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“Ex Vulneribus, Virtus”

“The land is a being that remembers everything.”

Leslie Marmon Silko 

––––––––
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“THE TOWN THAT REMEMBERS”

Three out of four people in the US have seen a ghost .They don’t talk about it, of course. Not here. Not in a town that prides itself on good manners, tidy porches, and the kind of neighborly smiles that make you forget winter lasts half the year.

But silence only works until it doesn’t. And in this town, the quiet was beginning to crack.
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CHAPTER 1 THE TOWN THAT REMEMBERS
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People say this is a peaceful place. 

They say it with a kind of hopeful insistence, like if they repeat it enough times the river will stop whispering and the shadows will behave themselves. 

And if you were just passing through you might believe them.

On the surface, this town is everything New England is supposed to be.

In summer, the river glitters like a strip of hammered silver, winding past old brick mills and white clapboard houses with black shutters. Kids cannonball off the rope swing behind the fire station. The air smells like cut grass and charcoal grills, and the evenings hum with crickets and porch conversations.

In autumn, the hills explode into color — reds so deep they look bruised, golds that glow like lanterns, oranges that burn against the gray stone walls the French trappers built two centuries ago. Tourists come in droves, clogging the narrow streets with rental cars and cameras, trying to capture a beauty that never quite fits inside a frame.

In winter, the town turns quiet and reverent. Snow piles on the church steeple, softening the edges of everything like a paint brush. Smoke curls from chimneys. The river freezes in places, leaving dark, slow-moving channels that look like veins beneath the ice. People shovel each other’s driveways without being asked. The world feels small, safe, familiar.

And in spring — muddy, messy, hopeful spring — the whole place smells like thawing earth and rain on old stone. The river swells, the maples drip sap, and the first green shoots push through last year’s leaves like a promise.

It’s beautiful. 

It’s postcard-perfect. 

It’s the kind of town where the street names — Pawtuxet Road, Wunnegin Lane, Sachem Street — remind you that the land had a language long before the colonists arrived.

A melting pot, people say. 

French trappers, Irish mill workers, Italian stonemasons, Portuguese fishermen, Narragansett and Wampanoag families whose roots go deeper than any deed or boundary line. 

A place where everyone’s history overlaps like the rings of an old tree.

Beneath the riverbank where children feed ducks, there are ashes from a winter encampment burned to the ground. 

Under the church basement, a collapsed tunnel still holds the bones of families who fled north in the dark. 

The church still smells faintly of incense and old wood. Children play tag on the lawn outside. 

The mill foundations are mortared with blood and crushed bone from accidents no one recorded. 

Every brick in this town was laid with someone’s sweat, someone’s grief, someone’s blood. 

Lately, it had begun to stir.

But beauty is a kind of camouflage. 

And history, when buried, has a way of fermenting.

Long before the church steeple pierced the sky, before the mills rose along the river, before the colonists carved roads through the forest, this land belonged to the Narragansett and Wampanoag. His people. Families who fished these waters, hunted these woods, and told stories older than the stones. Birch canoes glided through morning mist. Smoke from cooking fires rose through the pines. Trails wound through the forest like ribbons.

Then the strangers came.

French trappers first — quiet men with strange tools and stranger intentions. 

Then English colonists — fences, muskets, diseases, treaties made and broken.

Villages emptied. 

Families scattered. 

Land taken piece by piece.

The first ghosts in this town were theirs

Then.

A trading post became a settlement. 

A settlement became a village. 

A village became a town.

The river was dammed. 

Forests fell. 

Structures rose. 

The land was reshaped by ambition.

The town became a crossroads on the Underground Railroad. 

A church basement hid a secret tunnel. 

Families fleeing north passed through at night. 

People disappeared. 

A tunnel collapsed, killing those inside. 

The town buried the story — literally and figuratively.

The mills roared next — brick factories along the river, drawing Irish, Italian, Portuguese, and French Canadian workers. Long hours. Low pay. Dangerous machines. Accidents. Fires. Drownings. The river ran black with dye. The town grew, but the cost was high.

––––––––
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Then came the Civil War.

Boys marched off to war from the town green. 

Families split between Union loyalty and Confederate sympathy. 

Letters arrived with bad news. 

Some men returned missing limbs. 

Every man returned changed. 

Some never returned at all.

A makeshift hospital rose near the river. 

Many died of infection, fever, or wounds too deep to mend. 

Their graves lie beneath what is now a park.

The war ended. 

The grief never did.

At the center of it all stood the founder, Exavier Hawthorn — a man the town still celebrates. 

A man whose name is on the streets, the school, and the library.

And the statue in the town square — the one with the proud bronze gaze and the plaque polished every Memorial Day — honors a man who built his fortune on cruelty, and buried his worst sin beneath his own floorboards.

He was a man who built his fortune on trade. 

Some of that trade was human.

He owned people. 

He abused his power and scarred the land.

Yet today, his bronze likeness stands in the sunlight. Children climb on it. Tourists take pictures. No one speaks of the blood beneath his boots.

––––––––
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In Jewel Town every family had a story. 

Every story had a ghost.

––––––––
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Lately, it had begun to stir.

On the surface, the town looks calm with pretty streets, familiar landmarks, and a beauty that convinces outsiders everything is fine.

Some ghosts come from kindness. 

Some from failure. 

All from memory.

People revel in the beauty of this town. 

They never look past the paint.

As for Tom —He arrived by accident, or maybe by fate. 

Divorced. 

Broke. 

Drifting. 

A Narragansett man trying to outrun the pieces of his life that had fallen apart. 

He came into town with everything he owned packed into the back of his car — clothes, a few tools, a box of books that had followed him through every place he had ever lived. Nothing dramatic. Just a quiet arrival on a back road that curved along the river like it was leading him somewhere it already knew he needed to be.

He didn’t come here looking for anything. But the land felt familiar the moment he stepped out of the car — the way the air held its breath, the way the trees leaned in as if listening. His people have always paid attention to things like that. Maybe that’s why he noticed the small details others let pass: the way the fog moved, the way the town seemed to carry its history just under the surface, the way people looked at him like they recognized something in his eyes before he ever spoke.

He had always watched people. It was second nature. Growing up mixed-race and Native he had learned to read a room before he entered it, to understand the currents beneath what people say. Folks had always just talked to Him. They trusted him. They told him things they don’t tell each other.

And in a town like this — a place built on old stories, old wounds, and older ghosts — that kind of listening becomes its own kind of map.

Some places breathe. Some places watch. His people have always known how to sense that. Standing beside his car with the river whispering behind him, everything in his history — the land, the stories, the intuition he never asked for — was already pulling him toward the truth this town had been holding onto for centuries.

He had just arrived. 

But the story had been waiting for him.

He wasn’t looking for history. 

He wasn’t looking for ghosts. 

He was just looking for work.
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CHAPTER 2  HAWTHORN GENERAL STORE
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The foreman sat on the track of the excavator, elbows on his knees, hard hat pushed back, staring at the ground like it was a problem he wished they hadn’t uncovered. The crew stood a few paces back in a loose semicircle. No one talked. No one wanted to be the first to say what they all knew.

There was not just one set of bones. There where many sets of bones.

A long, shallow trench of them—ribs, femurs, vertebrae, fragments of skull—placed in a way that was not random. The soil around them was darker, richer, layered in a way that spoke of time and intention. A few splintered boards lay half-rotted among the remains, the ghost of a coffin line. A carved stone fragment sat half-buried near the edge, its markings worn smooth by a century of weather.

Someone whispered, barely audible:

“These are Graves.”

The air held that strange, reverent stillness that only appears when people know they’ve crossed into something sacred.

Nathaniel Hawthorn’s SUV crunched over the gravel.  He exited his vehicle dressed in a dress shirt, suit vest, and hard hat with his sleeves rolled up.  He walked towards the group with the brisk, irritated stride of a man already behind schedule.

The men parted for him as he stepped forward to view the trench. It was not ambiguous. The bones where clearly human not animal.  Nate stopped for just a second. Then he exhaled sharply, annoyed.

“Alright,” he said. “What’s the issue.”

The foreman stood slowly, wiping his palms on his jeans.

“They’re human,” he said. “And there’s more than one. This is... this is a burial ground.”

“Look” the foreman said. “This was not a single burial” 

“These are rows of bodies aligned east to west with a deliberate spacing.” He continued pointing out the rows as he spoke.

Nate didn’t crouch. He did not lean in. He did not acknowledge the gravity of it.

“Old,” ......he said. “This whole area’s old. Could be settlers. Could be anything.”

The foreman shook his head.

“Not settlers.” He nudges a carved stone fragment with his boot. “This is Indigenous. Look at the alignment. Look at the soil layer. These people were placed here.”

Nate’s jaw tightened, but he did’nt look down.

“We’re not shutting down a six-figure job because some tribe buried their dead here a hundred years ago.”

The foreman’s face went still.

“Nate... this isn’t optional. I could lose my license. We have to call it in. The law—”

Nate steps closer, lowering his voice.

“You won’t lose anything. Because nothing happened here.”

He gestured at the trench like it’s debris.

“Cover it.”

The foreman didn’t move.

“These are human remains,” he said quietly. “We can’t pretend they’re not.”

Nate’s voice stayed calm, almost gentle.

“We can. And we will. I’m not losing a month of work over bones nobody’s touched in a century.”

There was a long silence.

The crew looked at the foreman. The foreman looked at Nate.  And Nate looked at the burial ground like it’s an inconvenience, not a violation.  Finally, the foreman nodded once—resignation not agreement—and signaled the operator. The backhoe driver climbed into the cab, but something caught his eye. 

A glint in the churned soil.He stepped down, crouched, brushed away dirt.

A pocket watch. 

Old. Heavy. 

The kind of thing that belonged to someone important enough to be buried with it.

He hesitated but then he slipped it into his pocket.

He climbed back into his machine.

The engine coughed awake. 

The bucket swung. 

Earth fell.

The bodies vanished under the soil.

And in the quiet that followed, something in the land shifted—not loud, not visible, but unmistakably aware.
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CHAPTER 3  THE NEWCOMER
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When Tom saw the old general store — weathered clapboards, sagging porch, a bell over the door that looked like it had been ringing since the town was founded — he felt a small, unexpected comfort. A place like this would smell like coffee, dust, and old floorboards.

He pulled into the lot.

Only then did he notice the construction.

Floodlights still glowed from the overnight work. The right side of the building was fenced off, the ground churned up, machinery idling down. A cluster of workers stood near the excavator, not working — talking. Low voices. Tense.

Tom stepped out of his car, stretching. He didn’t mean to listen. He was just close enough that the wind carried pieces of the conversation.

A worker said, voice tight and loud:

“I’m telling you, there were rows. Not one. Not two. A whole line of ’em. All those bones — that’s a graveyard.”

Another replied, “Doesn’t matter now. Boss said cover it. So it’s covered.”

A third voice — older, tired: “We should’ve called it in. That’s the law. That’s the damn law. You can’t just pave over a graveyard,” the man said, the disgust clearly evident in his voice.

Tom froze with the pump handle in his hand. He didn’t turn. He didn’t stare. He just listened.

The foreman’s voice cut through: “Keep your voices down. You want to lose your jobs? You want the whole site shut down?

It’s done. Forget it.”

Someone muttered, “You don’t forget something like this.”

Tom felt a prickle at the base of his neck. Not fear — but recognition. 

He glanced toward the construction area. The soil looked freshly smoothed, too smooth, too deliberate. A long rectangle of ground that seemed... wrong. Like something meant to stay buried had been forced back under too quickly.

He replaced his gas cap and walked toward the store.

Inside the Store

The bell above the door gave the tired little ring — the kind that sounded like it had been ringing for a hundred years and had opinions about all of them.

The air inside was warm, but there was a faint draft that smelled of wood. The place felt lived-in, layered, like every shelf and floorboard had absorbed a century of footsteps and whispered conversations.

The store was exactly what he expected, and somehow more:

- old wooden floors worn to a soft, uneven shine 

- shelves crowded with canned goods, hardware, local honey, and jars of pickled things no one under sixty buys 

- a bulletin board full of faded fliers, some curling at the edges, some so old the ink had turned sepia 

- a counter that looked hand-built generations ago, the wood darkened by time and hands and stories 

But something was off.

The woman behind the counter — late fifties, hair pinned back, apron dusted with flour — looked up. Her smile was polite, but it didn’t reach her eyes. There was a watchfulness there, a measuring.

“Mornin’,” she said.

Tom nodded. 

“Morning.” He answered

He wandered a few steps in, pretending to browse, but really he was trying to shake the feeling he had picked up outside — the tension in the workers’ voices, the way the ground looked too smooth behind the building, the way the air felt heavier near the fence line.

The woman glanced toward the back door. It was quick, but he caught the look.

He asked, gently, “Busy morning out there?”

She stiffened almost imperceptibly. 

“Construction,” she said. “Always somethin’.”

Her tone was final — the New England way of saying we’re not talking about that.

Tom picked up a bottle of water and brought it to the counter. As she handed him his change, she asked, “You just passin’ through?”

“Thinking about staying awhile.” Tom answered.

She gave a small, tight smile.

“Town’ll get used to you.” She said.

The phrasing caught him.

Not you’ll get used to the town. 

The town will get used to you. 

Like the town was the one with the agency. 

Like the town was the one that decided.

Tom stepped back toward the door. The bell rang again as he left.

Outside Again

As Tom stepped back onto the porch, the air felt different — cooler, denser, as if the ground itself had taken a breath.

The foreman stood alone now, staring at the freshly smoothed earth.

The smoothed earth looked deliberate, like a wound someone had tried to bandage in the dark. A faint tremor ran through him, not fear exactly, but recognition — an old, ancestral tug he hadn’t felt since he was a kid walking the woods with his grandfather.

He wondered why some thoughts felt like guilt, as if he had taken something he had not touched or knew something he should not know. For a moment, he had the strange, unsettling sense that the land was looking back at him, waiting to see what he would do.

Tom got into his car and sat for a moment, hands on the wheel.

He didn’t know the story yet.

He didn’t know the town.

He didn’t know the Hawthorns.

But he knew something had happened here.
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CHAPTER 4  THE HARP AND HOUND
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He drove his car into the center of town.

Then he found the bar or perhaps the bar found him.

Old wood floors. 

Guinness signs faded from decades of smoke. 

A bar top polished by thousands of elbows. 

A fireplace that never quite stops smoking. 

A smell of beer, wood, and history. 

A place where fishermen, teachers, mill workers, and retirees all sit together.

Bars were once the hearths of New England. 

You didn’t burn your own firewood — you went to the tavern. 

You didn’t drink alone — you drank with the town. 

Stories were traded like currency.

The owners — two Irish brothers — ran the place like a church and a circus at the same time. Their family had owned it forever. They knew every rumor, every scandal, every ghost.

If the town was a body, the river was its spine — and the bar was its beating heart.

It sat at the bend where the water slowed, where the fog gathered thickest in the early mornings and clung to the windows like breath on glass. The building itself was older than most of the houses in town, older than the mill ruins, older than the railroad tracks that cut through the woods. It had been a tavern, an inn, a boarding house, a speakeasy, and finally the Irish bar it was today.

The locals called it The Harp & Hound, though the original sign — hand-carved, weather-beaten, and cracked down the middle — simply read Harp House. The name didn’t matter. Everyone knew where it was. Everyone knew what it was.

And everyone knew it was haunted.

Not in the Hollywood sense. No rattling chains or screaming apparitions. Just... presence. A shift in the air. A cold spot by the back hallway. A shadow that moved when no one was walking. A whisper you couldn’t quite catch. The kind of haunting that felt like someone was standing just behind you, waiting for you to turn around.

The owners, two Irish brothers named Declan and Finn O’Malley, treated the ghosts like part of the staff. Declan, the older one, swore the place had “good spirits” — and he meant it both ways. Finn, who had the sharper tongue and the quicker laugh, claimed the ghosts drank more Guinness than the regulars.

Their family had owned the bar for generations. Their great-grandfather built the stone hearth with his own hands. Their grandfather added the long mahogany bar top, polished smooth by a century of elbows. Their father survived the mill closures by turning the place into a refuge — a warm room with cold beer when the rest of the town felt like it was falling apart.

By the time Tom arrived, the bar was less a business and more a community center with alcohol.

He came in on a Tuesday afternoon, the kind of day when the sky can’t decide if it wants to rain or snow. 

He didn’t know what he was looking for. A job, maybe. A place to sit. A place to breathe.

The bar was warm when he stepped inside. The fire crackled in the hearth. The smell of woodsmoke and spilled beer wrapped around him like a blanket. A few regulars sat at the counter — men with faces carved by weather and work, the kind of men who could tell the time by the river’s current.

Declan looked up from polishing a glass.

“You new in town?” he asked.

“Just passing through,” Tom lied.

He nodded like he’d heard that a thousand times. “You looking for work?”

He hadn’t said a word about needing a job. Maybe it was written on his face. Maybe he just knew the type — men who drifted in with tired eyes and empty pockets.

“Yeah,” Tom said. “I guess I am.”

Finn appeared from the back, wiping his hands on a towel. “Can you pour a pint and tell a decent joke at the same time without making a mess?”

“I can try. With that Tom showed them a resume’ on his phone handing it to Declan. His eyes grew wide and he let out a whistle handing it to Finn. You worked with David White. He asked. Tom nodded. 

I worked with him for three years Tom said.

Declan’s face took on a broad appreciative smile. You have been a cook so you know the kitchen. - Well seems to me your qualified to run the place.“That’s good enough,” I will remember that .... cause I am looking to retire he said giving a sly grin to Finn. This guy is driving me nuts.

Finn who had been holding the resume’ said this isn’t a resume, it’s a fucking encyclopedia 

“You can start tomorrow if that suits you he said. 

And just like that, Tom had a job.

In his first few weeks he began the learn about the staff. Observation is the art of the wise.

There was Old Man Carver, who claimed he’d seen a woman in a blue dress sitting at the end of the bar every night for thirty years. There was Maggie Doyle, who swore the fireplace whispered her name when she sat too close. There was Tommy Keene, who refused to use the men’s room after dark because he once heard someone humming inside when he was the only one in the building.

They told these stories casually, like weather reports. Like it was normal.

And maybe it was.

The bar had a rhythm — the clink of glasses, the low hum of conversation, the occasional burst of laughter. he settled into it slowly, like easing into cold water. he poured drinks. He listened. He learned the town through the stories people told when they thought no one was paying attention.

But the ghosts... the ghosts were always there, just out of sight.

Sometimes he would feel a cold draft when the doors were closed. Sometimes he would hear footsteps in the hallway when no one was walking. Sometimes he would catch a glimpse of movement in the mirror behind the bar — a shadow slipping past, a figure turning a corner.

He told himself it was his imagination. Stress. Exhaustion. The tricks of an old building.

And then, one night, a man walked in who would change everything.

He was tall, with a gray beard and eyes that looked like they’d seen too much and not enough at the same time. He wore a tweed jacket, the kind historians wear in documentaries when they’re about to reveal something important. He carried a leather satchel that looked older than the bar itself.

He sat down at the counter, nodded at Tom, and said, “Whiskey. Neat.”

Tom poured it. He took a sip, sighed like he’d been holding his breath for years, and said:

“You must be the new bartender.”

“Yeah,”He answered. “My names Tom”

“Well Tom, I’m Bob Beachum. My family’s been in this town longer than the bricks.”

He didn’t know it then, but Bob wasn’t just another regular. 

He was the spark. 

The match. 

The storyteller who would wake the dead.
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CHAPTER 5 — THE ONE WHO WATCHES
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If the regulars were the bones of the bar, the staff were its pulse — uneven, stubborn, and somehow always steady. Tom learned their rhythms before he learned the menu.

Mara was the first to speak to Tom like he belonged. She had a laugh that came quick and bright, but her eyes stayed guarded, as if she’d learned long ago that joy was something you held lightly or risked losing. She moved with a quiet confidence, yet she always kept one hand free — a habit from a past she never talked about. She could cut a man down with a sentence or lift him up with a smile, and she never seemed sure which one she was about to do until it was already done.

Eddie, the cook, was a contradiction in boots and flannel. He had the shoulders of a man who’d spent half his life lifting things no one should have to lift, and the voice of someone who’d spent the other half trying not to be heard. His hands were scarred, steady, capable — the hands of a man who’d held on through storms he never mentioned. He cooked like he was feeding ghosts, careful and reverent, as if every plate was an apology to someone long gone.

Lena, the waitress, moved like she was late for something important even when she wasn’t. She had a sharp tongue she used like a shield and a smile she used like a weapon. She was fearless in the way only young people can be — the kind of fearlessness that comes from not yet understanding how much the world can take from you. But every now and then, when she thought no one was looking, her face softened, and you could see the girl she used to be before life taught her to run faster.

––––––––
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THE BROTHERS

Finn was the quietest of the brothers. Finn didn’t do much talking — just drinking. He spoke quietly, slowly, and with the kind of profanity that somehow sounded affectionate. Every sentence he spoke was stitched together with “fuck” or “fuckin’,” but beneath the profanity was a fairness so fierce it bordered on holy. He cursed like a sinner and acted like a saint. When he did speak, it was usually one sentence, perfectly placed, and somehow funnier than anything Declan had said in the last ten minutes. He was the kind of man who’d learned early that silence made people talk more. His beard was always trimmed close, his hair always a little messy, and his eyes had that steady, assessing calm that made you feel like he was taking your measure without judging you for it. He had that presence — grounded, dependable, the kind of man you’d want beside you if the river rose or the lights went out.
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