
TERRY HILL

Family Secrets of the Past 

 Dan MacDonald

DM Books




Copyright © 2025 Copyright  © 2025 DAN MACDONALD

All rights reserved

The characters and events portrayed in this book are fictitious. Any similarity to real persons, living or dead, is coincidental and not intended by the author.

No part of this book may be reproduced, or stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without express written permission of the publisher.

Library of Congress Control Number: 2018675309



For Ronda, who passed away way too soon. Who will never be forgotten. 

FACT:







 Philadelphia 1752 The early psychiatric hospitals and Asylums were started by the Quakers in Philadelphia, seeing the need to care for the mentally ill. Before the Quakers, the mentally ill were cared for by their family or prisons. However, the newly opened Hospital had quickly run out of room, and a new space was a need. 




The overcrowding and mistreatment  grew throughout the ninth and Twentieth centuries. There were many cases through-out the United States and worldwide, with many depths in hospitals and Asylums.

   

Even though this story is fiction, such cares are reflected in the pages of this story. The plot and subplot are functional, but some of the records reflected here 

















Prologue







Lower Manhattan, New York

June 1968, 11:37PM

The gloom of apparent danger hung over him as he raced to the scene of another call. Whirling thoughts raced through his head as he ran down Broadway to another call he was asked to take. For the past twenty-one years, Jack walked the cold streets of New York. First, as a patrol officer, he was promoted to detective.

Ever since he returned from the war in Europe, he has wanted to serve in public office. In the service, he quickly

made the rank of Sargent, then was promoted again to Lieutenant towards the end of the war. And was part of the US invasion forces that went into Germany at the end of the war.

All of that seemed so long ago, but it was still fresh in his mind. Since then, he got married to a lovely woman and had a son. His wife was taken from him eight years ago and left to raise his son. He was drafted into the Army and served in Vietnam. "God, bring my boy back to me alive and uninjured. Bring him back home," Jack mumbled as he made his way down Eighth Avenue heading towards Chatham Square and Madison Street. He loved his son and wanted him home safe and looking forward to grandchildren.

Since he has been in Law enforcement, he has seen every possible call. He still gets an uneasy feeling in the pit of his stomach with every call. He wasn't sure if he did it himself. "The city streets do not sleep or hear the cries of victims in the night," Jack said as he thought about the passage. He thought he saw it all in the war, but New York City had its own unique kind of war.

He entered Chatham Square with the usual scene of people coming out of bars and stumbling home. Jack slammed on the brakes for people jaywalking across the street. Jack thought to himself, "It wouldn't look good for a cop to hit people in a cop car." He knew that he would be booted from the force. He had only five more years to go before retirement, then he could move out of the city to the countryside.

He pulled up to Madison Street, where two uniformed officers waited. Jack jumped out and flashed his badge. "Williams. Thirteenth precinct. What's the story?" he demanded. The old officer robustly reported that they didn’t find our hear anything and what the call was about.

"A report of screaming and yelling and two men with guns," he shook his head. His rookie partner added to his partner's report. "Some yo-yos went out on a little spree or were looking to mug someone. Probably had too much happy juice." The younger cop paused, then added, "Some real queer ducks hanging around. Just what we need!"

Jack scuffed and replied in the same tone of voice, "There are a lot of queer ducks in the city." Jack said, looking down at the dark, dirty road. The older cop interjected. "The city streets are full of nut cases. We scope them up and call for the Twinkie truck for the disenchanted forest." Jack replied, quipping, "Yeah, maybe." The rookie said, "We need to find out where this started and find them." The older officer gave him a cynical look. Jack knew this was their only choice, but age had made the older cop jaded, maybe a bad influence on his partner.

Jack just looked at their two profound expressions, complexed at their sense of duty. Jack finally turned and looked around. "OK, well, we are not going to find anything outstanding here." He paused to look at a drunk walking down the other side of the street. "OK, you two go down by the underpass two blocks or so, and I'll go down to the end of the street.” He paused and then added, "Turn over every can, alleyways, and everything else."

He walked towards Jefferson, looking in every possible hiding place. As he was ready to turn back, Jack heard a noise from an alleyway. He drew his service revolver and walked down the alleyway. Jack heard a strange voice.

"Good evening, Sargent Williams. It has been a long time." Jack stiffened as the knot in his stomach grew larger, and he tightened down on the trigger. "Who are you, and what do you want? Do I know you?" No reply, then Jack gave the command in an authoritative voice. "OK, drop your weapons and come out with your hands raised."

Jack saw a flash of light and a sharp pain as something came down hard on the back of his head. And a sharp burning jab on his arm. The voice that said his name said in a whisper. "Now it's time to get what you deserve." Jack’s mind started falling down a deep, dark tunnel with sounds of laughing and yelling. Images flashing in his head of things in his past. A bright white light filled his eyes. "Am I dead?" he thought, then nothing but blackness and silence.


Chapter 1







Back Bay Boston


Ronda Williams slowly awoke to the phone ringing. She fumbled for the bedside lamp and glanced at the clock. “Five o’clock in the morning. Who the heck would call me at this time in the morning?” Ronda rubbed the sleepiness out of her eyes as she planted her feet on the floor.


She stumbled through the dark to the phone on the desk in the living room. Ronda looked at the caller ID, which showed a familiar number with “Dad” on it. A flash of panic arose deep within her. She knew something must be wrong for him to call at this time.

She quickly picked up the sound of her father’s rapid breathing on the other end. "Dad, what is it?

What's wrong?" The panic widened as she waited

for her father to speak, but she just heard him breathing, then shallow cries. Ronda didn’t know what else she could do but wait and listen for a response, but none came. “Dad! Dad! What is it? What Happened?” She finally heard her father take a deep breath and cough into the phone.

Her father started slowly as he gathered his thoughts. "With all my years of education and all the lectures that I have given… I just don't know how this crazy world and the minds of mankind work." Ronda didn’t respond to what her father was trying to say. She never heard her father so loss and distressed.

She wanted to know what happened and without playing guessing games. "What is it, Dad? What’s wrong?" Ronda paused, not giving her father time to say a word. "Dad, I am sure you didn't call me at five in the morning to tell me about mankind." She said, as she started to lose patience, especially at this time in the morning. "Dad tell me what’s wrong!" She said forcefully.

Ronda heard him take another deep breath and sighed. "It's terrible." He paused, and Ronda waited until he was ready. "OK, I got a call about an hour

ago… He said he knows the whole dirty truth about

our family."

“what dirty truth were they talking about?”

"I don't know. I have no idea what they were talking about." She said, shocked by the strange call. He started to cry and mumble words that she couldn’t understand. “I don’t know. I just don’t know anything anymore.” He mumbled and cried. Ronda didn’t know what to think or say. "Dad, it must have been some kind of prank call, kids, or a sick joke,” Ronda said, but somehow knew better. “No, not at this early hour.” He had a point. “The caller had a deep voice with some kind of accent,

but I really can’t be sure what type of accent.”

Ronda started to tremble at what she was hearing, and hearing him like this was too much. When her mother died in a car accident, she was only twelve years old. He was the only one to reassure her and confront her. She heard him crying

at night for weeks after her mother was taken from

them. He always stood strong whenever she was around. The past came rushing back as Ronda listened to him cry on the phone. Who would do such a cold-hearted thing to him?

Ronda’s thoughts were broken by a thought that just came rushing to her. "Dad, could it be someone

from school playing a joke or someone who has gripe with you or the family?" Ronda could hear him thinking it over. He always weighed every question many times over before speaking. That’s

why he was well known worldwide for literature and in other areas of fine art.

When he finally weighed the question, he spoke in a shaky voice. As if there was something more than he real wanted to admit to. "I guess there is always a possibility of a Conspiracy theory of some sort." He pondered the question further and spoke in a very scholarly voice. "The hypnosis of sorts that evades me.”

“Dad think hard about it. We must find the answer." Ronda said in a forceful voice. She knew there must be a clue in that phone call. Her father was never afraid to speak his mind about many different subjects. “Dad, maybe you said

something at the university. Maybe it rubbed them the wrong way? Maybe about the Vietnam War?”

He thought about it, then quoted Aristotle “Dignity does not consist in possessing honors, but in deserving them.” She thought about what he was trying to tell her. Maybe he wasn’t telling her everything about the call and his time in the war.

Her father was too dignified to play games and lie. That wouldn't look good for a well-known Harvard professor to act that way. Everyone at the

university is great and watches out for her after her

mother died. She spent a lot of time in the campus

library and made many friends there. Hanging around campus helped to bear the pain of not having her mother around and missing her. Ronda

missed her mother but tries not to show it around

her father. The people at the school became her second family.

The whimpers slowly stopped, and I said in a calm voice. "Ronda, I am mentally tired and horrified over this entire event. I am not sure what to do."

“Dad, you must have some indication who’s

doing this and their motives?”

“No Hun, I really don’t have any thoughts about

it… I am so distraught over this call.” He yawned

a few times into the phone.

Ronda could hear the stress in his voice and how

tired he was after receiving the call. “I’m sorry I called you at such an early time, but I didn’t know who else to turn to." Ronda’s heart went out to him. She knew there was a reason for the call.

Ronda had to let him know how she felt and

reassure him. "I love you, Dad, and I don't want

anything to happen to you. I just don't understand

who and why they are doing this to you and our

family.”

"I don't know, kitten… I love you too, and I don't

want anything to happen to you. You are the only

one I have in this world.” He hadn’t called her a

kitten since she was twelve. New warm tears

streamed down her cheeks. "You haven't called me kitten since I was a little girl."

"I tried to give you everything you wanted to make up for the long hours at school. Some were at

night and you came with me and fell asleep." He paused and asked her, “I hope they were not too boring for you?” Ronda had to chuckle at his question. "No, those days were great… I was tired

from going to school, then coming to your school

afterwards."

Her father spoke in a soft, monotone voice.“I always tried to be a good, loving father, but I feel

that I failed.” He said, his voice cracking, holding

back tears. "No, you haven't, Dad! You are the best

of the best. I always liked hanging around the University and being with you." She stopped when she heard two more yawns from her father.

Her father asked in a low, defeated voice, something she hadn’t heard too often. "You think we will find who called and what they want?"

"We will… I’ll make sure of it and nip this in the

bud.” She paused, then said, “why don’t you try to

get some sleep, Dad. I'll come over about noon and

talk about it, after you get some rest, and we will

figure this out."

He thought that was a good idea and would try to

get to sleep. “I’ll take you somewhere nice for lunch." He said happy to see her again. Ronda agreed to be there at noon to talk. They talked for another fifteen minutes, then said their goodbyes and good mornings and hung up. She was tired but knew she would not be able to sleep after the call.

Ronda made coffee and went out on the deck to watch the sunrise over the horizon.

She sat on the deck staring off into the Charles River with whiling thoughts about the call. Asking

herself what the motives were for the threatening call. The morning sun reflected off the surface of

the Charles River as the sun rose higher. Ronda took a sip of her coffee, burning her lips as she gazed off into the distance.

After Ronda visits her father and sees if he remembers any other detail about the call, she will

head to her office. Maybe the newspaper can provide some clues about who made the

threatening call. The phone company has records

of where a call originated. Someone must have some ideas about who called her father and why. It

was all up to her to find out who made the call.


Chapter 2

Ronda made her way through the late morning traffic on

Massachusetts Avenue, heading over the Harvard Bridge.

The Charles River Rippled in the whipping morning wind

with small boats enjoying the warm day. After the horrifying early morning call from her father, her mind wasn’t on the weather.

Ronda’s mind was on her father’s heartbreaking panic

in his voice with a strange hint of mystery. His thoughts

were all over the place and didn’t make much sense. After the call, Ronda could not sleep and just sat, staring into

the distance. She managed to get a bagel and two cups of

coffee in her, but it went down hard and didn’t really help.

She passed Flagstaff Park and Cambridge Common where her mother and father took her on Sunday afternoons. All the memories of her childhood came rushing back since the phone call last night. The night she lost her mother in a freak blizzard. Tears welled in her eyes as she remembered that horrible night.

Ronda was woken up by yelling and crying. She knew something was terribly wrong by how he was yelling and crying. Ronda ran to the living room in a panic. Her father was kneeling down on the floor with the phone off the hook, crying uncontrollable. It was a night she would never forget. Her mother was gone, and it was only her and her father to watch out for each other.

Her mother was visiting an old friend in Portland, Maine. Only twenty miles from home, a freak January

nor’easter blinded her visibility, causing her to skid off a bridge into a river. She wasn’t found until six hours later. Earlier that night, she had called her father to say she was on her way home and would be in bed before the storm hit.

She turned into her father’s driveway with the finely groomed lawn and flower beds. The house, only three blocks from campus a typical Cambridge house for a Harvard professor. Ronda quickly walked up the walkway to the front door and pressed the bell. She waited for her father to answer the door, but there wasn’t any sign of him or any movement inside the house.

She anxiously rang the bell two more times, but still no sign of him. “Where the heck could he be? He knew I was coming,” Ronda said out loud and started to panic as she checked her watch and peeped inside.

Ronda quickly reached into her pocketbook, found

the spare key, and unlocked the front door. As she stepped in, there was a faint classical music coming from somewhere. “Dad! Dad, it’s me, Ronda. I’m here.” She didn’t hear a reply, just the faint music playing. Her pulse quickened as she looked in the living room, the study, and the kitchen, but no sign of him. “Where can he be?” She said to herself out loud with the err stillness and music.

Ronda mounted the stairs and ran to the second floor. Ronda called out in an increasing panic voice. The music was louder than it was downstairs. “Dad? Are you up here?” As Ronda turned around, she noticed the attic door was faintly ajar, letting in a sliver of light.

Ronda opened the attic door and climbed the attic stairs. There he was cross legged on the attic floor with his pipe parched between his lips. He brought up a can of Cognac and a sipping glass to the attic. Ronda eased in beside him, seeing he was in a bad state of mind. His eyes were puffy and red as he stared at some pictures.

She put a hand softly on his shoulder and spoke gently. “Dad, what are you doing?” He didn’t look at her or even flinch. He stared ashen at a picture of her mother and his father’s police picture in full dress blues. The picture of her mother was taken at a staff diner at Harvard over thirty years ago.

He finally spoke softly in a dim whisper of a voice. “Your mother was so beautiful. I miss her so much.”

“I know you do Dad. I miss her every day too.”

“She was always the rock of the family. An anchor that

steady us over rough seas. That is what I loved so much

about her. All of her grace, beauty and her

unquestionable strength.”

Fresh tears were forming in his eyes as he puffed away

nervously, filling the attic with thick gray smoke. She

danced around to the sound of Chopin playing on her

mother’s old turntable ever since they were married. She

always loved the smell of her father’s pipe. “She was my

angel who came and saved me.” Ronda could see he was

in a different place and time.

He took four long puffs on his pipe, then exhaled the

specially imported Italian pipe tobacco that he smoked for years. He hung his head, closed his eyes, and sighed deeply. “Your grandfather was like that. He was always a rock.” He paused and took a few more draws on his pipe

than he took out of his mouth. “He didn’t get distressed

that easily. People looked up to him and came to him for

assistance.” Ronda didn’t interrupt him and rubbed his shoulder as he talked about the family. She rubbed his

shoulder to ease the pain of the memories.

Ronda dropped her hand from his shoulders and

stared down at the faded photograph. “I wish I could have seen him in his uniform and known him.” He was a

well-built man with wide shoulders, looking strong. Her

father told her when she was young that they called him

the bull. Her father smiled and said, “he was so proud being on the New York City police force, so proud.” He

said in a wilted voice.

Ronda looked closely at the old photograph of her

grandfather in uniform on the front steps of the fourteenth Precinct sign. “He was so handsome in his uniform, standing proudly on the steps.”

“He sure was a good cop and everyone loved him.” He said, proud of his father’s work and the man.

He looked over at her, gave a half smile, and chuckled at her statement about his father. “He was proud of what

he did and what he became.” He paused briefly and continued. “He served proudly on the force for twenty-

one years before he was killed in the line of duty. He never missed a day of work in the twenty-one years.” He

was always an upright citizen, Ronda thought.

She needed to hear more about her Grandfather and

what led up to the night of his death. Her father didn’t

really talk about it. He always kept it buried in the past.

“Dad, what happened the night they found him and sent

him to the hospital?” Her father didn’t respond to her at

first. He stared down at the photograph. “Before joining

the police force, he was in the army in World War two.

My grandfather worked for the City of New York. They

lived in Brooklyn.”

Ronda listened as he walked her through the past of

her grandfather and his life growing up in New York City.

“In 1942, your grandfather was drafted and sent overseas

to Europe.” He paused, took sips of his glass of Cognac

from the fine crystal glass, and relit his pipe. He puffed

on it like a steam engine going uphill. Talking about the

family's past brought back painful memories of his past.

He picked up both pictures as tears started rolling down

his cheeks again.

He looked at her and said, “Oh my… Where are my

manors? Would you like a glass of Cognac?” He said,

looking embarrassed, that she had to see him acting so

foolish over a call. Ronda hated seeing him in this state

of mind. “No thanks, Dad, I think we should go downstairs, and I’ll fix lunch.” Trying to get him out of

his current mental state. “Yes, a good idea. We need our

strength to solve this thing.” Ronda took his hand and gave it a soft squeezed as they got up and walked down the stairs.

After lunch, they sat in the living room for a heart-to-

heart talk about last night's call. The call seemed like something out of an old mystery novel. The room was done in a dark elm wood. It had a fireplace and a baby

grand piano. With a fully stocked wet bar and, of course, bookshelves. What else would a Harvard literature professor have in his living room?

Ronda knew there was no alternative but to ask him

what they said and what they would do. She walked over

to his Italian leather chair and knelt beside it and took his hand. “Dad, we have to talk about the phone call and

what they said to make you so upset.”

He got up from his chair and walked over to the wet

bar and poured himself two fingers of his best imported

Bourbon. He walked over to the windows facing the street and just stood there. As painful as it was going to be, he knew he had to tell her. They both knew there was

no way out, and it had to be said. At first, he didn’t say anything, but stared out and drank his Bourbon and stared at the street. “Why did they call, Dad?” Ronda slowly got up and eased in beside him. “What did they say Dad,” She said as she put her hand softly on his shoulder.

He said in a soft whisper and took a large sip of his Bourbon. “They said it was time for a reputation for the

dirty deed. The whole Williams family has to pay for their

deeds of the past.” He finished off his drink and then went on. “He said that the bell tolls for the whole family.” He took a hard gulp before going on. “One by one, your

entire family will all meet an unspeakable fate for the dirty

deed from the past. They will pay the price for the deed.”

He hung his head and broke down.

Chills shot down her spine as the complexity of the hunting message whirled in her mind. Ronda was lost for

words and just stared off into space in shock. “Oh, Dad…” She uttered in shock. Her father's face turned ashen as he remembered the phone call.

Her father finally spoke once their shock from the chilling warning message wore off. His lips moved as he

searched for the words the call. “The call took me very

by surprise and has been spinning around my mind.”

“Do you have any ideas what they are referring to?”

“I don’t have the faintest idea what it was about.”

“Dad, did anything happen in the past that would make someone want to hurt our family?” Ronda said with

a frightened, urgent tone.

Her father looked at her, dumbfounded, at her asking

such questions. “If I knew who would make such an unspeakable, aggressive call, I would tell you, but I don’t

know.” He added, “Maybe it’s blackmail or a hoax to scare us.”

Ronda didn’t believe that her father's speculations were the reason for the call. She didn’t want to leave him

in his state of mind, or in case they called again, or if they were casing the house. “I don’t think it was meant as a joke. They are out to get the family for something that happened in the past.” What her father thought was the reason for the call wasn't ringing true.

She wanted to check her sources at the newspaper before she reached any conclusions about the call and its

reason. “I’m going to check my sources at the newspaper,

but I’ll come back as soon as I can and stay the night with

you.”

“Oh, you don’t have to do that. I’ll be alright.”

“Well, I’ll stay just a night. I can sleep in the guest

room.” Ronda said with a loving, caring tone she had.

He didn’t really want her to stay just because of this,

but he agreed. Her father got up, went over to the piano,

and started playing. He was still in a state of disbelieve and shock over this whole thing. She got up and went over and kissed him on the cheek. “I’ll be back before it

is dinner time.”

“That will be fine, dear. Don’t I’ll be fine.” He said, not even looking away from the piano, and kept playing.

Ronda was puzzled by his reaction. They said their goodbyes, and she left without another word between them.

Ronda made her way through the midday traffic in Boston. Dodging the crazy drivers and Jaywalkers all the

way to the office of the newspaper. It seemed to take longer than normal somehow. “That’s Boston,” she said

to herself. She had to keep her mind on drift off into thoughts of her father and the strange call.

When she finally pulled into the parking garage and into her parking space. Ronda noticed a piece of paper posted on the wall of a parking space. She got out of her

car and took the paper from the sign on the wall and read it:

The past holds many cold, dark secrets. We never forget the dirty deeds done to us. He will

find the ones who spilled the blood of our love

ones and take revenge for the acts that caused

us despair and defeat. We see all and know all

the dirty deeds you did in the past-The Falcon.

She didn’t know what to make of it. “What does it mean?” she said out loud. The knot in her stomach and

the shooting tingling feeling down her spine increased. She stuffed the message in her pocket and started to walk to the building of the new paper.

As she walked down the hall, she was greeted by the senior editor of the newspaper, Harry Balm, who had worked for the paper for twenty-five years. Harry called out, “Ronda! You are coming to work when you are on vacation?”

“Harry, I just couldn’t stand being away from you for to

long.” Ronda said with a chuckle in her voice and a smile.

“I always know you found me irresistible, charming and

sophisticated.”

Ronda busted out laughing, which made Harry grin from ear to ear. “Yeah, right, I saw you at the baseball games with your beer and hot dogs. The mustard dripping on you.” Harry chuckled and gave a reply to the

ribbing. “Oh well, we all have our own devices.” Harry

chuckled again with a big grin.

She always respected his knowledge about the newspaper business. She always came to Harry with any story problems while researching or working on a story.

“Harry, something came up that I would like to talk to you about.” They went into his office and closed the door

behind them and sat down. Ronda knew that Harry would keep this talk under wraps and would help her if

he could. Ronda told him the whole story about the strange call last night and the note she found. He took the note and read it with wide eyes and a shocked expression.

When he finished reading the note, he looked at her with his mouth open and a worried expression. “You don’t have any idea who wrote this or called?” Ronda could see how worried he was about her and for her safety. “No we don’t… My father is beside himself and worried for my safety.”

“I can see why! Did you go to the authorities?”

“No, not yet, I wanted to find as much as I can before

I do that… They might say it was a joke and forget about

it.” Harry nodded in agreement that they couldn’t do much until something really happened, then they would

start an investigation.

Harry leaned forward on his desk and cupped his hands together and heaved a sigh. “I will help you in any

way I can. I’ll see if I can get you more time off.” He said

with increasing worry. “Thanks, Harry, you are a great boss and friend,” Ronda said, knowing he would help in

any way he could. “Any time, Ronda, you know that.” As

Ronda was getting up to leave, Harry said, “Ronda, be careful, OK?” She could see how much he cared. “Thanks Harry. I will do my best to.” She searched for any clues that she could find, but didn’t find much. She knew that they needed more information before she could dig deeper. And the chase has begun.

.


Chapter 3




Ronda sat in her father’s living room, still baffled by her family’s situation. Her father seemed calmer now. She knew she had to be gentle with him while seeking

the reason for this attack. Whoever was responsible, it

had to be more than one person—possibly an under-ground organization. But for what reason? She couldn’t be sure who or why, not yet.

The room was still as daylight faded away. Only the

ticking of the clock on the wall filled the silence as the

pendulum swung. Ronda’s father sat at the piano, silent, playing Chopin and Handel pieces. He stared down at the keyboard in deep thought. He was calm but

still overwhelmed by what was really going on. Ronda

felt the same but stayed strong for him and the family.

Ronda sat half-slumped in a living room chair, watching her father play. She wondered if it was blackmail or revenge against her family. Maybe it had

to do with her grandfather, who served on the New York City Police Department. Ronda suspected he might’ve busted someone, and now this was payback years later. Since her grandfather was gone, Ronda thought they were after his family for it. That was her working theory for now.

Ronda hadn’t told her father about the message that she found on the wall of the parking garage. Her family wasn’t in any way anarchists. Ronda’s father was a highly respected Harvard University professor known

worldwide for his lectures, academic papers, and books. He was recognized not only in literature but also in parts of the fine arts.

After he returned from Vietnam, he went to college under the G.I. Bill and two years. In his second year, he was eligible for Phi Beta Kappa. He went on with a full scholarship to Harvard University, where he

worked on his master's and a PhD in literature.

Before Ronda's education began, his father served in the Army during the Vietnam War. While deployed, he

was notified that his father was wandering the streets

of New York City. The cause of his condition baffled

the family and authorities. He was committed to a local

hospital, then sent to Terry Hill State Hospital. The Army could not discharge Ronda’s father due to the intensity of the conflict. Ronda knew her father rarely spoke about it over the years.

She waited until he was done playing. He was just sitting there thinking. “Dad, I have to tell you what I found at my parking space at work.” He turned from the piano and faced her. “Does it have something to do with what is going on here?” She didn’t want to upset him again, but Ronda knew he had to know what was going on. He spoke in a monotone voice, “Confucius once said, “a bearer of bad news can bring new light into a situation,”

“a wise man indeed, and a great philosophy of his time.” He added  the thought. Ronda swallowed not sure how to tell him. “Well, I’m not sure how to tell you without upsetting you further.” She said, in an even

voice, to soften the blow of what she found on the wall of her parking space.

Ronda saw the panic on her father’s face as she spoke. It burst like a dam that had given way. “What! What happened?” He jumped up from the piano bench with a great burst of pain. “I’m OK, Dad. Please don’t worry.” She paused, realizing that it wasn’t going as she hoped it would. “I went to my office to search for anything that I could find out about the person who might have done this before.”

He burst out before she could continue. “Please just tell me. Don’t drag it out!” His voice was filled with terror. “I was pulling into my space and saw a note on the wall above my parking space. I’m pretty sure it was meant for me.”

“What did it say?” he asked, panic rising in his voice.

She took the note from her pocket After she finished, he had a profound look and walked over to the small wet bar. He poured himself some Kentucky Straight Bourbon. The dean of students had given it to him at the staff mixer. The staff had many get-together during the year.

Ronda saw the dread on her father’s face as he walked back to his chair. He sat with his glass shaking, perhaps in denial of the truth. The family’s past crashed down on him like a rock. Whether he understood it or not was yet to be seen. Ronda watched as his face turned ash gray. “Dad, is there something you are not  telling me?” Ronda wasn’t sure if he was sharing the whole story. “No! This whole thing has me baffled and unnerved.” He took two large gulps of his bourbon. “Ok, Dad. We’ll figure it out.”

He got up and went to the window as he sipped his drink. “The ambiguous circumstances we are in are

very troubling for the entire family,” he said, gazing

out the window. “Life is a risk at best. This is the worst

of it.” His voice was low and defeated. “Dad, could it be someone at the university doing this?” she asked. He didn’t reply and continued with his thoughts. Ronda knew he wasn’t mentally coherent after what she had just added to his plate. “I worked so hard to get where I am now. It was a hard road.” A rumble of thunder sounded. Then a flash lit up the sky. He was on an emotional roller-coaster of self-deprecation. Ronda spoke softly. “But you’ve been through worse than this.” He replied with a snort, drank the last of his bourbon, held the empty glass, and didn’t respond.

Ronda broke the awkwardness in the room with an idle comment. “Looks like we are in for a storm tonight.” He replied with a van Gogh quote. “There is peace even in the storm.” His tone was dark. “Yes, there is… We’ll get through our storm,” Ronda replied in a whisper. A loud crash came from the kitchen, startling them. They looked at each other wide-eyed and rushed to the kitchen as the storm arrived. When they reached the kitchen, they found the backdoor window shattered. Ronda ran to the door and flung it open. She stepped over the glass and walked out to the top outside step. Just in time, she saw a shadowy figure jump over the backyard wall.  

Ronda yelled to her father, “Call the police!” She stood on the step, trying to remember any details about the man as he went over the wall. Fifteen minutes later, they all stood in the kitchen, staring at the broken window on the door. The police took pictures but didn’t find much out back. It was still raining hard. They arrived with lights flashing and sirens blaring, waking the neighbor. Now, all the neighbors knew what had

happened to Professor John Williams and the residents.

The led officer took the report from Ronda, since her father was still in shock. “Miss Williams do you remember anything about the break-in and the person going over the wall?”

“Well, it was pretty dark and raining, but I think he was bold and tall,” Ronda told him. “How tall would you say he was?” Ronda couldn’t really tell how tall or anything else about him. “It happened so fast; I was lucky to see that much at night,” Ronda told the officer, Miss Williams, thank you for the

report. We’ll contact your father if we find anything.”

The officer shook his head and put the notebook back in his shirt pocket. Ronda didn’t mention the note she found, or the early morning phone call her father received. They weren’t linked to the so-called break-in. Ronda wasn’t sure if it was actually a break-in or just meant to scare them. If it was to scare them, it worked! A neighbor boarded up the window and said he would keep an eye out if they came back.

The house was quiet again after an hour of police and neighbors. It was a nightmare all around. Her father went upstairs for the night. Ronda sat in her father’s living room, thinking of all that had happened. She took out her phone and searched the internet for clues, but quickly fell asleep. The nightmare was still on her mind.


Chapter 4




Ronda found herself walking the same path that she took many times before when she walked here when she was young. She strolled pass the Physics department on her way to meet her father for lunch. And talk to this Mr. Weiss about what’s happening with their family.

Her father was meeting with Mr. Weiss, the head professor of the Harvard Criminal Justice Department. He came back to the university after a twenty-year career at the FBI headquarters in Washington DC. First as a special agent, then as a behavioral Analyst for the last five years of his career.

Ronda turned onto Massachusetts Avenue heading to the Law School building. She went to the third floor and to the corner office of Mr. Weiss. Ronda knocked softly on the door and heard a man’s voice call out, “come in please.” She knew that it must have been Mr. Weiss.

She entered the small corner office with Mr. Weiss sitting behind his desk and her father was sitting in one

of the chairs having coffee. “Hello, you must be Ronda. Nice to finally meet you,” he said with a slight

questioning smile. “Hi, nice to meet you Mr. Wiess,” Ronda smiled softly. Wiess was a stern professional man all the way. He looked like an FBI man. Right to the point and no BS only the facts, federal law man.

Her father turned and smiled. “well the was wondering when you were going to show up.” Ronda

smiled at them and gave a quick reply. “Sorry, I had somethings to check on.” Her father just gave a firm look and didn’t say anything else about it.

He turned to introduce the new member of the meeting. “Edwin my daughter, Ronda, who works for a local newspaper. Ronda this Mr. Edwin Wiess, one of our best professors.” He checked and smiled at the introduction. “Well John, Thank you, I do my best to educate the ethics of law.” Her father nodded in agreement to his statement.

He smiled at Ronda as he addressed her. “Well, I heard a lot about you over the years. Your father is so proud of you.” They shook hands and gave him a perlite but formal smiled. “It’s nice meet you Mr. Weiss. I heard a lot about you too.” He waved off the formality. “Please, please… You can just call me, Edwin. I’ve been an acquaintance of your father for years.” Ronda look at him and replied to his wishes, “OK, Edwin, thank you.”

“I heard so much about you. He’s boasts about you and your work.”

Ronda just turned to her father and grin and said with a half grin, “He’s the best father I ever humorously replied in kindness, not sure if what she said was true or not. “She’s a good girl, but never on time.” She gave her father a mock put off type of look and smirked. “Oh, Dad, I’m not that late.” Her father gave chuckled at her reply. “No she is a good girl. She never really gave me much trouble growing up. A little but not much.” He reached over and squeezed her hand and beamed at her.

Edwin, he got up from his chair and gazed out the window and cupped his hands behind his back. “Did you bring the note that you found at your parking space?” As an FBI agent, he has seen and heard it all. Nothing surprised him anymore. He became jaded over the years as an agent and was always ready to spring into action.

Ronda reached into her over coat and pulled out the paper. “This is what I found posted at my parking space.” Edwin turned from the window and reached out and took the paper from Ronda. He examined it and glanced over at her father, that was looking very anxious about the message on the paper and the call. “Well, John, this is indeed not a joke at all. The message is for retribution for something in the past.”

Ronda’s heart dropped as she glanced over at her father face of sheer panic. Ronda turned back to Edwin who was still examining the strange wording of the paper. “What do you think it means?” Ronda asked him. “I can’t come to any full conclusion, but they are serious about it.” He paused then asked, “John, do you remember any problems with anyone that would make them threaten your whole family?” Edwin asked in a forceful-

authoritative monotone voice.

Her father sat there in a bewildered, knowing the that were going through his mind. He was trying to think appellant think of anything that happened in the past that someone would want to get retaliation on his whole family. “I can’t recall of anything that would warrant a threat.” He shook his head at the ambiguous message and the poignant way Edwin asked about it. He was after all, an FBI special agent for twenty years. They don’t believe in tippy toeing around things, right to the point.

Edwin heaved a heavy sigh as he sat back down behind

his desk still examining the paper. “Well John, this is all circumstantial evidences for right now, until we link it to an event.”

“If I don’t have any knowledge of any event?” Edwin glance at him sideways. “well, somehow we have to find where it came from and why they’re threating you,” Edwin paused for a moment then added, “And for what reason.”

Ronda piped-in with her thoughts about the message. “I checked my sources at the paper and didn’t find any events evolving my family in the past, except for my grandfather over forty-five years ago.”

“what happened with your grandfather and when?” Edwin asked, hopping for any evidence about this. “My father was a police officer in New York City for twenty years, and a detective.” He paused, reliving the memory of losing his father. “He was wandering the streets in an incoherent state and sent to Terry Hill State Hospital and died there. But I don’t think that’s irrelevant to this.”

Edwin starred down at the paper, “when did this happened?"

“It happened in 1969 while I was in Vietnam. I was notified but couldn’t be discharged at that time.”

Edwin looked intrigued with the story and wanted to hear more of it, so did Ronda. “when did you find out the full story about your father?” Edwin probed for details. “After the Army discharged me and went home but I didn’t find out much.”

Ronda wanted to help him remember, so Edwin could get the full story, in case it was linked. “Dad, did you go to the police and the hospital to see who committed him Terry Hill?”

“Yes I went to his precinct and they were not sure what happened. The hospital could find his complete record, but a Dr Müller was at the city hospital and sent him to Terry Hill. The hospital didn’t have a record of a Dr Müller on staff at that time.” Ronda got a chill down her spine.

Edwin looked at both and studied their faces to see if they were telling all they knew or making it up. “Well It’s hard to believe it could be linked to this after forty years, but you never know.” He paused then added, “I’ll check

it out.”

“Well, if there is a link it’s about a fifty, fifty chance,” Ronda commented. Edwin didn’t reply and went on. “As far as the note, we can trace it and maybe the call also to see who is behind them,” Edwin said, but still not sure of Ronda’s doubtful tone.

It was her father’s turn to ask a question about it. “How can you trace a letter that has been typed?” Edwin smiled, “The FBI has analysts that can tell many things about a letter.” He looked at her father than went on explaining it. “We can tell where it came from by the font and font size, ink used and the age of the typewriter. We can find out who had it.” He placed the note on his desk and turned and gazed out the window again. “I’ll send it to our lab and should have the results in a few days.”

Her father got up from his chair. “Well, Thank

you Edwin for your assistants with this matter.” They shook hands, then Edwin turned and shook Ronda’s hand. “Ronda, it was a pleasure to meet you.” Ronda smiled and replied in kindness. “It was my pleasure and thank you for your help.” She said and gave him another smile. “I will help in any way.” Ronda was relieved now the FBI was involved but knew they could do just so much.

As they were walking down the hall, her father asked, “how do you think the meeting went with Edwin?” Ronda didn’t want to dash his hopes. “It went pretty good. He’s a nice guy and I think he will help us.” He didn’t respond and she added. “He can help us just so much. He’s a professor now and not in the FBI any longer.” Her father didn’t comment.

He was quite as they landed on the first floor, in deep thought about their meeting Edwin, until they were walking out the door. “Oh darn. I need to make a call of an urgent school matter, that I shouldn’t put off.” Ronda looked at him in bewilderment that all sudden he remembered it. He looked nervous about it, as if he was making it up.

Ronda looked at him in astonishment that he was saying it. “I thought we were going to lunch, it’s already two o’clock.” She said in a very put-off way and hurt. “We shell, but I must place this call of the most urgent matter that I must attended to.” He said shifting from foot to foot. “Ok if you have to…”

“I shan’t be long. Why don’t we meet by The Johnson Building, say in ten minutes?”

“Ok, I’ll meet you there in ten minutes.”

As Ronda walked faster down Massachusetts Avenue and was turning the corner, she crashed into another person turning the corner. Books flew up in the air and Ronda went backwards onto the ground. The other person reached down to help her up. “My deepest apology fräulein.” He addressed her as Ronda was cleaning off the dirt from the backside of her coat.

Ronda, who was still checking her overcoat and stunned said, “I feel like a truck ran into me.” She looked up and gasped at the man standing in front of her. He was tall with a shaved head, with a face that of a character in a horror movie. He had a large earring in one ear and in his nose. He was wearing a leather jacket with a German flag sewn on the left side of his jacket. With the Imperial Eagle hanging on a gold chain. He spoke in broken English but was German by sound and his looks.

He grinned with a small hiss sound and eyes glaring at her with German arrogance. “My inaccuracy fräulein?”

“Ronda.” He smiled exposing his gold tooth.

“I am Otto,” he said as he picked up his books. “Gluten Tag fräulein,” and with that he turned and walked off. Something was off about him that she couldn’t put her finger on what it was, but it gave her a bad feeling about him.


Chapter 5




Ronda felt the looming conspiracy over head as she rested at her Back-Bay apartment, after her traumatic time with her father. Those mundane days were no longer.

She watched the news as she drifted in and out of deep thought about the odd situation her whole family were in.

After their meeting with her father’s colleague Edwin

Wiess, X-FBI agent she felt relieved that the FBI was in

on it. It was a strange type of relief though. She knew they could help but couldn’t start an investigation until a

crime was committed. Her father was acting very strange

during the meeting and after the meeting. He was very quiet at the restraint. He didn’t want to talk about the meeting. After when she told him that she would stay with him, He told her that he’d be OK, and wanted to be alone tonight. She had a bad feeling about it but agreed and left him alone and went home.

She couldn’t grasp the mentality, a moral compass that would have such an agenda against her whole family. The person or group must have such low ethics to plot. History books were full of such acts and dirty deeds. Sadly, the proof of it was always real.

Ronda couldn’t do much until the FBI test results of the message that she found at the parking garage. She eager to find out what was going on but had to wait for the Report from the FBI lab in Washington, DC. Mr. Wiess told them they could find the typewriter that typed the letter by looking at the type set(font), ink used and how it was printed on the paper. Also if there were any miss characters full print.

The call might be harder to trace on a landline if they used a box that switches phone numbers on caller ID’s and the caller can’t be traced. If they used a cell or satellite phone, it would be hard finding the location of the call if they used that type of communication systems.

There were more if’s then answers. The FBI is good

at finding data like that and would if there were data to


be found. Ronda snapped back to safety of her apart men, with the thought of what she was told when she couldn’t find leads in a story. Go by the numbers, step by step and don’t leap forward to fast. She was told when she first started at the paper. She should follow that advice now and not go to fast. The answers will come to her if she goes by the numbers.


Ronda heaved a heavy sigh into the air and headed for

the kitchen. Thinking and hopping that her father was alright. She didn’t want him to worry or stressed. As Ronda searched for something to eat, preoccupied to the point that food didn’t matter to her at all. “Go by the numbers,” She said out loud. She didn’t even feel like eating. She knew she had to eat but her appetite was gone

ever since the meeting.

Ronda pulled a frozen dinner from the freezer, a thought rushed into her head. The thought of the odd encounter with the man who crashed into her. What was the name? She stood trying to remember the name. It was an odd name that she never heard before. His presents loomed over him. It was a ghoulish, gruesome type of character from an old Frankenstein or old horror movies. The phone ranged, jumping her out of trying to remember

the name of the odd man, and almost

dropped the frozen dinner on her foot. Ronda threw the dinner on the counter, while mumbling some choice words under her breath. She raced into the living room and picked up the phone on the fourth ring and answered in a frustrated voice, “hello!”

“Is this Miss Williams?” The voice asked.

“Yes, this Ronda Williams. Who is calling?”

“Edwin Wiess speaking. We spoked in my office

with your father?”

“Yes, Mr. Wiess, I remember.” Her heart stated to race.     

“I am calling you about the test results of the Message

that you found at your employment. We found the origination of the message.”

Ronda’s heart was about to jump out of her chess as if

she was going to start hyperventilating. She knew it wasn’t going to be good news. She took a deep breath and let it out. Getting ready to hear what they found out.

“What did you find?”

“I called your father already and told him the results of

the test.” He paused then continued. “You understand that the FBI can’t get officially involved, until a crime is commented, or further evidence is found about what is going on.”

Ronda knew that they wouldn’t go too far out on the limb. Not until it goes too far, then they would come in. But what is too far? Maybe when someone gets killed or blackmail. He said he would help but could do this so much. She was happy he was doing this much, checking out the call and the message.

“Yes, sir, I do understand that.”

“The paper that the message was written on is

about twenty-five years old.”

“How can you tell that?” She asked shocked over it.   

“By the grain of the paper, watermarks, and the breakdown of the paper, that happens over time.”

“Really that is amazing.”

“The paper was written on stationary type paper from a commercial origination. It has watermarks on it from a place called, Terry Hill State Hospital.”

Ronda gasped and her heart jumped up to her throat.

“Are you sure about that!”

“Yes I’m quite sure of that… The watermark was the

proof where it came from. The language was and European style of language.” This was

getting stranger by the minute. “we were able to pinpoint

the typewriter, that that message was type on. It was typed on a 1965 Roy Empress, that was used commercially. It’s something like an IBM Electric but weighs about as much as an electric, but the Roy Empress

was manual.”

“So most likely, the typewriters must be at the hospital, if they didn’t remove the typewriters when the hospital closed.” What she just said, clinched her next step in finding who called her father and sent the threating note to her. “I have to find out how to get there… I must find what is going on with these people”

“No! Ronda, you can’t go snooping around in an abandoned building that whoever wrote this message

might be around, these people mean business!”

“I have to do this for my family. This is what I do, researching cases like this one. My family is in jeopardy. We must stop them, now!” Ronda said with her voice raised and was ready to break down. “didn’t you say it closed in 1994?”

“Yes, it’s been closed for sixteen years now. That is what my Dad told me.”

“The building can’t be safe and most likely falling apart and could cave-in on you. Maybe even fall through floor!” Wiess paused then added to the thought. “You know that’s state property. You could be arrested! And I

will have to agree to that as a former FBI agent and a

professor.”

“I’ll be careful always, but this is the only way to get to the bottom of this…” Ronda heard his sighs Anshe added. “The FBI can’t get into it; the local police don’t want anything to do with it. So it’s up to me to the bottom of it.”

“I can’t stop you. I’m not your father and you are old enough… Maybe you should talk it over with your father before you do something this crazy.”

“I’ll call him in the morning and talk to him.”

Ronda asked if they were able to trace her father’s threating call. “Did you find who called my Dad at four in the morning?” Ronda didn’t think they found anything yet. “Yes, we did! The call was placed on a satellite call service. We pinned it down somewhere in South America, but we are still working on it to pinpointing it further.”


Ronda was confused of what they found. Maybe it was a drug cartel. But why would her grandfather be involved in that? Maybe a shipment to New York and gramps was part of the bust. Ronda thought to herself but didn’t say it out loud. She didn’t want to tell Wiess too much before she could investigate it. Just encase it might make the family look bad. “Was your grandfather involved with cartels or drug rings when he was on the force?” Edwin asked carefully. “Not that I’m aware of … I wasn’t around then.”


“Hmmm, that is true.” Ronda chuckled and thought,


how old do you think I am? Ronda thought to herself. She knew that he had to ask it to clear the air.


Ronda knew that he was trying to talk her out of going. He thought it had some to do with her grandfather. Ronda was beginning to think the same thing. “I would say you should ask my father, but I don’t want him to stress out anymore then he is already.”

“That is true… He sounded very high strung.”

That is true, he hasn’t been himself since this who thing

started. He has been acting very strangely. He has not himself at all. She didn’t want to push him to the point of snapping or have a stroke. Ronda would do this on her own to clear it up, without pushing him too much. “Well do let me know if I can be any further assistants to

you and your father.”

“Thank you Mr. Weiss I will. Thank you for all your help. I would ask you call me instead. I don’t want to upset

my father any further,” she asked. She could her him make a grunting noise but said in an authority type voice.

“Very well, I will do what you request and contact you.”

Ronda gave him her cell phone number; in case she wasn’t home and contact her wherever she might be day or night. “Miss Williams, I have to caution you to be aware of your surroundings wherever you go. I would tell you to rethink about poking around old buildings.” Wiess paused then continued, “It’s not a game. Whoever do this… Are out for revenge!” He said in a deep dark tone, choose his words carefully. And with that they said their

good-byes and hung up.


Ronda wasn’t in the mood frozen dinner tonight. She was on edge and needed comfort food after what she was just told. Her mind was swirling around with all the possibilities of her grandfather’s connection with such people and why? Was gramps involved in some drug traffic racket. She thought and shook her head no, that was not


possible.

She tossed the dinner back into the freezer, grab her key and headed out the door. Ronda really needs a cheeseburger, fries and a malt. She always tries to watch her diet but in times like this, good old comfort food was needed. She thought about how she was going to break the news to her father about looking around Terry Hill Hospital.


As Ronda parked in front of the restaurant, Boston



Beefy Burgers, a group of teens was surrounding an old


man shoving him around. She parked and jumped out.

She rushed over yelling, “Hey, Leave him alone!” They

looked at her charging up and laughed the dumped his

milkshake over his head and ran off. “Are you ok?” Ronda asked, who felt bad for the old man and looked

embarrass.

He looked up at Ronda with the milkshake dripping

down from his head. “Yes thank you,” he said. “Kid’s today, I just don’t know where their head are,”

Ronda said. “—I don’t know, up their backsides!”

“Yea, I think so!” She said feeling how he felt.”

“Can I get you another milk shake?”

“Thank you, but No need.” He said wiping some of the shake off his head, then added. “I didn’t think I was going to wear it!”

“Thank you for your help,” and with that walked off. Ronda couldn’t believe those kids would do something like that. She thought it was just bad up-bring.

Ronda turned and looked back towards her car. She looked across the street and there stood the guy who bumped into her after the meeting. He looked at her with

narrowed eyes and an evil twisted smirk.

She stared at him for a moment and looked back towards the door then back to him but was gone. Who was he? What was his name? She couldn’t remember his

name, other than he was creepy looking.

As Ronda was sitting eating her hamburger and fries, her cell phone rang. “Hello, Ronda Williams speaking,” She announced who was speaking. “Ronda, it’s Dad, where are you?”

“Dad! Is everything ok?”

“Yes all is fine. Where are you,” he repeated.

“I’m at Beefy Burgers having dinner.” She heard

her father sigh with disapproved of that type of food. “Ronda that junk food is bad for you. It’s all fat

and grease and full of chemicals in it.”

“I know Dad,” she said and heaved a sigh.

“I just got off the phone with professor Wiess, who

told me what they found out about the message and your

early morning call at four in the morning?”

Her father didn’t respond at first, which she knew wasn’t a good sign. Ronda knew she had to say something

to keep him tranquil. She looked at her phone then said, “Hello Dad?”

“Yes, I am still here.” He said in a doomed voice, then responded to what she told him. “Yes, he called me earlier and told me what he found.”

“I don’t want you to worry you about it. I will find who is doing it, no matter what?” She said, trying to reinsuring him. He would worry about her well bean

“Well, I do worry about you hon.”

“I’ll be careful, Dad.”

Her father knew she would end up at the hospital, and

she might not come back like his father didn’t come back.

That was a fear that he lived with for years. “You are

going to the hospital, aren’t you?”

“Yes I am. Professor Wiess called and told you?”

“No, I knew you were going to… Be careful”

“I will Dad, don’t worry.” With that they hung up and she finished her dinner and planed what she was going to

do. She had to stay calm and go by the numbers. Every step must be calculated. Ronda knew if she went in order and go by the numbers and she would find what she was looking for. That is what they always told her At the paper, and now she had to remember what she learned and apply it here. Ronda felt the looming conspiracy over

head as she rested at her Back-Bay apartment, after her traumatic time with her father. Those mundane days were

no longer. She watched the news as she drifted in and out

deep thought about the odd situation her whole family were in.

After their meeting with her father’s colleague Edwin

Wiess, X-FBI agent she felt relieved that the FBI was in

on it. It was a strange type of relief though. She knew they could help but couldn’t start an investigation until a

crime was committed. Her father was acting very strange

during the meeting and after the meeting. He was very quiet at the restraint. He didn’t want to talk about the meeting. After when she told him that she would stay with him, He told her that he’d be OK, and wanted to be

alone tonight. She had a bad feeling about it but agreed and left him alone and went home.

She couldn’t grasp the mentality, a moral compass that

would have such an agenda against her whole family. The

person or group must have such low ethics to plot. History books were full of such acts and dirty deeds. Sadly, the proof of it was always real.

Ronda couldn’t do much until the FBI test results of

the message that she found at the parking garage. She eager to find out what was going on but had to wait for the Report from the FBI lab in Washington, DC. Mr. Wiess told them they could find the typewriter that typed the letter by looking at the type set(font), ink used and how it was printed on the paper. Also if there were any miss characters full print.

The call might be harder to trace on a landline if they used a box that switches phone numbers on caller ID’s and the caller can’t be traced. If they used a cell or satellite phone, it would be hard finding the location of the call if they used that type of communication systems.

There were more if’s then answers. The FBI is good at finding data like that and would if there were data to be found. Ronda snapped back to safety of her apartment,


with the thought of what she was told when she couldn’t find leads in a story. Go by the numbers, step by step and don’t leap forward to fast. She was told when she first started at the paper. She should follow that advice now and not go to fast. The answers will come to her if she goes by the numbers.


Ronda heaved a heavy sigh into the air and headed for the kitchen. Thinking and hopping that her father was alright. She didn’t want him to worry or stressed. As Ronda searched for something to eat, preoccupied to the point that food didn’t matter to her at all. “Go by the numbers,” She said out loud. She didn’t even feel like eating. She knew she had to eat but her appetite was gone ever since the meeting.

Ronda pulled a frozen dinner from the freezer, a thought rushed into her head. The thought of the odd encounter with the man who crashed into her. What was the name? She stood trying to remember the name. It was an odd name that she never heard before. His presents loomed over him. It was a ghoulish, gruesome type of character from an old Frankenstein or old horror movies.

The phone ranged, jumping her out of trying to remember the name of the odd man, and almost  dropped the frozen dinner on her foot. Ronda threw the dinner on the counter, while mumbling some choice words under her breath. She raced into the living room and picked up the phone on the fourth ring and answered in a frustrated voice, “hello!”

“Is this Miss Williams?” The voice asked.

“Yes, this Ronda Williams. Who is calling?”

“Edwin Wiess speaking. We spoked in my office with your father?”

“Yes, Mr. Wiess, I remember.” Her heart stated to race.    

“I am calling you about the test results of the Message that you found at your employment. We found the

origination of the message.”

Ronda’s heart was about to jump out of her chess as she was going to start hyperventilating. She knew it wasn’t going to be good news. She took a deep breath and let it out. Getting ready to hear what they found out. “What did you find?”

“I called your father already and told him the results of the test.” He paused then continued. “You understand that the FBI can’t get officially involved, until a crime is commented, or further evidence is found about what is

going on.”

Ronda knew that they wouldn’t go too far out on the limb. Not until it goes too far, then they would come in. But what is too far? Maybe when someone gets killed or blackmail. He said he would help but could do this so much. She was happy he was doing this much, checking

out the call and the message.

“Yes, sir, I do understand that.”

“The paper that the message was written on is about

twenty-five years old.”

“How can you tell that?” She asked shocked over it.  

“By the grain of the paper, watermarks, and the breakdown of the paper, that happens over time.”

“Really that is amazing.”

“The paper was written on stationary type paper from a commercial origination. It has watermarks on it from a place called, Terry Hill State Hospital.”

Ronda gasped and her heart jumped up to her throat. “Are you sure about that!”

“Yes I’m quite sure of that… The watermark was the proof where it came from. The language was professional

and European style of language.” This was getting stranger by the minute. “we were able to pinpoint the typewriter, that that message was type on. It was typed on a 1965 Roy Empress, that was used commercially. It’s something like an IBM Electric but weighs about as much as an electric, but the Roy Empress was manual.”

“So most likely, the typewriters must be at the hospital, if they didn’t remove the typewriters when the hospital closed.” What she just said, clinched her next step in finding who called her father and sent the threating note to her. “I have to find out how to get there… I must find what is going on with these people”

“No! Ronda, you can’t go snooping around in an abandoned building that whoever wrote this message might be around, these people mean business!”

“I have to do this for my family. This is what I do, researching cases like this one. My family is in jeopardy. We must stop them, now!” Ronda said with her voice raised and was ready to break down. “didn’t you say it closed in 1994?”

“Yes, it’s been closed for sixteen years now. That is what my Dad told me.”

“The building can’t be safe and most likely falling apart and could cave-in on you. Maybe even fall through floor!” Wiess paused then added to the thought. “You know that’s state property. You could be arrested! And I will have to agree to that as a former FBI agent and a professor.”

“I’ll be careful always, but this is the only way to get to the bottom of this…” Ronda heard his sighs Anshe added. “The FBI can’t get into it; the local police don’t want anything to do with it. So it’s up to me to the bottom of it.”

“I can’t stop you. I’m not your father and you are old

enough… Maybe you should talk it over with your father

before you do something this crazy.”

“I’ll call him in the morning and talk to him.”

Ronda asked if they were able to trace her father’s threating call. “Did you find who called my Dad at four in the morning?” Ronda didn’t think they found anything yet. “Yes, we did! The call was placed on a satellite call service. We pinned it down somewhere in South America, but we are still working on it to pinpointing it further.”

Ronda was confused of what they found. Maybe


it was a drug cartel. But why would her grandfather be involved in that? Maybe a shipment to New York and gramps was part of the bust. Ronda thought to herself but didn’t say it out loud. She didn’t want to tell Wiess too much before she could investigate it. Just encase it might make the family look bad. “Was your grandfather involved with cartels or drug rings when he was on the force?” Edwin asked carefully. “Not that I’m aware of … I wasn’t around then.”


“Hmmm, that is true.” Ronda chuckled and thought,


how old do you think I am? Ronda thought to herself. She knew that he had to ask it to clear the air.


Ronda knew that he was trying to talk her out of going. He thought it had some to do with her grandfather. Ronda was beginning to think the same thing. “I would say you should ask my father, but I don’t want him to stress out anymore then he is already.”

“That is true… He sounded very high strung.”

That is true, he hasn’t been himself since this who thing

started. He has been acting very strangely. He has not himself at all. She didn’t want to push him to the point of snapping or have a stroke. Ronda would do this on her own to clear it up, without pushing him too much. “Well do let me know if I can be any further assistants to you and your father.”

“Thank you Mr. Weiss I will. Thank you for all your help. I would ask you call me instead. I don’t want to upset my father any further,” she asked. She could her him make a grunting noise but said in an authority type voice.

“Very well, I will do what you request and contact you.”

Ronda gave him her cell phone number; in case she wasn’t home and contact her wherever she might be day or night. “Miss Williams, I have to caution you to be aware of your surroundings wherever you go. I would tell you to rethink about poking around old buildings.” Wiess paused then continued, “It’s not a game. Whoever do this… Are out for revenge!” He said in a deep dark tone, choose his words carefully. And with that they said their good-byes and hung up.


Ronda wasn’t in the mood frozen dinner tonight. She was on edge and needed comfort food after what she was just told. Her mind was swirling around with all the possibilities of her grandfather’s connection with such people and why? Was gramps involved in some drug traffic racket. She thought and shook her head no, that was not possible.


She tossed the dinner back into the freezer, grab her key and headed out the door. Ronda really needs a cheeseburger, fries and a malt. She always tries to watch her diet but in times like this, good old comfort food was needed. She thought about how she was going to break the news to her father about looking around Terry Hill Hospital.


As Ronda parked in front of the restaurant, Boston Beefy Burgers, a group of teens was surrounding an old man shoving him around. She parked and jumped out. She rushed over yelling, “Hey, Leave him alone!” They looked at her charging up and laughed the dumped his milkshake over his head and ran off. “Are you ok?” Ronda asked, who felt bad for the old man and looked embarrass.


He looked up at Ronda with the milkshake dripping down from his head. “Yes thank you,” he said. “Kid’s today, I just don’t know where their head are,”

Ronda said. “—I don’t know, up their backsides!”

“Yea, I think so!” She said feeling how he felt.”

“Can I get you another milk shake?”

“Thank you, but No need.” He said wiping some of

the shake off his head, then added. “I didn’t think I was

going to wear it!”

“Thank you for your help,” and with that walked off. Ronda couldn’t believe those kids would do something like that. She thought it was just bad up-bring.

Ronda turned and looked back towards her car. She looked across the street and there stood the guy who

bumped into her after the meeting. He looked at her with

narrowed eyes and an evil twisted smirk.

She stared at him for a moment and looked back

towards the door then back to him but was gone. Who was he? What was his name? She couldn’t remember his name, other than he was creepy looking.

As Ronda was sitting eating her hamburger and fries,

her cell phone rang. “Hello, Ronda Williams speaking,” She announced who was speaking. “Ronda, it’s Dad, where are you?”

“Dad! Is everything ok?”

“Yes all is fine. Where are you,” he repeated.

“I’m at Beefy Burgers having dinner.” She heard her father sigh with disapproved of that type of food. “Ronda that junk food is bad for you. It’s all fat and grease and full of chemicals in it.”

“I know Dad,” she said and heaved a sigh.

“I just got off the phone with professor Wiess, who told me what they found out about the message and your early morning call at four in the morning?”

Her father didn’t respond at first, which she knew wasn’t a good sign. Ronda knew she had to say something to keep him tranquil. She looked at her phone then said,

“Hello Dad?”

“Yes, I am still here.” He said in a doomed voice, then responded to what she told him. “Yes, he called me earlier and told me what he found.”

“I don’t want you to worry you about it. I will find who is doing it, no matter what?” She said, trying to reinsuring him. He would worry about her well bean “Well, I do worry about you hon.”

“I’ll be careful, Dad.”

Her father knew she would end up at the hospital, and she might not come back like his father didn’t come back.

That was a fear that he lived with for years. “You are

going to the hospital, aren’t you?”

“Yes I am. Professor Wiess called and told you?”

“No, I knew you were going to… Be careful”

“I will Dad, don’t worry.” With that they hung up and she finished her dinner and planed what she was going to do. She had to stay calm and go by the numbers. Every step must be calculated. Ronda knew if she went in order and go by the numbers and she would find what she was looking for. That is what they always told her At the paper, and now she had to remember what she learned and apply it here.


Chapter 6




Ronda stood at the gates of the old hospital. It looked far worse than she’d imagined. The building didn’t match the images she’d seen online—they must have been taken when it was still in operation. Built in 1897 in the Gothic style, the hospital had been closed for 16 years. Since then, reports of hauntings and cult rituals emerged. No one knew what else had happened. It shouldn’t be dangerous, but she had to be here.  

Wiess was right: it didn’t look safe and was beyond spooky. Some wooden outbuildings had caved in, likely used for maintenance. She could imagine the hardships the hospital had weathered over the years.

An older man walking his dog passed her and said hello. Then Ronda smiled at the dog, bent over, and started talking to him. “Hello. What is his name, boy?” The dog went to her, sniffed, and rubbed against her leg, his tail going full speed. “Grady. He’s a very friendly dog.”

Yes, he is… Hello Grady, what a beautiful boy you are,” Ronda said, rubbing his head. “Thank you,” the man chuckled. Grady, an Irish Setter, took to Ronda. His owner, an older man with now-white hair and a bushy beard, looked to be in his seventies and wore

field attire. Out walking with his faithful dog on a fall

day, he said, “He loves chasing rabbits on the trails.”

“Trails? Are there a lot of trails around here? I bet he

loves that.” Ronda said, patting the dog, “Good boy.” The man watched Ronda and Grady, smiling. “Yes, he’s a good dog and hunter… He likes the trail by the old hospital graveyard. I have a heck of a time when he goes through the hole in the old fence to get him back.” Ronda broke in, asking, “Really?”

“Yes! By the old graveyard, really a nice walk.”

“How do I find this trail?”

“Follow me, I will show you where the trail starts.” He looked at her, then asked, “But you’re not dressed for a walk in the woods. You from the city?”

“No I’m Not… I’m from Boston Massachusetts, I work

for a Boston paper.”

“Oh… A reporter?”

“No! A researcher and Journalist.” Ronda paused, then added, “I-I-uhm, I’m researching for a possible story about the old hospital.” She said, as a possible reason for being here and not casting any suspicion, that she was doing so. “I will show you the path to the graveyard. The graveyard, but they don’t like it if you go on the property.” He said, giving her a very suspicious look. She knew that he didn’t believe her.

Ronda knew her excuse sounded suspicious, but it was all she had. Trying to sound confident, she said,

“Oh, I won’t. I’ll get any pictures I need from off the property.” She held up her camera. “There’s a lot to photograph around here.”

“I hope so.” She paused and added an afterthought.

“I’ll find a place to stay for tonight and come back tomorrow with the right clothes for a hike.”

“That’s a good idea… I’ll show you where the trail starts.” He said, grinning, and started walking. Ronda

followed him to a spot where she could see an overgrown path. Ronda thanked him and asked him, “How far to the graveyard?”

“About a half a mile,” The old man told her. “Great…

Can you tell me a good place to stay?”

“The Terry Hill Inn. It’s a really nice place on

Locusts Street, off main street.”

Ronda again asked him for a dinner recommendation.   


He suggested Jones Barn Bar and Grill. Ronda Wat- chad them walk away, then drove into Terry Hill to check into the Terry Hill Inn. Ronda checked in at the


Inn, dropped off her suitcase, and went out for dinner. The place, as its name suggested, was a barn converted into a restaurant. It had rustic; country decor typical of small towns.

Ronda sat at a corner table, ordered dinner and a glass of wine. Her cell phone rang. She quickly dug it out and saw the caller ID: her father. Heart quickening, she

answered, "Hello, Dad? Is everything alright?"

“No, not quite. I had three calls: two times, no one said anything and hung up; the other, someone asked for a person I didn’t know and hung up.” He paused, breathing hard. That scared Ronda, worried he was getting paranoid. She couldn’t blame him after what had happened. “Dad, they might just be wrong numbers or crank calls.”

“You might be right… I just being paranoid.”

Ronda didn’t comment on his paranoia. She heard him sigh and asked, “Where are you now?”

“I am in Terry Hill right now. I’ve checked into an inn.” She stopped to take a sip of wine. “I am eating at a place called Jones Barn. It’s a quaint little barn restaurant.”

.. 

“Oh, sounds like a rustic place,” her father replied.      

“Try to get some sleep, Dad. You’ll feel better in the

morning. If anyone comes by, call the police and then

me if you can, but I’m sure they were just wrong numbers or prank calls.”

“I hope so... Right now I’m a mess.” Ronda waited for him to end the call. “Be careful down there, Hun.” She smiled and said, “I will always be careful.”

“Well, I’ll let you go so you can eat your dinner.”

“OK Dad, I will call you if I found anything out.”

“Stay safe, Hon.” They said their goodbyes, and she finished her dinner.

She got up early the next morning and headed down

the stairs to go to breakfast and go on the hike by the graveyard. As she walked past the desk, the clerk greeted her. “How was your night?” Ronda smiled, “It was very comfortable, thank you.” It was a good night, after a great dinner she had at the Jones Barn Bar and Grill, and the two glasses of wine that she had. “Happy that you had a good night.”

.“yes it’s a nice room… Do you know a breakfast place in town?”

. “Yes, Red’s Early Morning Stop, on Elem Street.”

.“Sounds great. How do I get there?” She thanked her

and headed to find Red’s for breakfast.


After breakfast, she drove back to the hospital and parked by the side of the road where the trail started. Ronda carefully walked down the overgrown, muddy path. I’m glad I changed into jeans and the right shoes, she thought. She followed the old fence along the path, which seemed longer than it had yesterday. She finally came to the part of the fence with the hole and the graveyard. It was an ominous-looking place, with over-


growth covering the markers.

Ronda walked over to a marker that had only a number for identification—not much to show who it was or when they died. She continued up a small hill, past some underground storage with two mantel doors. It must have been for the graveyard or for temporary bodies. She came to a small, covered bridge over a stream. It seemed peaceful here, but she wouldn’t want to be here at night. The tree canopy was so thick it blocked most of the sunlight, and it would be even worse at night, making it even creepier.

The trail ended behind the main building's end wing. Ronda hid behind a small utility shed at the edge of a parking lot, looking in all directions for security guards or anyone else around. The building facing her was massive; it must have been the hospital's main part. Everywhere she looked, buildings stood in various stages of decay.

Ronda dashed across the parking lot to a corner of the large building. The path she chose was the safest way to go unseen—the path of least resistance. She knew that if she were spotted, she could be arrested, fined, or both for trespassing, which wouldn’t be good for her job and would upset her father even more. He was already on edge about this. She didn’t want to push him further.

Ronda slowly crept up to a window and peered inside. The room was full of junk and filing cabinets, most likely looted since abandonment. She couldn’t imagine what it was used for when the hospital was operating. “Can I help you find something?” Ronda spun around in shock. A good-looking man in a security uniform with a badge stood in front of her, arms crossed.

Ronda realized she needed an excuse for being there and quickly tried to compose herself. "Oh-uhm-uhm-hi, I-I was just looking around," she stammered, startled by the sudden encounter.

“Looking around? This is State property Mrs.?”

“Miss Williams. Ronda Williams.”

“Right, well, Miss Williams, you are trespassing.” Ronda knew he was, as he looked like a hard-core man who goes by the book. “I really didn’t know… I just wanted some pictures and look around a bit and see what this place was like, after it was closed.”

“Did you see the signs posted fence that it was state property?”

Ronda hesitated, uncertain how to answer. She knew she was caught and that he wouldn't let up. Trying to defend herself, she said, “I didn’t think there was any harm in just looking around. I wasn’t going to take anything from—” She stopped, realizing she had no way out.

“That doesn’t matter! The fact that you hear does matter, Miss Williams.” Ronda knew that all she could say for now. He had her dead to rights on this. “Ok, Miss William, come with me.”

“Where are we going?”

“To the security office to write a report about your sightseeing. I’m not sure what to do with you yet, but I will.”

They walked around another building and entered the security office, a small trailer at the far end of the parking lot. Once inside, the security guard asked, “So how did you get in? The main gate is locked, and there are signs on the fence.” Ronda realized telling the truth was her best option now.

“A guy told me about a path and a hole in the fence by the graveyard.”

“So you knew it wasn’t right for you to be here.” He looked at her with a disgusted look. “Yes, sir.” Ronda felt like she was ten years old again, being scolded. “So what is your reason for being here. You must have a reason for coming here.” He looked at the report form, then back to her.


Ronda didn’t see an alternative but to tell him why she trespassed on state property. She looked down at his name tag and saw his name, Tom Hanson, and the name of the security company that watched over the property. She smiled, trying to ease the tension. “Well, Mr. Hanson, I am here for a reason, but it’s not to do harm to the hospital.” He looked at her, puzzled about how she knew his name. “How did you know my name?”    


Ronda grinned and pointed at his name tag on his shirt and chuckled at his puzzlement. “Oh, yeah, I guess that is a giveaway.” Ronda grinned as the tension between them let up a little. “I am Ronda. Can I call you Thomas or Tom?” He looked at her, smiled, and chuckled out loud. “Tom, please, Miss Williams, or may I address you by Ronda?” She could see a shift in his hardcore. Ronda could see that they were making progress. Now she put it on a more personal level. At else, she was hoping it was. He was good-looking and smart, and maybe somehow, he could help her in her search for clues. “So Ronda, what are you doing here?”
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