
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


The Curse



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Intro:

[image: ]




“Lizzie Borden took an axe

Gave her father 40 whacks

When she saw what she had done

She gave her mother 41.” 

The old child’s rhyme
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Chapter 1
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The group of college kids were driving to see about a new place to live. They were getting ready to start the new term at the University of Massachusetts in Dartmouth. Beth was thinking about how she had heard about this place. She had questions about why the email had been sent to her directly. Not through her school email but through her personal one. Beth had gotten an email about a home in Fall River. She hadn’t though much about it. Her brother Jacob had seen it and the fact that she was about to delete it and convinced her otherwise. She had forwarded it to him and didn’t think anything more of it.

Now Beth was having second thoughts and was worried about it. Her brother, Jacob had seen it and Goggled the address. He fell in love with it and the thought of getting out of the dorms. He said that she was being a worrywart and that it wouldn’t hurt to look at it. The house was beautiful. As they were driving her brother, Jacob started asking some questions. “Why were you going to ignore the email about this place? You were going to delete the email if I hadn’t stopped you. Beth, you have seen the pictures of this place and it is gorgeous. How many kids would be envious of us and what we have been offered? Plus the amount for rent makes it a killer deal. ”

“Jacob, something doesn’t feel right about this. Why did this person email me about this place? They didn’t send it to my school email- but my personal one. Why didn’t they put the information up in the school? Remember the old saying of if something is too good to be true that we need to question it. I admit it is a beautiful place but there is something that is telling me that this is too good to be true.” Beth said. 

“I don’t have answers to those questions but maybe the person wanted to reach out to one of the older families and see if we would be respectful enough to be able to not trash this place. You saw the pictures of the inside. Full of antiques, beautiful furniture if it was left to some regular college students it would be destroyed. It needs to be respected. It’s on a local historic registry so that may be part of it. I don’t know but the price is right. Let’s take a look at the place and who knows you might actually like it.” Jacob said. His girlfriend was in the backseat and a few other friends were in the next car back. 

As they drove the area was getting nicer than anything that they had lived in at the campus. It was like they were going into an area where their grandparents would have lived. “We are looking for French St.” Jacob’s girlfriend said. As they turned onto French St. they saw the manicured lawns and the beautiful hedge lined streets and driveways that had traditional round a-bouts. “302 is the one that we are looking for. It is called Maplecroft.”

“ 302 ... 302 ... holy crap, are you sure that it is 302 French St?” Jacob asked. He had found the place and it was a huge mansion. There was two beautifully carved pillars on the porch. On the top step carved into the stair was the word ‘Maplecroft’.

“That is what the email says. Oh wow, this is it. Pull in Jacob, I can’t wait to see this.” his girlfriend gasp. Her west coast accent could be heard as it was different from the east coast where they all lived. The lack of etiquette was easy to hear and grated on Beth’s nerves. She was behaving like a giggly teenager and not a young adult in her early 20’s.

Jacob pulled in. He went to open the doors for both Beth and his girlfriend. Jacob helped his girlfriend out of the car and her reactions showed that she was going to be a problem. He waited for the other car to park and then opened the door for the girls that were in the car. His girlfriend thought it was odd but couldn’t figure out why.

Beth had a feeling that she had been there before but couldn’t remember. She ignored the feeling, she was being paranoid. The place was beautiful. As she got out, she had a strange feeling about it. It was an overwhelming sight to see the mansion from the outside. Beth could imagine what it was like on the inside.

They went up to the door and knocked. A thin, very blonde woman answered the door. “Can I help you?” she seemed surprised to see a group of young adults on her doorstep. Then she saw Beth and seemed to be transfixed by her looks.

“Are you Mrs. Marie Andrews?” Jacob asked formally.

“Yes, and you are?”

“My name is Jacob Andersen. You emailed my sister Beth about some rooms for rent.” Jacob said. “We set up an appointment to see the rooms today.”

“Of course, I am sorry I forgot. Please come in.” Marie said, opening the door wide. 

Everyone went into the house. It was huge. Jacob did the introductions. “This is my sister Beth, Steven, Diane, and my girlfriend Stacy.” Everyone was looking around. Diane had a camera with her. This place was a photographer’s heaven. She used an old analog/ film camera due to the fact that she liked the way the pictures turned out.

“Welcome, please follow me and I will show you around.” Marie said. “The house was built in 1896. It is on the local registry for historic buildings. There are three main houses on the property. There is the main house, pool house, as well as the maintenance building as well as the facilities in the back yard that will be open to you. This way.” Marie led them through the house, there were several dozen antiques that were through the house. Most seemed to be keeping with the time around it was built. While there were modern things in the house, they were concealed to where they wouldn’t take away from the aesthetics of the house. It was like walking back in time for some of them.

Diane was taking pictures of different parts of the house. It was a dream. She used an analog style of camera where she would have to develop the film herself. It was a dream hobby of hers. That and she seemed to have a natural eye for taking photos.

Marie showed them the back yard where there was a pool, a hot tub, and an outside cabana with grill and other things. Again while things were modern, the traces of the late 19th century architecture was kept through the house, yard and even with the way the pool outer edges were constructed. “The pool is twelve feet at the deep end and is kept clean through a combination of natural water flow and a cleaner that comes by once a week. The hot tub will seat seven comfortably. There is a maintenance person who helps with the lawn, pool, hot tub and keeping the pool house clean that comes once a week.”
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