very welcome.”

“And Vanessa spoke to you about
the house, gave you the keys, and the WIFI password?” she asked
nervously.

“She did,” he replied noting her
uneasiness and changing the subject. “How was lunch with your best
friend? And your conversation with her about the Ghost Whisperer
arriving in town?”

Rebecca’s face went red. “Please,
tell me she didn’t call you that?” she asked horrified.

Liam laughed. “No, she didn’t, but
she did politely point out that I have also helped historical
societies locate objects, remains, and places, which are spiritual
or supernatural in nature, which has raised questions about how I
was able to locate them, and my…gift.”

“She said that and used the word
gift?” asked Rebecca wanting to jump over the railing and
run.

“Yes, she did,” he reconfirmed
then joked, “better than calling me a Ghost Whisperer.”

Rebecca giggled and shook her
head. “What am I going to do with her?”

Liam laughed along. “Vanessa
figured out who I was, and I must admit, she did choose her words
carefully.”

“She did tell me that, but not
what she said.”

“I wonder if your face could get
any redder?”

Rebecca looked at him wide eyed,
and pondered what it was he was about to say next.

“I asked Vanessa how she even knew
I was coming? She tried, unconvincingly, to tell me it was a small
town and people talk. But from my expression she could tell I
wasn’t buying it. So, she threw you under the bus, and told me her
best friend had said I was coming this summer—”

“And that I also told her who you
were,” she said despairingly.

Liam chuckled.

Rebecca looked on wondering what
was so funny and waited politely for him to tell her.

“Vanessa never said who told her,
and I didn’t know.”

Rebecca turned towards the lake,
closed her eyes in disbelief, and whispered, “Vanessa throwing me
under the bus is one thing, me throwing myself, is
another.”

“Don’t beat yourself up,” he said
reassuringly. “I’d figured it had to be you, and to be honest,
you’ve done a great job bringing me in under the radar.”

“Thank you for that,” she replied,
realizing that she had, and feeling better. “Do you know Vanessa is
convinced you must have a special power? In fact, I think she
called it a superpower. I guess I should be grateful she used gift
instead,” revealed Rebecca, making them laugh.

“I don’t think I would call it a
superpower or a gift,” suggested Liam.

“One day you will have to tell me
what it is,” she suggested, not wanting to push him and make him
feel uncomfortable.

“Maybe one day I will, but you may
be disappointed,” he replied aware of the embellished stories
surrounding him. “From our previous conversations, what you are
asking me to do here is rather straightforward. Which begs the
questions, why the secrecy in me coming?”

Rebecca slowly smiled at him,
hoping it would buy her some time to come up with at least an
answer that would satisfy him for now. “Well, I wanted to meet with
you in person, go over the details, and then make a formal
statement.”

“The interview for the
paper?”

“Yes, the interview,” she said
thankfully, having forgotten about that. “I had promised Agnes that
if she kept a lid on you coming, Arthur would have the exclusive
for his newspaper and could post it on social media.”

“And Edith, what did you promise
her?”

“Hmm?” she asked confused, before
realizing what he was asking. “Oh, for keeping the lid on?” she
said stalling for time.

Liam nodded.

“That we would conduct the
interview in her goddaughter and husband’s new restaurant,” she
lied, but convinced herself it was only a white lie and would have
to call Edith and Agnes and tell them it had been moved from the
mansion.

“Not here or at the museum?” he
asked feeling something was up.

“I told her we would mention their
restaurant in the piece, and it would be a good photo op for them,”
she said on the fly. “What can I say, we are a tight community, and
we look out for one another.”

“I can see that,” agreed Liam,
“and it’s wonderful that you do.”

Rebecca swiftly changed the
subject. “Well, I promised you dinner, and I thought we could walk
there, and on the way, I could give you some background on the
town, the Childwalls, and this house.”

“I would like that.”

“Are you ready to go
or…?”

“No, I’m good to go,” he confirmed
and followed her off the terrace, through the bedroom, and down the
stairs. “I told Vanessa that she was quite the detective for
figuring me out.”

“She is, and gets that from her
father,” replied Rebecca glancing back over her
shoulder.

“So, she said. She also mentioned
that her best friend was brilliant at accurately deducing a
situation.”

“Maybe I have a superpower, too,”
she suggested, giving him a playful look before facing forward and
smiling to herself.


Chapter Five

 


 Outside, they walked to the sidewalk and headed east.
“William was the son of a predominate architect and builder in
Boston, and Victoria, was the highly educated middle-class daughter
of a banker. They met through mutual friends of the family and
married in 1815. Around 1818, they surveyed this land and purchased
a rectangular plot that stretched three miles east from the lake,
and four miles north and south. Upon seeing the land and lake for
the first time, Victoria immediately fell in love with it and
called it ‘Amare’ which is Latin for ‘to love.’ A couple of years
later, the land was cleared down by the lake, and a temporary log
cabin was built for them to live in during the summer months.
Several years later, in 1823, with the land cleared and the mansion
completed, they moved into their summer retreat.”

“Did they clear all their
land?”

“No, they cleared…” she said
stopping, turning towards the mansion, and pointing, “about the
length of twelve houses on either side, and from the lake past
their home and another quarter of a mile east…The main road came
into the back of their property on the left, which is where they
had parking. The rest of the land at the back and in the front to
the lake was landscaped. The surrounding land was left untouched
and was mostly forests.”

“Why did they have the front of
their house facing the lake?” asked Liam wondering why not the
back.

“In the morning, the couple wanted
to feel the peaceful morning sun in their backyard while they were
having breakfast and their cup of tea. In the afternoon, they
wanted to sit on their front porch or terrace and enjoy the lake
view and evening sunsets.”

“Feel the peaceful morning sun?”
questioned Liam giving her an odd look.”

“Victoria’s words, not mine,” she
said with a smile. “I found her diaries very descriptive and her
quite romantic.”

“You admire her?”

“I do,” replied Rebecca without
hesitation. “She was strong, independent, kind, and
passionate.”

“And William?”

“He was the perfect husband, and
did whatever she told him to do,” she said matter-of-fact and began
walking. “During this time—”

“Hold on a second,” said Liam
catching up.

She tried her best to keep a
straight face but broke out into a laugher. “I couldn’t help
myself,” she blurted out, “and the look on your face was
priceless.”

“Ha, ha,” he said sarcastically
and grinned at her playfulness. “Are you always this much
fun?”

“I have my moments,” she replied,
liking his smile. “Where was I? Oh yeah, during this time, they
also started to build several guest houses on either side of the
property, and they were completed over the next few years. A say
guest houses, but they were far from it and very impressive, two of
them they still stand today.”

“And the log cabin?”

“They gave that to the workers to
live in, but overtime with wear and tear, it was eventually torn
down and replaced as the last guest house.”

They crossed over on to Park
Street and headed west towards the lake.

“Over there is our Town Park. It
has a splash pad and playground for the children, outdoor concerts
every Wednesday night in the summer, and a skating rink in the
winter. We also hold all our festivals and holiday celebrations
there.”
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