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Erin Hughes had always considered herself a typical city girl.

She thrived in the hum of subway brakes, the blinking and buzzing of neon lights, and even the chatter that spilled out of the coffee shops and cafes at midnight. There was always someone busking on the sidewalk with a guitar, trying to make their rent, or even the saxophone player who performed regularly in front of a busy downtown restaurant, making a few extra dollars to pay for his son’s baseball camp.

It was true that the city never sleeps.

Well, at least her city didn’t sleep, and that city was Pittsburgh.

There was always something happening around the clock. Something you could do. Somewhere you could go. In summer, you could go to the ballpark and take in a baseball game, and then walk along the riverbank with friends. In winter, when there wasn’t a hockey game, you could ice skate and drink hot cocoa with friends around an open fire.

You could even do your grocery shopping at 3AM, and then grab eggs and coffee at one of the local diners, before going home to fall into bed for a few hours, wake up, and then start all over again.

Lately, though, that same noise had begun to grate, like sandpaper across her skin. The city she had known and loved for so long no longer sparkled.

But worse, her art, which had once been so vibrant and alive, her true passion and joy in life, had turned flat and uninspired.

She couldn’t explain it.

She wasn’t unhappy, but felt something in her life was lacking.

A missing piece.

Maybe it was because she was fast approaching her late twenties and still very much single, while most of her friends, one by one, were getting married, buying homes, and starting families. Others had left the city in search of better opportunities.

Every year it seemed she had less and less in common with her friends.

Their priorities had changed.

Erin certainly didn’t begrudge the happiness that her friends had found, but she couldn’t help but wonder when it would be her turn to send out cute engagement notices and Save the Date cards for her wedding.

Her lease was set to renew October 1, so she called the leasing office and informed them she would be leaving the apartment on or before the first day of October. Her restlessness and ever-growing apathy towards everything had finally won out. If it had been only a temporary funk, it would surely have lifted by now.

It was time for a radical change in the life of Erin Hughes.

She had to find what was missing in her life, and once again find passion and joy in her art.

Instead of going out, she stayed in every night and combed the internet for her next destination in her life.

At first, it was overwhelming. There were so many places she could escape to, but the unknown of these different cities and states made her cautious.

She had a silly thought that it might be easier to just tape a map of the United States to the back of her front door, put on a blindfold so she wouldn’t be tempted to sneak a peek, throw a dart, and wherever it landed, that is where she would head off to start her life anew.

When she had still made no progress a week later, not even narrowing down a list of potential places to move to, she figured she could give the map and dart throw idea a try.

After all, it was worth a shot.

It was either the blind map throw or continuing to frustrate herself night after night. There was no rule forcing her to relocate to the place where her dart hit. Besides, it was kind of a fun idea to try. If it somehow worked out, she could tell everyone she met that she found her new home by putting on a blindfold and throwing a dart at a map. Surely, it wasn’t something most people would chance doing if they were moving away from their long-time home.

Then again, Erin Hughes wasn’t most people.

She easily found a suitable map on a home school website. It was the kind of map where the states were drawn really big to teach young children where each state was located, along with all the cities and towns in that state.

While the printer grinded out the map, she dashed into her bedroom and grabbed her leopard print sleep mask from under her pillow. She wore the mask to block out the bright summer sunlight that always managed to find its way into her bedroom from all around her ill-fitting window blinds. The blinds had been left behind by the previous tenant, and she never got around to replacing them.

By the time she found a roll of tape in her desk, and an old dart acquired years earlier when she briefly was a member of a dart league, the map had finished printing. She took the map from the printer and taped it to her front door.

It seemed like the best place to hang it. That was the door she would leave through when she left town for good.

No time like the present.

Erin didn’t hesitate. She positioned herself across the room, around eight feet or so from the door, and slipped the sleep mask over her eyes. With one smooth move, she threw the dart.

Immediate second thoughts flooded over her.

Maybe she shouldn’t have quit that dart league so quickly all those years earlier.

Perhaps she should have taken some time to meditate on her intention first.

What if she took the mask off and missed the map altogether?

When she realized she was just stalling, she pulled off the sleep mask and tossed it over her head. She saw the dart had made direct contact with the map somewhere on the East Coast. She marched to the door to get a better look at where Fate had delivered the dart.

Autumn Hollow, Vermont.

The town name certainly had a nice ring to it.

At once, Erin’s mind filled with visions of the state of Vermont.

Every movie she had seen on television showed the breathtaking mountains, the amazing autumn foliage, tall trees, snowy winters, and each movie wove a beautiful story that always ended perfectly with the woman finding not only her happiness and bliss, but also meeting the love of her life, and being surrounded by new friends in a tight-knit community.

She thought about the town of Autumn Hollow and what it might be like as she got into her pink pajamas that were covered in white bunnies. She then climbed into bed with a cup of Nighty-Night tea and her laptop.

She typed in Autumn Hollow, Vermont, and tried not to get her hopes up that some website would appear on the screen, and beckon her to move there with promises of love and happiness in a cozy small town with big homes, and clean tree-lined streets where everyone knew each other and said hello to you with a big smile. A place where children played in safety, and people met up for coffee or hot cocoa at the local café with a large crackling fire. Where you went to church every Sunday morning, and maybe even sang in the choir.

A place where you were accepted for who you were, and not what you had or did.

The first thing she typed in was a search for Autumn Hollow’s town website, if there was one. She found it easy enough. That was a positive. The town cared enough to have a website.

Since it was produced by members of the town itself, Erin was smart enough to know the website would most definitely show Autumn Hollow in the best light to entice visitors. These types of small towns usually attract and rely upon tourists who spend a lot of money.

Autumn Hollow: Small Town Heart, with Four Season Beauty

Well, the title on the website was sure catchy, she had to admit to herself.

Discover the charm that is tucked between rolling hills and maple-lined valleys, and where you’ll feel like you are living in a postcard. With fewer than 5000 residents, it’s the kind of place where your neighbors know your name.

Erin stopped reading for a moment and silently added, and probably also know your business. She cackled at her little joke and read on.

Stroll down Main Street and explore our locally owned boutiques, cozy independently owned bookshop, and the much-loved Maple & Hearth Café, where you will find steaming Vermont roast coffee and fresh cider doughnuts waiting for you.

How about some scenic exercise?

A short hike will reward you with breathtaking views of fiery fall foliage, followed later by serene winter snowscapes that will have you awestruck. Come spring, you can watch the sap run at nearby sugar shacks.

The Autumn Hollow Farmers’ Market happens every Saturday from May through October, providing the best farm fresh produce, handmade crafts, and live folk music.

When the snow begins to fall, the town transforms into a fairyland with cross-country ski trails, ice skating on Ridge Pond, and lights twinkling from every lamp post.

Autumn Hollow prides itself on farm-to-table dining at The Lantern Inn, where you’ll enjoy hearty stews, maple-glazed salmon, and craft ciders. Don’t forget to stop in at Ridge Creamery for its award-winning hand-churned walnut ice cream.

Thinking of staying longer?

Autumn Hollow is more than just a weekend getaway.

It’s a way of life!

Safe streets, top-rated schools, vibrant local traditions, and year-round indoor and outdoor recreation make it the place to plant roots. Whether your dream is a historic home on Main Street or a quaint cottage tucked into the pines, we will welcome you with open arms!

Was this place for real? Erin wondered.

Looking through the photos, it really did look like everyone in Autumn Hollow was living in a postcard.

It was that beautiful.

Did she dare to click on the link for Autumn Hollow Realty?

Why not? 

Looking at what property was available to lease wasn’t committing her to anything. Before she could click on the link to the Realtor, a sudden sweat broke on the back of her neck and trickled down her back, soaking her pajama top. At once, she was cold and clammy.

For a few minutes, she closed her eyes and breathed as the full magnitude of her somewhat impulsive decision crashed down upon her, and what she had done sent her careening into a panic attack.

In less than three weeks, she had to vacate this apartment.

The realty company had a waiting list, and the apartment was rented immediately by a young couple from Cincinnati, who were relocating for work.

There was no changing her mind now. She had to find a place to live. She recalled the horrible stories she had read on the internet of people who moved away from the security of their jobs and homes, with big plans and dreams that disintegrated into nightmares.

Their new jobs didn’t work out. The town they moved to was nothing like they expected. They burned through their savings first on Airbnb’s, then, as their money and prospects dwindled, they moved into seedy, cheap motels, and then ended up homeless on the streets if they didn’t have family or friends back home willing to take them in while they got back on their feet.

Well, Erin was self-employed. So there was no job to lose.

She also had a significant inheritance in a high-interest bank account that she never touched. That was a blessing, even though receiving it meant the loss of her family.

Getting out of bed, she changed her pajama top and reminded herself that she was a fortunate woman. She had enough money and courage to make the changes necessary in her life to become happy again. She had made the decision, and she would see it through. After all, it was normal to be a bit afraid of starting over.

Once back in bed, she resolutely clicked on the link for Autumn Hollow Realty, and there on the front page, centered between several cottages and family homes, was the house that Erin Hughes knew at once was meant to be her new home.

Love at first sight was true.










THE WHITMORE HOUSE

A Historic Gem on Main Street

4 Bedrooms

2.5 Baths




Standing proudly at the heart of Autumn Hollow is a lovingly preserved Victorian built in 1890. The house offers timeless charm along with modern comfort.

Painted in warm cream with forest green shutters, its wraparound porch overlooks the tree-lined Main Street where neighbors wave as they pass by.

Inside, the house boasts four spacious bedrooms each with original hardwood floors, crown molding, and tall windows that fill the rooms with Vermont sunlight. The master suite boasts a cozy reading nook, while the upstairs bedroom offers views of St. Martin’s church steeple and the inspirational rolling hills beyond. It would make a perfect artist’s studio.

The parlor, with its ornate fireplace and stained glass windows, whispers stories of another era, while the formal dining room has hosted countless family dinners. The updated kitchen balances old-world character with its beadboard walls, farmhouse sink, and modern stainless steel appliances.

In autumn, the maple trees in the backyard blaze with color. Winter brings the charm of snow-dusted eaves and lamp posts glowing outside the frosted windows. Come spring, the garden simply bursts with lilacs. In the summer, the front porch swing is the best seat for the annual Autumn Hollow parade.

More than a house, Whitmore House is part of the living fabric of Autumn Hollow.

Vacant. Available to lease or buy.

Telephone Wendy Steven-Smith to schedule a viewing.




Erin ran a light finger over the photograph of the gorgeous house on the laptop screen. It was pricy for sure, but she could lease the house first, and if she fell in love after spending a few months immersing herself in both the house and the town, she could purchase it.

It was true that the house was far too large for one person, but maybe if she moved in and luck was on her side, a partner and a family wouldn’t be too far behind.

And not to mention that the listing even went as far as to say the upstairs bedroom would make a perfect artist’s studio! A studio that was just waiting for her, and surely would awaken her drive to create the art she so loved.

This was Fate calling to her loud and clear.

In the morning, she would make the call to Wendy Steven-Smith at Autumn Hollow Realty, and get the ball rolling.
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