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To my best-chosen friend, companion, guide, and one who I walk through life with, linked hand-in-hand, two equal, loving friends...a true love, my wife, Barbara Jean.

Age is an issue of mind over matter. If you don’t mind, it doesn’t matter.

—-Mark Twain
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Prologue – Crazy or Not 
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Television reporter Dan Stephens from KTEX was given the assignment to interview New York Times Best Selling author Angelica Thompson, once a long-time resident in Denver, Colorado.

His producer asked him to make a trip to Black Rock Cove to get a private meeting with the author of her newest novel, The Lady in Red. Angel, her shortened nickname, secluded herself since the release of her book and not entertained any request to find out the truth behind the words in her novel, ‘true love.’ 

The producer thought Dan, a close friend with Angel during her early career, might be the person to delve into why all the seclusion on her part.

Her mother was concerned when she told Stephens her only daughter was such a delicate girl, highly-strung and excitable. She thinks the doctors advised her to remain in Black Rock Cove after writing her novel because she needed rest, not to mention that the sea air would suit her.

Angel’s mother continued and told Dan she came for a visit a few weeks earlier. She wasn’t doing any better than she was a year ago. Her novel sold a million copies, and obviously, she should be much better, not having to worry about how she was going to pay the bills.  However, she has not started writing again since the release of the true love romance novel.

Dan and his camera operator arrived one year after the release of The Lady in Red and drove up to the old house she purchased with the proceeds from her novel. She was familiar with every nook and cranny. Instead of being relaxed, she was restless and excitable, more so in Black Rock Cove than in Denver.

Something appeared to be worrying the writer. She hadn’t confided in her mother or anyone else for that matter. This was why Dan became anxious to get the interview underway.  He was the only person Angel allowed to converse with her about her paranormal romance.

Dan volunteered for the assignment from his television station because of his work in psychical research, and besides, he had a longtime friendship with Angel going back to their old college days. After over a year, no one was able to understand her or interview her about the novel.

Dan walked up to the front door and gave the doorknocker several raps.

Tap. Tap. Tap.

He watched a tall, slender woman with a dazzling complexion and long flowing blonde hair walk to the screen door. She didn’t appear whatsoever to belong to the inanimate, anemic type of invalid. At his first glance, why would her mother or anyone think anything was the matter with the author?

Dan did all he could to renew his friendship with Angel. He found himself successful up to a certain point. She was ready to talk to him on different subjects, to have him stroll by her side along the cliff, to treat him generally as a good friend, but that was all. He hadn’t reached her real inner-self yet. He knew that.

He also realized it was time. There was some adverse influence at work. What it was he couldn’t guess...perhaps she didn’t know herself...but her mind preyed on her body.

Dan and Angel continued with their interview, standing on the cliffside near a large Aspen tree. It was a favorite walk with Angel, one she took almost every day. She enjoyed pacing up and down between the cottage and the dark grey, rolling Pacific Ocean, whose waves dragged forever at the rocky shoreline as though they would tear it away.

*****
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“ANGEL, THIS PLACE IS so overwhelming. There’s such a sense of space and loneliness. You can hear nothing but the sea and the wind. Some places seem as if they ought to keep to themselves. They’re simply not meant for human habitation.”

“It has a wonderful fascination, I think,” the writer said dreamily. “You are so cut off from the world you almost forget it’s out there. You forget its hard matter-of-factness, its limited views. You can imagine anything here. All things seem possible.”

“Angel, you’re interesting to visit with. You believe strongly in the influence of places. So do I. But I believe in the influence of things, as well...things made by man.” He turned away from the ocean and looked back at Angel’s home.

“For instance, your cottage impresses me almost as much as the rolling sea. It has probably stood there for over a hundred years.”

“Actually, Dan, over two hundred years.” Her grin flashed briefly, dazzling against her olive skin as she quickly recollected her memories.

“Wow, for being built on the edge of the ocean, that’s a long time for a home to stand.”

“Yes, it is.”

“Think of the joys and sorrows...the sin and wickedness, perhaps...that it has known, all shut up within those grey stone walls, to become part and parcel of its existence.”

Angel didn’t immediately respond and drew a long hard breath. “I go farther than you,” she said. I think it’s the most wonderful thing here in Black Rock Cove...the most wonderful and yet terrible, too. It impresses me more than the sea, the silence, and the loneliness. It is so old and secret. It knows so much.  Above all, it is so... how do I say it... alive!”

Angel felt the full force of the word as it shot out through her lips. It couldn’t be held back. She stood still, looking at the cottage with her hands clasped, bare, isolated, and defiant in its strength. 

The three of them stood there a moment gazing at the home. It had no need for speech to impress the beholder. Every stone individually placed on its walls held a memory and a voice.

“Dan, do you know that old saying, ‘Thou art the soul of thy house, and he who after thee inhabits it will know thee?’” She asks softly. “Since I have been here this last year and a half, I have discovered for myself how true that is.”

Dan and Angel began to stroll back down the narrow trail to the cottage. She continued to talk to Dan while they were walking. “You will probably laugh at me and think me fanciful and romantic. But as we stand here, so peaceful and scrutinize every rock hung on its side, as we do now, do you think the idea is so far-fetched?”

“Not at all, Angel. I shan’t laugh,” he said quietly.  “I don’t think everything absurd that cannot be proved and cataloged. I believe it is so much... or more... left for us to learn as we already know, and the great discoveries of the future will be in the spiritual, not in the material world.  Can’t you tell me more? I am interested in such theories.”

“It is difficult to put anything so vague into words,” she said hesitating, “and yet I should like to tell somebody who understands... who might advise me, perhaps? I’ve felt so helpless and afraid to speak for fear of finding ridicule in everyone’s laugh. I thought at first, I was ill and fanciful, and the feeling would wear off. But it doesn’t... it grows stronger every day.”

“What is it?” Dan asked gently. He could see how agitated she was. Her long tanned hands clasp with nervous intensity. The slim, attractive figure of her body quivered from head to toe. “Give me some idea. I’ve made a study of such things. I will understand, I assure you.”

Angelica walked over to the bay window, stared out to the west over the expanding ocean waters. Her mind meandered over her namesake and what faced her hundreds of years earlier. She remembered her words as if they were her own... as if it were only yesterday. They echoed in her mind, not to be heard by Daniel, as he watched Angel with a far-off expression on her face. 

She began to frown. Please, I love you so much. Do you understand? Do you hear what I’m saying? I can’t go on and live without you! I promise I won’t live without you, my love! Please...forgive me for what I’m about to do. 

She placed her hand on her forehead, stared down at the wooden floor of the cottage, and pictured herself standing on the sandy beach within the outcropping of large black boulders on the edge of the Pacific Ocean... the same ones from whence the village got its name. I’m sorry, Jonathan. I can’t live without you!

*****
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FAR BETTER IS IT TO dare mighty things, to win glorious triumphs, even though checkered by failure...than to rank with those poor spirits who neither enjoy nor suffer much because they live in a gray twilight that knows not victory nor defeat.

—- Theodore Roosevelt
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Chapter ONE – Eighteen Months Earlier
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Darkness settled in for the evening. Bands of gold lingered in the sky.  The various colors of the sunshine began to die out from the summits of the nearby mountains, turning a chalky mauve. The movements of the clouds were barely perceptible.  Even the birds flew in slow and lazy arcs. The ink-like darkness settled across the heavens, as it always does this time of day, enveloping the quaint little northwestern Oregon village of Black Rock Cove.

The townspeople spun stories of a sea captain who visited the old place and showed up after reports of a glowing blue light that painted the locale during a new moon. Most of the tourists came to the area each month to catch a glimpse of the apparitions.

There were tales told of guests having their covers pulled off them in the middle of the night. Another story came from someone settling in for the night and in the inky darkness came the sound of a match lighting. They recalled smelling the sulfur as it burned from the match and seeing a presence who convinced them their only choice was to depart at once. Another report of the sea captain jingling the coat hangers in the closets came from the small hotel downtown. One might see all sorts of chances for possible excitement one might experience when visiting the Cove.

The twilight of the evening continued to steal away the beautiful golden bands of sunlight from the day until the world appeared like that of an old black and white movie from the 1950s.  Magenta and blue-gray clouds saturated the darkening heavens, covering up the first stars of the twilight. The big city lights didn’t obscure the nighttime sky, allowing every star to be visible to the naked eye.

Black Rock Cove opened her arms to the latest arrival, a world-renowned best-selling author, Angelica Thompson.  She and her 1963 red Corvair Monza Spyder drove slowly down the main street of the seacoast village. She left eight hundred miles of asphalt behind, a cheating boyfriend, and a large metropolis made up of nothing but concrete and blacktop.  Hundreds of thousands of people back home milled about the streets keeping time with salacious gossip and politics, not necessarily the kind of place Angel enjoyed calling home.

Here in Black Rock Cove, the way time was measured existed in the rising and setting of the sun and the occasional sighting of a dead sea captain and his wife whenever there was a slither of moonlight that illuminates from a new moon.

*****
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WHY DOES ANGELICA WANT to stay in this cottage near the edge of the Pacific Ocean? Why not finish her novel in her big-city apartment in Denver? 

Weeks earlier, she read about the history of a dying sea captain and the woman he loved and protected even when the odds were insurmountable. According to stories told by lifelong residents of the quaint community, their spirits still linger in the small village. 

They were locked in another time, visible at times but somehow dislocated in their continuance, but able to be seen late at night. She knew without a doubt she would rather be in this ancient village imagining, fantasizing, and writing her novel peacefully than back in the metropolis fighting the daily smog and a population of over three million people. 

For the next three months, a haunted place would be her sanctuary. Her preparations included whatever her imagination conjured up. After all, how could she fear the dead when the living was so damn volatile?

Angelica thought she found the perfect place and rented the vacant house near the cliffs and the harbor where the village received its name, Black Rock Cove. No one has lived in the cottage for twenty years, ever since the last visitor left one night, leaving her suitcases wide open with nothing packed and a 1969 Oldsmobile 442 convertible with tall weeds grown up around the car out back... a strange departure, to say the least. Fifty years later, and not much has changed in the rock-built cottage.

The tiny house stood for almost two hundred years, and it may endure for another hundred. The walls still stand erect and tall, made of cypress wood twelve inches thick.  The mortar of the stone meets neatly to each other and cover the walls, the floors didn’t sag anywhere, and the doors remained easy to open and close...quite a surprise for a building not maintained for the past twenty or so years.

Angel walked in with her handbag into the dilapidated house situated only a few hundred yards from the cliff's edge and the Pacific Ocean.  It stood there, begging for its first visitor in years, nestled against the mountains, holding its share of darkness within. 

She held up her cell phone using the flashlight app recently downloaded to her device into the front room, which remained stubbornly dark to her first attempt to see her new accommodations.

Angelica turned around and began to amble back to her car when a flash of light bursts and fills the entire room. She jumps, startled by the brightness.

“Hello. You must be Angelica.”

“Wow, if I were scared of ghosts, I think I almost turned over and had a heart attack right then and there.” A sense of humor took over, and she laughed in answer.

“Oh, I’m sorry, Angelica. I didn’t mean to frighten you. I am Janie. We talked on the phone.”

“Janie! Oh, it’s nice to meet you finally.”

“I heard you arrived in town. I wanted to come and introduce myself and tell you I haven’t finished spiffing the place up for you yet.”

“Oh, I was too excited and had my reasons for getting out early, Janie. Oh, call me, Angel, my friends, do.” An easy smile played at the corners of her mouth.

“I won’t stay long, just wanted to drop in and meet you finally. I have a crew due out here in the morning to clean up the place and repair anything that needs patching up.” Janie began to lightly laugh, realizing Angel arrived late in the evening and had no idea just how much needed mending.

Angel was writing a new novel and wanted the peace and serenity of the summer by her lonesome to eliminate her writer’s block and meet the publisher’s original deadline.  Renting the cottage for three months appeared to be precisely what the author was looking for to add to the realism with psychic disturbances in a house known as haunted.

She thought an occasional ghost wouldn’t hurt anyone and continued to unpack her things, including her laptop computer, where she was anxious to sit down and begin writing the last novel in her three-book series. 

The cottage also served as a cookhouse and slave quarters before the Civil War. The oldest residences of the empty house were the spiders and their numerous webs from along the edges of the dusty windowpanes. Unbeknownst to Angel, two decades had passed since anyone had lived in the home.

Angelica couldn’t get away all by herself, even if she wanted to. Her mother, Laura, divorced for three years, tagged along. She was bored back home and would come and visit her the first week of every month while in the Cove.

She stopped typing and walked over to unpack her suitcase. On top of her clothes was a message from her mother, I love you, dear. Stay safe. I will see you in four weeks.

Angel sat in a nearby sheet-covered chair and began contemplating what the realtor said to her. She was working out the writer’s block for her novel.

A dense wall has etched itself in Angel’s thoughts. She lost all ability in the big city where no longer her creative downpour of ideas flowed smoothly from her brain to the paper, or in this modern age, the computer display. 

The heavy wall was blocking the flow. I sure hope I made the right decision coming out here. I can’t get the picture of my boyfriend and his cheating out of my mind. Why? My thoughts kick over and over like an old car engine that won’t start. BeeBop Publishing tells me I’m on a deadline and must finish by the end of the summer. God, it’s like going inside and trying to make supper with nothing on the shelves in the pantry.
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