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Introduction

 


Tommy Mitchell’s grandfather went to
prison for something he didn’t do, Tommy’s father a lawyer
committed suicide soon after failing to proof his father was
innocent. Tommy, 3 years later, nearly 16 with his friends discover
someone broke into his grandfathers closed up mansion looking for
something. Tommy always believed his grandfather was innocent and
sets out to prove it. The Mitchell mansion has a secret he just
knows will prove his grandfather was framed. Time is running out
for his grandfather who is dying in prison. Someone wants that
secret buried and forgotten at all cost. Will even kill again if
they must. This story centers around 3 family dynamics. One a
blended family the Teen’s mother, her second husband, step-son,
stepbrother, another family two gay married men with Biological
sons each with the same surrogate mother. Another family related to
the first blended family with so many layers. The teen’s aunt, his
mothers sister, and cousin by marriage. And a Great Uncle who is
his mothers sister’s Father-in-law, his grandfathers
brother-in-law. His uncle who is his fathers
1st cousin married to his mothers sister. The teen’s cousin who is
his 1st cousin by blood, his second cousin by marriage, and his third
cousin by marriage. A niece who is a runaway, looking for her two
gay uncles and cousins. Who’s mother is a homophobic member of a
hate group. This story is about a mystery that needs solving before
someone else dies, about loss, the love of a grandson for his
grandfather, family court, suicide, kidnapping, murder, Trust Fund
theft and a mansion with secrets. Five teens who go searching for
answers.



 



Chapter 1

The Three Amigo's

 


 


Tommy Mitchell waited eagerly for his Cousin
Ricky Steinburg to arrive at the campsite with Peter Mallard. The
three boys where 15 years old nearing 16 by the end of the summer.
Peter was a recent addition to the annual first week of summer
break campout having moved into the town 3 months ago near the end
of the school year. Peter had been accepted from the start as a
friend adopted first by Tommy, then introduced to Tommy’s cousin
Ricky. The three boys became inseparable from the start, being in
most of the same classes together as Freshmen. Tommy and Ricky
discovered they shared the same interest in sports, video games,
and nature. Peter confessed he was a nature freak giving both his
fathers where keen on camping out, fishing, canoeing, and roughing
it every summer break from school with his younger brother Roy 14.
Peter regaled them of hiking in the Appalachian Mountains of
Virginia at Fairy Stone State Park 50 miles Northwest of
Martinville, Virginia Two summers ago, and then last summer they
went to Emerald Lake at the Rocky Mountain National Park for hiking
and camping. Peter promised the two cousins he would tell them of
his adventures with his two fathers.

Tommy and Ricky had been camping in the woods
outside town on property Tommy’s grandfather owned since Ricky and
Tommy were 10 with Tommy’s grandfather until his grandfather went
to prison 3 Winters ago. Now Ricky and Tommy older could now
campout without an adult with them. Tommy had spent the afternoon
setting up the camp pitching the 6 man tent up, camp chairs, then
gathering dead wood from the woods, repairing the stone ring around
the fire pit. Then dropped off the cart at the storage shed behind
his grandfathers mansion, then returning home to get his sleeping
bags and his contribution to the food and drinks. On his way back
to the woods the stopped behind at the storage shed again to load
up the cart with his stuff and add two Kerosene lamps and a can of
Kerosene, 3 mental rods with wooden handles for cooking hot dogs
and marshmallows. Then headed back to the campsite in the center of
the South woods down the private trail from the walled in mansion.
He made sure to lock the back gate. Ricky had his own keys to the
Three gates that would give him entrance unto the property. The
mansion was walled in, and the 20 acres South wood lot was fenced
in.

Tommy didn’t have to wait long when he heard
Ricky and Peter having a difference of opinion on the recent local
little league baseball team’s loss to it lead rivals. Ricky was
telling Peter that the Umpire was wrong on that last call at the
home plate. The runner should have been safe he had his foot on the
plate before he was tagged out by the catcher, and the home team
would have won the game. Peter said the runner never touched the
plate in time. The two had been arguing for the last two days over
the game. Ricky and Peter walked into the camp distracted by their
heated discussion where they nearly stepped smack into the fire pit
where a small fire was going.

“Hey you two knuckles heads, watch
were you are going or we would have roasted snickers for dinner.”
Tommy yelled out them, as he stepped in front of them to shove them
away from the fire pit. Really you two need to just except the fact
our team lost the game a close game at that. Both teams where
playing an A game, 13 innings tied 0 to 0 and our team had the last
chance to break the tie and win, Instead it went an extra inning
and the other team won 1 to 0 sudden death, If the teams managers
and the umpire hadn’t agreed to sudden death at the beginning of
the 14 inning we would still be playing ball. Those youngsters were
evenly matched, both pitchers did an excellent job keeping the hits
down and the outfielders caught every ball that was popped up and
the infields were at their best in tagging runners. Now I must
insist no more baseball, or any sport opinions. We came to have a
night out and Peter was going to tell us about his hiking trips
with his Dads and brother Roy. Peter promised not to critique our
campsite right Peter. I am sure it does not compare to the
Appalachian mountains or the Rocky Mountains. The biggest hill
around here is 12 miles East of us and it is man made with a
million tons of garbage buried under it, with methane chimneys
stinking up the area.” Tommy told Peter.

“Thank you lucky stars, that
Fayette is down wind Peter, or we be called Stinkytown.” Ricky said
pinching his nose.

“You can toss your sleeping bags in
the tent and put perishable food in the ice cooler, and the rest on
the picnic table. There is soda’s in the ice chest, grab one for me
Ricky while I build the fire up. You two are darn lucky I just
started the tinder, or you would been doing a drop and roll to put
you pants out.” Tommy admonished them again.

“Sorry cousin, I guess we were
distracted over the game. I promise no game talk tonight. Tonight
it is about hiking, fishing, and Bears, right Peter. Then ghost
stories.” Ricky said.

“Ricky, speaking of Bears, I can
tell you about a close call my brother and I had with our dads on
the trail in the Rocky Mountains at Emerald Lake. But that can wait
after we put our stuff in the tent and get something to eat. I am
starved I could eat a Bear, better then that darn bear chasing me
up a tree, licking his chops at me when I was at Emerald Lake.”
Peter said drawing the attention of Ricky and Tommy.

“Peter you got to be joking.” Ricky
challenged Peter.

“I am not joking Ricky. Here look
at this.” Peter pulled his phone out and set up a video for Ricky
and Tommy to see. “My Dad Billy, shot this video when the bear came
charging out of the woods onto the trail in front of me between
where my Dads and brother were ahead of me down the
trail.”

Ricky and Tommy watched the video where Peter
had turned around and started running back down the trail, were you
could see the bear cub chasing after Peter who reached a low branch
on a tree and started climbing it. The video zoomed in to the tree
with Peter up the tree and the bear cub trying to climb the tree.
Peter bravely trying to shoo the Bear cub away. Then the video
zoomed in on the Bear cub where you could see a collar around the
bears neck with a heavy rope attached to it. Moments later a Park
Ranger appears in the video at the tree grabbing the rope and
pulling the bear cub away from the tree.

“Boo Boo, How many times have I
told you to leave the park visitors alone. You can come down young
man. Boo Boo is harmless, he likes to greet new visitors when he
breaks loose.” Peter pauses the video.

“Ricky, I responded as anyone would
when a wild creature comes charging out of the woods. I saw a bear
and in my mind he was a hungry bear and I was his next meal. In my
mind I didn’t see a Bear cub but a hungry bear. That Bear cub was
not a baby either not like some new born. It weighted more then me
at its age. I climbed down that tree, and ran to my parents and
brother who where laughing at me. Roy walked up to the Bear cub and
started petting it, even wrestled with it. The Ranger told us it
was an orphan cub when its mother was found in a bear trap dead and
the cub was starving to death. Boo Boo has become a favorite for
park visitors and will soon be sent to a special wild animal rescue
center and eventually re-introduced to the wild in another area of
the Rockies. I eventually went up to the Bear cub and with my
brother played a round with it.” Peter restarted the video to show
Ricky and Tommy where Roy and he were playing around with Boo
Boo.

“I am sorry I thought you where
joking Peter.” Ricky apologized to Peter.

“That’s alright Ricky. Hey are we
going to eat or what?” Peter asked.

It didn’t take long for the three to have hot
dogs on the rods and roasting in the fire. A pan of Baked beans
were heating up, buns and condiments set up on the picnic table
with potato chips and cold Soda. While eating Tommy approached a
subject he had been meaning to ask Peter about his two Dad’s.
“Peter, I have been meaning to ask you about your two Dad’s. Is one
of them you step dad, and other your biological father? If you
don’t mind me asking Peter.”

“”I don’t mind Tommy, I guess I do
need to explain. It is not always easy to explain. Not that I am
ashamed of them, it is just well in some communities we have lived
in it has been a problem having two fathers raising two sons.
Tommy, Ricky my Dads are a Gay married couple and Roy and I are
their biological sons by a surrogate mother, the same mother. By
dad Billy is my biological father, and Roy’s biological father is
our Dad Murray. Roy and I have the same surrogate mother who
birthed us. Billy and Murray where single parents who met one night
at a meeting for gay men who where single parents. I was one year
old and Roy was just two months old. When they met they fell in
love after two meetings, the two discovered they used the same
surrogate mother. They married and we became a family. Roy is my
half-brother and my Step-brother as I am his half-brother and
step-brother. Technically Billy is Roy’s Step father and Murray is
my Step-father. We being just an infant and as a toddler at the
time they are our dads and Roy and I are brothers. We try not to
confuse people by the half-brother step brother bit. We generally
just let people think we are adopted by a gay couple.” Peter
explained and then got defensive. “If that is a problem for you
that Roy that I have gay fathers. I can leave.”

“Don’t leave Peter.” Tommy said. “I
will admit I was confused as to the relationship between your two
dads. I mean I really thought it was a step dad, and father thing
between you and Roy during your summer hiking trips only. I guess I
never connected all the dots. Fayette might be a small town, and
not as progressive as larger communities are. I would like to think
that I am not that naive about the make up of a gay couple with
children. Fayette is progressive enough to not be outright
aggressive toward those in the gay community. Well maybe as a
majority with a few minority who would make an issue of it. Those
elders in the community who will resist change in our community
dynamics and the views they have that come from an era that would
tend to make them homophobic. I would like to think that our school
system is open minded and we do have a few students who have come
out openly in high school and the community. I like to think I have
an open mind, and I believe Ricky does to. Right Ricky?”

“He’s right Peter. I have no
problem with you having gay parents. I kinda think it is cool to
have a half-brother who is a step-brother, and having two dads and
one mother. Does your biological mother, I mean do you have any
contact with her. How does that work out being a surrogate mother?”
Ricky asked.

“Ricky, in most cases a surrogate
mother is a person who accepts payment for being the womb for a
couple, the women in the marriage who can’t have children. The
surrogate mothers eggs receive the man’s semen artificially in a
tube, an embryo develops in a few days, that embryo is transferred
to the surrogate mothers womb and 9 month later they hand over the
baby to the couple. They are basically two methods of surrogacy one
is where the wife using her eggs, and husbands semen placed in the
tube, then the surrogates mother womb. That’s where genetically the
baby and surrogate mother are not related. The other is where your
use the eggs of the surrogate mother and the semen of the husband.
The baby is genetically related to the surrogate mother and the
husband of the wife. Roy and I are not genetically related to the
surrogate mother. Both our fathers used the same professional
surrogacy service and during the pregnancy they both have contact
with the surrogate mother through the agency. Once the baby is born
the infant is handed over to the biological father in this case a
gay man who was single who desired to be a father. The professional
surrogacy service receives a payment they take as a fee and from
that payment a part goes to the surrogate mother. Under contract
the surrogate mother has no legal rights to the baby when they are
not genetically linked. In the other situation it is a whole
different case legally when they have that genetic link to the baby
and often the couple raising the child has relationship with the
surrogate afterwards. Often that surrogate is a family member,
where the child’s grandmother is his surrogate mother which I guess
you would call your grandmother ‘mom-mom’. I call Murray Dad, and
Billy Father most of the time and the opposite for Roy. In informal
discussion with outsiders it is Dad Murray and Dad Billy which I
guess can be confusing to outsiders if they don’t realize our
fathers are a married gay couple.” Peter remarked.

“Ricky and I if my cousin don’t
mind me telling you we also have a weird relationship as cousins.”
Tommy said.

“That’s alright Tommy you can tell
him.” Ricky said.

“Peter, Ricky is my
1st cousin by blood, my 2nd cousin by blood and my
3rd cousin by marriage. My grandfather Thomas Delaware Mitchell’s
twin sister my Great Aunt Teresa was married to Ricky’s grandfather
Ted Steinburg Sr. They had a son Ted Jr. who is my late fathers
1st cousin by blood. Ted Junior married my mothers sister Carla,
my Aunt. They had Ricky which makes him my
1st cousin through my mother and her sister and my
2nd cousin though my father 1st cousin Ricky’s father. Which
makes it even weirder is that my grandfather Thomas Mitchell is
Ricky’s Great Uncle, and his late grandmother my Great Aunt. It
ties the two families together when Ricky’s parents my
2st cousins by marriage, and my Aunt and Uncle. Which also makes
Ricky my 3rd cousin by marriage. Ricky’s grandfather was my grandfathers
business partner. This woods and the mansion is my grandfather’s
family home.” Tommy stated with a tone that spoke of great
loss.

“Tommy, lets clean up and get those
Marshmallows out, Peter and I brought Graham crackers and chocolate
bars. We can make s’mores and tell ghost stories. I bet Peter heard
some good ones around the campfire in the Rockies.” Ricky quickly
changed the subject.

***

The three boys sat around the campfire after
eating their s’mores telling ghost stories well into the night.
Peter had some good stories about some places at Emerald Lake in
the Rocky Mountain National Park where the rangers told about
places were old gold prospectors haunted, lost and died in the
mountains. Peter asked Tommy if his grandfathers mansion was
haunted.

“I don’t think so Peter, I never
heard of any such stories from my father, and my grandfather
doesn't live in it anymore, not since he went away…” Tommy was
interrupted by Ricky.

“Peter tell us about your hiking
trip in the Appalachian Mountains at Fairy Stone State Park in
Virginia.”

“The Appalachian Mountain isn’t as
Rocky as the Rocky Mountains. Nor do they cover as large an area as
the Rocky's over the Western plains. The Appalachian Mountain chain
is narrow and long from as far south as Georgia to as far north as
Maine. In Virginia they are the most gorgeous mountain valleys with
old forest trees with vistas you see for miles in any direction.
Unlike the Rocky mountains with higher elevations of rock, canyons
and badlands. The Appalachian trails is more then 2,000 miles long.
A public footpath of scenic, wooded, pastoral and wild lands of the
Appalachian Mountains that are the favorite of serious hikers. It
can take those who start either from Maine to Georgia or Georgia to
Maine nearly 90-100 days to hike it roughing it out. Less serious
hikers do sections at a time each year until they complete the
2,000 miles along the public footpaths through national or state
protected lands 14 states in all. Roy and I with my Dad did a 3
day, 3 nights hike overnight roughing it out, from Fairy Stone
State Park. Two days and one night in and a two nights one day back
to Fairy Stone State Park. We were with a professional guide. It
has been know that hikers try to travel the whole trail alone get
off the marked trail and get lost and their bodies found a year
later. While some manage it alone trying to break records for the
shortest time from end to end. Not recommended to travel the trails
at night as they covers some elevations, and rough terrain. We
managed a 9 hour hike per day, 3 breaks for lunch and rest, then
time to set up camp for the night and break camp after breakfast.
It was the most wonderful experience for a 14 year old and 12 year
old. I will tell you we wore our dads down trying to keep up with
us. After we all got home we went to a masseuse and had our legs
and back cramps massaged out. There were some tough climbing at
times, but it was worth the view and the leg cramps, the back aches
with the weight of our backpacks. Our trip to the Rocky’s were just
has adventurist and painful mostly for our Dad’s wallet.” Peter
told the two. “Our dads next year are thinking we should go to the
Grand Canyon for some White Water rafting.” Peter’s eyes were
distracted by a light over the tree tops toward the mansion.
“Tommy, if you grandfather is not living at the mansion why do I
see a light in the upper levels from here.” Peter
announced.

“Ricky, get the binoculars from the
tent” Tommy ordered. It didn’t take lone for Ricky to hand the
binoculars over to Tommy. Tommy put them up to this eyes, focused
and told the two what he saw.

“There is someone up in the attic
of the mansion. First it was a flashlight now its a lone bulb that
just came on. Ricky take that bucket of sand and throw it on the
fire. Make sure it is out. Peter, in the tent next to the ice
bucket is my backpack grab it. It has a couple of flashlights and
my keys to the mansion. Ricky is the fire out?”

“Yes Tommy it was nearly all ashes
as it was.” Ricky answered.

“Good, come on you two. We have an
intruder in the mansion. Ricky you help guide Peter to the back
entrance to the cellar, you two can get in from there with my keys
and wait for me there. I am going to check out around the outside
of the mansion and see how someone got in then join you. Be as
quiet as you can you two just inside the cellar door. I will knock
three times pause then two times, let me in. Put out the Kerosene
lamps Ricky and lets get going.” Ricky put the lamps out and the
three headed down the path back to the mansion’s back gate. Tommy
unlocked the gate and the three walked through. Tommy locked the
gate back up and handed the ring of keys to Ricky, motioned him and
Peter on to the back of the mansion and he headed around to the
West side of the mansion hugging the building as he checked every
window along the way, then around to the front and around to the
East side of the building. On around to the East side was where he
discovered the French doors from off the garden patio was open. A
pane of glass in the door near the inside lock was a round hole
which was cleverly cut out. Large enough to slip a wrist though and
unlock the heavy doors. He went over to the east garden wall and
saw the garden gate was busted open. From there he returned to the
back of the mansion and down the steps to the cellar door. Knocked
three times, paused and knocked two times. Ricky opened the door
and let his cousin through.

“Our intruder broke though the
garden gate and cut a hole through the patio French door glass and
unlocked the doors to get in. You two follow me, the cellar can be
a maze to get through. There is two stairs leading up, one into the
kitchen to our right and one at the front of the mansion. That is
the one closest to the stairs leading up to the second floor. Those
basement stairs open up unto the front foyer. We must be careful
opening the cellar door it may creak as it has been a while since
the hinges have been oiled. Once inside the foyer we check all the
doors off the main hall to see if they are locked and closed, then
we go upstairs. Now listen the main stairs have a few steps that
creak so follow my lead behind me. Watch were I step and what steps
I step over to the next step. Use the banister for balance. Once to
the top Ricky with Peter you turn left to check all the doors. They
should be closed and locked find any open don’t go in, come back to
me. If all locked join me, I will be in the right hall checking
doors. The door at the end of the right hall is the attic door.
Keep quiet no talking once we start up the cellar stairs. I suspect
our intruder is in the attic if they are still here. Any
Questions?” Tommy asked.

“What if we find a door open and
someone inside the room?” Ricky asked.

“You run and holler like a banshee
make as much noise as you can and hide. We all hide. Don’t try to
catch the person, we need to scare them out of the place. If we are
lucky one of us may see the person when they escape. Then regroup
in the foyer.” Tommy told them.

“Shouldn’t we just call the cops
Tommy and wait outside for them.” Peter asks.

“By the time they decide to get out
here, it will be too late Peter. I will explain later. Come on you
two and no heroics either. Be quiet.” Tommy leads them up the
cellar stairs into the front foyer. Motions Rick and Peter to take
the doors on the left to the front of to the front of mansion and
he took the doors to the right down another hallway. He found the
center left door to the room that lead out to the east garden doors
open. The room was empty a solarium with a glass ceiling with all
the plants gone. The other doors in that hallway were closed and
locked. By the time he reached the foot of the grand staircase
leading up, Ricky and Peter had joined him with a report that the
doors were all locked. Tommy motioned them to follow him upstairs.
The fifth step up he stepped over to the sixth step and at the 9
step he stepped over that. Ricky and Peter followed his steps and
did the same. At the top of the stairs, Ricky and Peter went right
again, and Tommy went right. The three checking each door on each
side of the hallways. They met at the attic door which they found
cracked open and a lone attic bulb at the stop of the stairs still
on. Tommy motioned them back to the stop of the main staircase and
whispered to them.

“Time to play banshee, Ricky give
me the ring of keys. Tommy sorted out a key and gave it back to
Ricky. This is a master key to all the rooms up here. We walk down
the left hall to the end room unlock it, get inside open the door
then play banshee. No lights. I will watch through the crack of the
door, keep the racket up. Lets see who we scare out of the attic.
There is a full moon out and the skylight at the top of the stairs
will give me enough light to see a face as he or she goes to the
top of the stairs and down. The only way out is through the way
they came in. That window in this room overlooks the east garden.
Ricky you keep an eye on who ever goes to the gate. Lets get in
position and at my signal Peter you first holler like a banshee’s,
then stop, Ricky count to ten and you holler like a banshee then
stop, go the window, then I holler ten counts later. Then we all go
quiet and wait.” The three teens walked down to the left hall to
the end room and Ricky inserts his key and opens up the door and
the three enter quietly. Tommy closes the door as Peter gets behind
him and Ricky behind Peter. Then Tommy cracks the door open until
he can see the top of the stairs under the skylight. He nods to
Peter, who lets out a wild wolf howl until he is out of breath. Ten
counts later, Ricky tries to howl like a wolf but it sounds more
like a the wind howling then walks over to the window. He stops and
ten counts later, Tommy howls then stop. A minute passes and no
intruder racing down the attic stairs. Three minutes pass, then 5,
then 10, then Tommy howls again and stops. Fifteen minutes later he
opens the door and howls again. Still no intruder. He closes the
door and walks over to Ricky. “Did you see anyone cross over to the
garden gate cousin.”

“Not a living soul or a dead one
Tommy.” Ricky answers.

“Maybe we are too late getting here
or noticing that light in the attic. And they left already. Come
you two lets check the attic out.” The three left the room and went
down the hallway to the far end saw the attic door remained ajar
when they first saw it open. “Be prepared you two, they may still
be up there.” Tommy opened the attic door and started up the stairs
with Ricky behind him and Peter following Ricky. Up on the top
landing Tommy turned left into the open floor plan of the attic and
with his flashlight saw several trunks had been forced open their
contents scattered all over the place. Ricky with his flashlight
with Peter checked to the far left of the attic as Tommy stayed to
the right and checked the dark corners of the attic, behind
standing wardrobes, old sewing dummy’s and the like. His flashlight
landed on a blanket that was moving, someone trying to hide under
it. He reached down and pulled the cover off the person under it.
It was a teenage girl who was trying to hold back her tears of
fright. That was when he noticed that, that end of the attic had
been fixed up with a bed, food items scattered on a trunk, and
water bottles on the floor. Tommy called for Ricky and
Peter.

“Over here you two, I found our
intruder, she has been camping out in the attic.” Tommy announced.
Peter was the first to arrive and when the teenage girl saw him she
stood up and ran into his arms.

“Cousin Peter, I can’t believe it’s
you!” she cried.

“Cousin Abigail what in the
damnation are you doing here?” Peter said in surprise.

***

“Cousin Peter I ran away from home,
or rather my mother kicked me out of the house.” Abigail told her
Cousin Peter.

“Peter is this really your Cousin?”
Tommy asked.

“Yes, Tommy, she is 16 years old
nearly 17 and was living in Atlanta, Georgia with her mother. Her
name is Abigail Walker, her mother is my Dad Billy’s older sister.
Abigail this is Tommy Mitchell and this is his cousin Ricky
Steinburg. Tommy’s grandfather owes this mansion you broke into.”
Peter said.

“I didn’t break into it. I found
the garden gate open or rather it was busted open, then I
discovered the patio doors where unlocked. At first I didn’t see
the glass had a whole cut into it until the next day. I found my
way in to find all the rooms where locked except the attic door it
was open.” Abigail told Tommy.

“Abigail, how long have you been
staying here?” Tommy asked.

“This is my third night.” Abigail
responded.

“Why did you break into these
trunks Abigail?” Tommy asked not to kindly.

“I didn’t they were that way when I
came into the attic. I might be trespassing but I am not a thief. I
could have broke into any of the rooms downstairs, found a
comfortable bedroom with a bed rather then sleep up here on the
attic floor. I did manage to discover a bathroom off the hallway at
the bottom of the attic stairs that wasn’t locked up. Peter how did
you know I was up here?” Abigail asked her cousin.

“We were out in the woods camping
out when I noticed their was a light on in the attic window. I saw
a person walk by the window. How is it you didn’t see our campfire
from the window?” Peter asked.

“She couldn’t Peter, the campsite
is to far back in the woods and the trees are old woods tall and
thick with branches and foliage. The fire pit would be too low to
the ground to see from that window distance. Abigail if you have
been up here for three nights then who broke through the garden
gate and cut that glass out in the patio doors, they must have been
here before you arrived. Those trunks where locked and this attic
clear of any clutter until you came here. If your where coming to
Fayette to your cousins, why did you stop here.” Tommy
asked.

“I was not sure where I was. I been
on the road hitchhiking for days since I left Atlanta. My last ride
tried to take me where I didn’t want to go. I managed to get out of
the car when it came to a stop sign. I grabbed my backpack, ran not
sure where I was. I came upon this place and took shelter. I found
the attic the way it was, well except for finding the mattress, and
few blankets making up a spot on the floor to sleep. I had passed a
rural store finding my way here. I been back a couple times for
food.”

“Why didn’t you ask them where you
were Abigail, Fayette is only one mile west from here.” Peter
asked.

“I was afraid to ask them, I didn’t
want them to think I was a runaway and call the police. I knew
there was a town near by I could see the night lights. I have been
so scared when that last ride wouldn’t let me out. I was going to
go into that town in the morning and find out where I was. I have a
state map and I was hoping I wasn’t too far from Fayette. I guess I
was there already.” Abigail admitted. “What was all that howling
about. I was so scared I thought the place was haunted
Peter.

“Abigail, we thought there was an
intruder in the mansion and we wanted to scare them out of the
place. Instead I find my girl cousins some 200 miles from home
hiding out in the attic and why did your mother kick you out of the
house anyways?” Peter asked.

“I’m not sure I want to say with
the others here Peter.” Abigail said. “You know why.”

“Abigail, you can trust them. They
know all about my Dads being a gay married couple. They are okay
with it.” Peter tried to assure his cousin it was okay.

“Mother found that last text
between us on my phone before I could erase it, the one you sent me
encouraging me to come out of the closet Peter. She was furious
that I was even communicating with a strange boy. When I told her
who your where, she went off on me about how being gay and how her
brother and you were making me believe I was gay. She is homophobic
Peter, it is sickening. She actually believes you and your father
was programming me to be gay. She threaten to call the police on
her own brother for influencing me to be gay. I told her I knew I
was gay before I ever told you Peter and that Uncle Billy had no
ideal we were communicating together. She then threaten to tie me
up and lock me in my room. She did just that caught me off guard. I
managed to break lose my hands. I told mother she was homophobic,
and that it was a crime to tie me up and lock me in my room for
being gay. That was when she told me to get out of the house I
wasn’t her daughter anymore and never come back. I had a backpack
already packed in just in case she went wild on me. I stayed at a
few friends for a week in Atlanta, then decided to come here where
I knew I would be welcomed. I am welcomed Peter.” Abigail
pleaded.

“You most certainly are cousin, and
I am sure my Dads will accept you, or be hypocrites. I am surprised
you mother hasn’t called my Dad Billy to go wild on him, or the
police calling to check to see if you came here.” Peter
said.

“Peter, I don’t think my mother
would even brother to call her brother. They haven’t spoken since
he came out gay as a teen and she kicked him out. She does not even
know he became a father then got married to a gay person. That is
all she ever harps on is how she has no brother, that I was never
to ever mention his name in the house or to anyone. I bet she is
still tying to figure out how I knew you and got your contact
information.” Abigail said.

“Abigail found me on social media
on a chat group for kids with gay parents.” Peter told Tommy and
Ricky.

“Abigail, I can’t let you stay
here, it wouldn’t be right for me to do so. I still have to figure
out who broke in here in the first place. Those trunks had personal
papers of my grandfather and my late father. Someone was looking
for something important. I won’t explain everything right now,
except my grandfather is in prison for something he claims he
didn’t do. He claims he was framed. My father, his lawyer believed
him and when his father was convicted my father didn’t take it so
well. My father killed himself soon after blaming himself he
couldn’t prove his fathers innocence. That was 3 years ago and the
trial took a year to end before that. Peter that is why the mansion
is closed up tight. Those trunks had my grandfather and fathers
personal papers from their offices here at the mansion and from the
Mitchell and Steinburg Corporation. Ricky’s Dad now runs the
Corporation and holds in trust my part of it as I inherited it from
my father as well as this mansion my grandfather deeded over to his
son, then it went to me. My mother has since remarried and we moved
out of the mansion to a smaller home in town. Mother thought it
best for her to move out then start a new life with my step-father
and step-brother in the mansion. We don’t expect my grandfather to
outlive his prison sentence even for good behavior. An intruder
going through these papers worries me, there is so many unanswered
questions about the conviction of my grandfather that lead my
father to kill himself. My grandfather told me the last time I
talked to him to let the matter go, he has resigned himself to the
conviction and his imprisonment and my fathers suicide. Well this
proves there are still some unanswered questions and the first
question I have is what was someone looking for in those papers.”
Tommy asked. Ricky will you help me put these papers back in to the
trunks for now. Peter here is the master key to the rooms upstairs.
Why don’t you open up one for Abigail for now, I am sure she would
like a proper bed for the night. Then open up a room for you, and
there is a room on the second floor with twin beds for Ricky and
me. All the rooms have a linen closet for bed linen. We will spend
the rest of the night here, then in the morning take care of the
campsite and return to town with Abigail. I am going to convince my
mother to let me stay at the mansion this summer and Ricky’s
parents as well to help me clean up the place after being closed
down for so long. About time I added a security system to the
place. No word about the break in to anyone okay.” Tommy
said.

 


 



Chapter 2

Dust Mites Everywhere

 


 


“Abigail, it is not much, but its
home, Roy is still in bed I bet you. Dad Murray is at work at the
store. Dad Billy, should be in his Office out back in the old pool
house. Sorry no pool got filled in years ago by the last owners of
the place. Make yourself comfortable, you will find cereal in the
cupboard right off the fridge and fresh milk in the fridge. Bowls
left of the fridge and silverware in the drawer below the bowls.
Stay here I will go prepare your Uncle Billy for his surprise. He
told me once he had no idea what his sister was doing after he left
home. So you are going to be a big surprise to him. Help your self
to the OJ in the fridge. Oh, Roy knows about you, we share
everything so he shouldn’t be surprised to see you in the kitchen.
I’ll be back.” Peter left out through the back door of the kitchen.
He found his Dad Billy in the Office working on his latest
case.

“Hi Dad, I am back.”

“Peter, I didn’t think you be back
so early. You and your new friends got along I hope.” Billy asked
his son.

“Oh, it was find Dad. We spend most
of the night sharing ghost stories and talking about family. Tommy
got around to asking about my family. He thought Dad Murray was
Roy’s step dad and you my dad, when I talked about our Hiking trip
in the Rocky’s. I set him straight, Ricky and Tommy were okay with
it. We did have a problem late last night with an intruder in
Tommy’s grandfather’s mansion. Its been locked up since his
grandfather has been away. Dad you can’t guess who we found in the
attic at the mansion. A runaway girl hiding out. Apparently her
mother kicked her out of the house. Her name is Abigail, Abigail
Walker, Aunt Judy’s daughter. She 16 nearly 17 and we have been in
touch for the last six months, she found me on social media on that
chat page for kids with gay parents we talked compared notes and
discovered we were cousins. She is in the kitchen now eating
cereal. She hitchhiked all the way from Atlanta looking for
Fayette, didn’t know it was just a mile away when she went into the
mansion to spent a few days to hide out. Dad, she got into a bad
situation with the last ride getting here. The guy was trying to
take her where she didn’t want to go. She managed to escape and
found her way to the mansion.” Peter’s dad stood there speechless
at first. Then spoke.

“Abigail was my older sisters name,
your Aunt she died as a teenager from cancer. Abigail, she
hitchhiked 200 miles to get here. What was my sister thinking
throwing her own child out of the house.” Billy said.

“Dad, Aunt Judy found out we had
been texting each other, she went wild. Aunt Judy tied her up and
locked her in her room. Almost succeeded when Abigail broke lose
and escaped with what she had in a backpack and headed here that
was two weeks ago. Dad, Abigail came out as gay to her mother which
made Aunt Judy go ballistic threaten to have you and me arrested
for influencing Abigail to believe she was gay. When Abigail told
her mother she was gay long before she found me and started texting
me. That was when Aunt Judy throw her out of the house for good.”
Peter told his dad.
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