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Avon, Massachusetts


To my friend Dr. George Skinner
and his lovely wife, Ruth.


Chapter One

By the time Lucy Dorset took a glistening turbo-jet plane from Boston to St. Andrews, a quaint town on the Bay of Fundy, twenty miles from the Maine border on the Canadian side, Jennifer Woods had been dead for nearly a hundred years. And yet the lovely, pale ghost of Jennifer was to play a leading role in Lucy’s life, and especially to influence her marriage with her young doctor husband, Fred Dorset.

Whenever Lucy looked back on that first year of her marriage she thought of Jennifer and of the old stone house known as Moorgate. For the frail ghost of Jennifer and the impressive, ancient house on the hill overlooking the town and the bay had served to change her life. From the second-story windows of Moorgate she could see Minister’s Island as well, the small wooded island a mile from the shore, and accessible by a sandy road only when the tide was low.

Gradually she came to know the names and places well and the way they were linked with Jennifer’s sad history. The passage of close to a century had not erased the facts of the romantic story, and the characters involved seemed undimmed in the minds of the modern dwellers in the seaside town to which she had come as a happy young bride.

Her husband was one of those rural doctors who still felt that office calls were not the only thing. And so on the certain evenings when he was not in his office or at the hospital in St. Stephen he would travel around the area in his small red foreign car making visits to patients too ill or infirm to call at his office. Then she was often alone in the old house waiting for his return.

Many a summer evening she would stroll at dusk in the gardens of the old stone house on the hill. And in the sighing of the tall white birch trees surrounding the gardens she felt she could hear the long-ago voice of Jennifer, sad and wistful. The spirit of the lovely girl who had once lived within the vine-covered, gray stone walls of Moorgate.

For Lucy it had all begun a year before in Boston at a Back Bay party given by a girl friend of hers. Because Patricia, her friend, was a lab technician, the party had more than its share of hospital people. Quite a number of young nurses and their boy friends were there, as well as a few doctors. One of the few doctors was Fred Dorset. A serious thirty-two, the red-haired young man with his squarish, pleasant face stood out from the others.

Lucy had attended the party in the company of a rather fussy and precious young English professor who amused her but who didn’t interest her at all in a romantic fashion. Patricia, knowing this, took her aside in the hallway of her crowded apartment, and pointed out Fred Dorset, who was standing alone by the blaring record player.

Patricia’s eyes were sparkling with mischief as she said, “See that red-haired young man?”

“Yes,” Lucy had replied, wondering why he had been singled out by her friend.

“He’d make the perfect husband for you,” Patricia told her.

Blonde, green-eyed Lucy had opened her eyes wide in surprise. “You must be joking!”

“I’m not,” Patricia replied. “He’s exactly your type. And he’s leaving Boston to take over his first practice in a small Canadian town. I have an idea a pretty girl who also happens to be a nurse is exactly what he’d like to have along with him.”

Lucy blushed. “You’re talking a lot of nonsense.”

“I’m being extremely practical for a change,” her friend said. “If I weren’t already engaged I’d go after him myself. I might even think about it yet if you’re not interested. So better meet him and consider him just to save him from me.”

Lucy laughed, but she wasn’t at all sure her friend didn’t mean what she said. And she at once felt sorry for this rather handsome young doctor who was obviously the target for romantic plotting by so many of the young females present. Her sympathy was to prove her undoing.

Ignoring her protests, Patricia took her across the crowded living room to the serious young doctor and introduced her as “My dearest friend, Lucy Miller, one of the most dedicated nurses I know.” And with that she left them standing facing each other.

Dr. Fred Dorset showed a wry smile on his squarish face as he said, “Are you all that dedicated, Lucy Miller?”

She was blushing again. “Patricia has a weird sense of humor. You’ll have to forgive her.”

“But you are a nurse?” he asked, almost anxiously.

“Yes, I’ll admit to that,” she said with a smile.

He had nice blue eyes which brightened now. “You work here in Boston?”

“At New England Baptist Hospital,” she said.

“I know it well. I’ve been at Tufts.”

“It’s very good.”

“Sure,” he said, glancing from her to the crowd and then giving the record player a scowl. “I’m supposed to be attending this but the patient is behaving noisily enough by itself. Let’s get away from its caterwauling.” He took her by the arm.

She looked up at him nervously. “I can’t imagine where we can go. It’s not a large apartment and every inch of it has far too many people.”

“Population explosion, apartment type,” he replied. “But it’s a June night and not cold outside and I noticed a small balcony at the end of the entrance hall which I think no one else may have spotted.”

“Isn’t that optimistic?” she laughed.

“The key to my character is optimism,” he told her. “Come along.”

They elbowed their way through the chattering cocktail-party crowd and at last reached the tiny balcony with its wrought-iron railing overlooking staid Beacon Street. The French windows leading to it had been hidden by draperies and no one else had been aware of its being there. As they stepped out into the fresh air of the balcony Dr. Fred Dorset closed the doors after them.

He drew a sigh of relief. Smiling at her in the shadows, he said, “Now this is a lot better.”

“Do you think people are supposed to come out here?” she asked.

He offered an extravagant wave of his hand. “Why else would they have built it?”

She laughed. “I was thinking it might be merely ornamental.”

“Much too sturdy,” he said. “Tell me about yourself.”

She was coming to the decision that he was a fairly brash young man who could take care of himself quite well. She turned to lean on the railing and gaze down at the tree-lined street with its rows of tightly parked cars along each side.

She said, “I’m an extremely unexciting person, like my name, Lucy.”

“I find Lucy an enchanting name,” he said. “Tell me about your work, where you come from, what you think of Boston — the possibilities are endless, and I’m a good listener.”

Lucy smiled at him. “You’re fairly overwhelming, aren’t you?”

“Not really,” he said. “That aggressive approach is the trick of a shy young man, believe me.”

“I wish I could,” she said. Then she went on. “About myself, I was brought up in a small Maine town, my parents are elderly and are living in Florida in retirement. I’m a surgical nurse, and I live with two other girls near the Common in a big apartment building.”

“You’ve left out the most important things.”

“Such as?”

“Are you engaged or married?”

She shook her head. “Neither.”

“Neither am I,” he said.

She lifted her nicely arched eyebrows. “You’re almost an exception. Medical students seem to marry young these days. Wives usually help to put them through college by holding a job on their own.”

The red-haired young man nodded. “I know. There’s nothing wrong with it. I’ve just never met the right girl.”

“I wouldn’t think she’d be all that hard to find.”

“For me it’s been an unrewarding search,” he told her. “But right now I have the feeling I’m about to do better.”

“There goes that line again,” she told him with a smile and a teasing light in her eyes.

“No, I’m serious,” he insisted.

And as it turned out, he was. He took her phone number and called her the next evening. After that there was a series of dates. She found him excellent company, whether at a ball game or seated on the banks of the Charles River listening to one of the Boston Symphony outdoor concerts. And somewhere along the line she began to think about him seriously.

One night after they’d been to the movies and were seated on the revolving Merry-Go-Round Bar at the Sheraton Plaza lounge he asked her to marry him. It came right in the middle of the playing of a romantic ballad by the pianist, also located on the bar.

Lucy stared at the young doctor in surprise. “Is it the music and my imagination, or did you ask me to marry you?”

“I asked you to marry me,” he said solemnly.

“But what a way! And what a place for it!” she said, looking down at the crowded lounge with its filled tables around the revolving bar.

“What does it matter as long as we’re in love?” he said. “The place and time aren’t important. What’s important is whether you say yes or no.”

She gave him a despairing smile across the table. “What do you expect me to say?”

“I haven’t a clue,” he admitted, looking boyishly frightened. “Maybe that’s why I decided to ask you here with a lot of people around. If you turn me down at least I won’t be all by myself.”

Lucy laughed and reached out to touch her hand on his. “But you’re putting on an act as usual. You knew from the start I’d say yes.”

His reaction was as surprising as she might have expected. He stood up and bent down to kiss her. As soon as the kiss was over and she was conscious of the amused smiles from all around them she begged him to pay the check and get her out. He did, and they jumped down from the bar to the friendly laughter of the crowd. In a moment they were out of the room and the side door of the hotel.

Standing on the pavement, she gave him a reproachful look. “I might have known you’d embarrass me.”

“What is wrong with a husband-to-be kissing his wife?” he wanted to know.

“On a revolving bar in a crowded lounge?” she said incredulously. “You must be joking!”

He linked his arm in hers as they set out for her apartment on Tremont Street. “We’re going to have a long and happy married life,” he promised her, “and you’ll forget all about my childish courting behavior.”

Lucy explained she couldn’t get married for a few months as she had her affairs to settle in Boston, and she wanted to visit her parents in Florida for a short time. Fred agreed with this idea. It would give him a chance to get his practice in the small Canadian town under way and to select and furnish their future home. They planned to meet every month or so in Boston for a few days together. It worked well. He telephoned her at Christmas, and they decided to be quietly married in Boston the following May. She would come to St. Andrews in June.

It wasn’t until March that he reported he’d found a house for them. One evening when they were dining in the Grill Room of the fashionable Ritz Hotel during one of their holidays in Boston he gave her the good news.

“I’ve found the perfect house for us,” he said.

She paused over her salad to smile and ask, “At last?”

“Yes,” he said. “I’ve had my eye on it but there seemed no chance of getting it. However, I know the owner and by good luck she seemed happy to sell me the house and three acres of nice land with it.”

Lucy gave him a searching look. “She?”

“Don’t say it like that,” the young doctor protested. “She did us a favor.”

“Really?” Lucy said in an arch tone. “And is she young, single, and pretty?”

Fred’s face crimsoned. “What does that matter?”

“Tell me,” she said. “I’m sure handsome young doctors find plenty of friendly females in a small town like St. Andrews.”

“You have it all wrong,” he told her, looking a little guilty.

“Tell me about her.”

He gave a resigned sigh. “Her name is Shiela Farley. She’s the only daughter of a wealthy retired stockbroker who lives there. They own a lot of local properties. And when she heard I was interested in Moorgate she offered to let me have it. And yes, she’s black-haired, young, and stunning.”

“I guessed that,” Lucy said with a knowing smile.

“Don’t act like a wife!” he begged.

“That’s what I’m going to be,” she reminded him.

“Let me get used to the idea first,” he said.

“I suppose you’ve been flirting outrageously with this Shiela,” Lucy accused him mockingly.

“No,” he protested. Then he waved a hand in dismissal, “Oh, I’ve seen her a few times. We’ve gone out together a little. But just as good friends. That’s possible, you know.”

“I know.”

“I’d think you’d be more interested in the property.”

“Yes, I am,” she said. “Tell me about it.”

“You’re going to fall in love with it,” he promised. “It’s on a hill on the outskirts of town. It’s surrounded by tall birch trees and has a view of the town and the bay. Better than that, it’s not one of your cheaply built houses. This one is stone and it’s over a hundred years old.”

“Has it been well kept up?”

“Yes. The last couple ran a gift shop for tourists. When they sold the business they left St. Andrews and sold the property to Shiela’s father. But I can promise you the house is in fine shape and they spent a lot on restoring and renovating it.”

Her eyes widened with interest. “If they liked the house that much, why did they leave it?”

“They had sold their business and wanted to move to another city,” he explained.

“Have they retired?”

“Yes. The house is called Moorgate. It’s sturdy and squarish and has two full stories, a cellar, and an attic. There are a garden and outbuildings at the rear. The house is covered with vines, and there is a winding road that leads up the hill to it from the main highway.”

She said, “It sounds fascinating.”

“And best of all,” he said, “a doctor and his wife lived there long ago.”

“Truly?” she was surprised.

“Yes,” he answered. “Of course that was almost a hundred years ago, but in small towns people remember. They still mention them.”

“I’m looking forward to it,” she said.

“You’re bound to like it,” Fred said enthusiastically. “There were some fine old antiques that went with it and I’m gradually picking up some more things. I’ll have it nearly all furnished by the time we get there after our honeymoon.”

She gave him another teasing look. “I suppose Shiela Farley is helping you with the furnishings?”

He laughed. “Don’t make an insinuation out of it. I’ll be truthful. She has helped some. She’s very good at it. And she’s anxious to meet you,” Fred added.

“I’m more than anxious to meet her,” was Lucy’s droll reply.

The young doctor looked worried. “Don’t get any wrong ideas. I’ve been very careful since I’ve been in St. Andrews. A doctor’s reputation has to be above reproach if he’s to build any practice. I’m not doing any running around.”

“I’m comforted,” she teased him.

“You’d better be,” he said. “And they’re all looking forward to meeting you. The day we arrive there, before we even go to our place, old Dr. Boyce is holding a party of welcome for us at his house.”

“Is there another doctor in town? You didn’t tell me,” she said.

“He’s very old, but he’s alert enough. He’s mostly retired from practice. He sees a few patients whom he’s been attending for years, but he doesn’t take on any new ones. He was delighted when he heard I was moving to St. Andrews. It will make things easier for him.”

“He sounds nice.”

“He is,” Fred assured her. “You’re going to like St. Andrews and Moorgate.”

That was the first time she’d heard about Moorgate, but they were to discuss the ancient house a lot more as the weeks passed. They were the busiest weeks Lucy had ever known. And then it was the day of her marriage, suitably sunny and springlike. There was the brief service at the Espicopalian church opposite the Sheraton Plaza and the reception at the fine old Copley Square hotel afterward. When Lucy tossed her wedding bouquet to her bridesmaids it was only fitting that a happy Patricia should get it. After all, she had been the one responsible for the match.

There followed a leisurely honeymoon in the White Mountain country of New Hampshire, and then the drive along the picturesque Maine shore to the Canadian border. There was little delay with the border authorities and they drove into St. Andrews late in the afternoon. Lucy was delighted with the rugged scenery of mountains and shore and the multitude of fine evergreens. The ancient town of St. Andrews was sheltered from the Bay of Funday by a number of small green islands dotting the coastline.

The town’s streets were evenly laid out. The modern mingled with the old. The stores on the main business street had a weathered look, and from between the buildings you could see wharves extending out into the water, and fishing boats tied up. The smell of the salt water filled one’s nostrils and the air was crystal clear. In the upper section of the town were the fine mansions of the wealthy local and summer people; the town doubled its population with summer residents and transient visitors. On the highest point of land was an impressive resort hotel in English Tudor style with expansive grounds.

Fred smiled at her as he drove by the hotel. “Do you like it?”

“It’s much nicer than I even imagined,” his new bride said happily.

“We’ll go on down this street to Dr. Boyce’s house,” her husband said.

They reached a modest white house with well-kept hedges around it and a number of cars parked outside it. Even before she saw the black sign with neat gold lettering announcing, “Matthew Boyce, M.D.” she knew it had to be the house.

She glanced up at Fred as they were about to enter the porch. “I’m nervous,” she confessed.

He squeezed her arm. “You don’t have to be. They all are anxious to be your friends.”

The door opened before they could knock, and a short, bald man with a round merry face greeted them. “I’m Matthew Boyce,” he told Lucy, “and you’re just as pretty as Fred promised you would be.” With that, he took her hand and kissed her cheek. He smelled faintly of cinnamon, and he seemed a thoroughly delightful old man. It was a good beginning.

His modest living room was fairly well filled with people of various ages. One of the older women, whose name was Mrs. Matilda Stevens, turned out to be the widow of a former judge in the area. She had a commanding personality and a strong, well-preserved face.

Shaking hands with Lucy, she gave her a prim smile. “I hope you’ll like it here,” she said.

“I’m certain I will,” she told the older woman.

“We’ve been impressed with the doctor,” Mrs. Stevens said, referring to Fred. “And now I’d like you to meet my son, Jim.” She turned to catch the attention of a brown-haired young man in a gray summer suit. He had a bronzed, intelligent face and a friendly smile.

“I’m happy to meet you, Mrs. Dorset,” Jim Stevens said. “Fred and I have had some business dealings. I’m a local lawyer and I looked after the transfer of the deed of Moorgate.”

“I’m very anxious to see it,” she confessed. “We’re going there as soon as we leave here.”

The young lawyer nodded. “It’s a fine old house.”

Mrs. Matilda Stevens nodded agreement. “It surely is,” she said. “Pay no attention to what people say about it.”

The older woman’s words puzzled Lucy. Looking at her with some surprise, she said, “I’m not sure I understand you.”

Mrs. Stevens at once looked uneasy and she said quickly, “I mean it shouldn’t be spoiled for you. Let it be your own discovery.”

Her lawyer son spoke up, “Moorgate is a fine property. It wouldn’t have been put up for sale only the Farleys were anxious that Dr. Dorset find a suitable home. Doctors are not easy to come by in these small towns. We don’t want to lose him.”

Some of her misgiving left her, but she still had the feeling that Mrs. Stevens had meant something quite different from her amended comment. But what?

Lucy said, “The photographs I’ve seen were so interesting. Of course I’ve not seen any of the interior.”

“It lives up to the outside of the house,” Jim Stevens said. “And Fred has been the round of the antique spots and picked up some suitable furniture to add to what was there.”

Mrs. Stevens offered another of her prim smiles. “I’m dying to see all the new additions to the furniture. So you can count on my calling on you soon.”

Jim laughed. “Mother is a little mad on antiques.”

“I’ll be glad to have you call,” Lucy said. And with a smile for Jim, she added, “You, too, since you and Fred are friends.”

“You’ll be seeing us,” Jim assured her. “It’s a small town, and people see a lot of each other.”

“Which is both good and bad, I warn you,” his mother said, pulling a long face.

“I’m not worried about it,” Lucy said. “It will be an interesting change after living in Boston.”

“You can be certain of that,” Jim said.

Lucy had become separated from Fred for a few minutes, and now jolly Dr. Matthew Boyce came towards her with his round face showing a smile. “You have no idea how delighted I was to have Dr. Dorset come here,” he told her. “It takes a great burden from my shoulders.”

“It’s a fine opportunity for Fred,” Lucy said. “And I’m looking forward to living at Moorgate.”

The old doctor lost his smile for a moment. He looked almost embarrassed. “Yes,” he said. “It should be an interesting experience. I know the history of the house well. I took a special interest in it because it was occupied at one time by a doctor.”

“I’ve heard that,” she said. “I’d like to know the history of the property. You must visit me and tell me its story.”

“Yes,” he said uneasily. “I’ll do that. Rather a long, complicated story, you know. I’ll come by Moorgate one afternoon or evening and we can have a chat about it.”

“I’d like that,” Lucy told him. Looking across the room she saw that Fred was standing in earnest conversation with a striking dark girl with a perfect olive skin and an oval face. It didn’t take a second guess to decide who it was. “Is that Shiela Farley?” she asked the old doctor.

Dr. Boyce ran a pudgy hand over his bald pate. “Yes, it is. Haven’t you two met?”

“No,” she said. “I believe it was through her interest we got Moorgate.”

“She and her father live on the adjoining property,” Dr. Boyce said. “And I guess they own most of the land along that road. Come and meet her. Her father isn’t here today. He spends a great deal of his time in bed these days. He has serious arthritis.”

Lucy crossed the room with the veteran doctor. Fred was aware of her coming over and he and the dark girl at once halted their talk and were ready to greet her.

Fred said, “Lucy, I want you to meet Shiela Farley. I know you’ll be friends.”

The dark girl extended a slim hand and there was a mocking smile on her lovely face as she said, “Welcome to St. Andrews, Lucy.”

“Thank you,” Lucy said, shaking hands with her. “I understand that we owe Moorgate to you.”

“Not really,” Shiela said in a drawling, sophisticated fashion. “I told Dad that the place would be ideal for Fred and you. And he did the rest. We’re worried that Fred might leave us.”

Fred smiled at the dark girl. “No worry about that.”

Lucy found herself wondering if this was a good sign or not. There had been an almost personal note of assurance in the way her husband had spoken to the sultry Shiela. Had she made a mistake in taking so long to get to St. Andrews? Had a romantic attachment between the two developed before she’d even married Fred? It was a troubling thought.

She said, “I’m sure I’ll love the old house.”

“Moorgate has always interested me,” Shiela Farley told her.

Dr. Matthew Boyce took Lucy’s arm at this point and said, “There are a number of others you must meet.” And he led her away from Shiela and Fred to a cluster of older people.

Lucy met so many she was unable to remember all their names clearly. But the welcome they offered her was warm, and she felt sure she’d enjoy living in this small Canadian town.

Then Fred came to her with a quiet smile and said, “It is really time for us to leave. I want you to see the house and grounds while it is still afternoon.”

She said her good-byes with a special one for their host, Dr. Boyce. And the old doctor again promised to come by very soon and tell her more about Moorgate. Then she and Fred left the modest white house and drove to the hill on the edge of town where Moorgate stood majestically.

As they made their way up the narrow, winding private road to the great square stone mansion, almost obscured by tall birches and elms, she found herself ecstatic about the house.

“It’s magnificent,” she told Fred.

He showed a pleased smile as he brought the car to a halt before the front entrance of the house. Broad stone steps led to an oak door with an amber lantern hanging over it. “I’m glad you approve,” he said.

She got out of the car as he prepared to get their luggage from the trunk. She stood before the rather somber house and as she studied it she noticed a window curtain brushed aside on the second floor, and for just a brief moment there was the flash of a lovely, pale-faced young woman with silvery blonde hair in the window.

As the face vanished she turned to her husband and said, “What a nice surprise! You have a young woman hired to help me. I saw her in the window just now.”

A suitcase in each hand as he started for the door, Fred halted to stare at her blankly. “You’re wrong! There’s no one in there. I have the only key.”


Chapter Two

Lucy was dumbfounded. She glanced up at the second-story window again and saw that the curtain was neatly in place. Fred was standing by her side looking at her with troubled eyes.

“I don’t see how I could have made a mistake,” she said.

Fred looked uncomfortable. “I’m sure you must have. It could have been a reflection from the waving branch of a tree.”

She felt this to be a ridiculous explanation, yet she didn’t want to make a fuss about it to spoil their arrival at their new home. But she was almost positive there had been a face peering down at her from the window.

“Perhaps I was wrong,” she said reluctantly. “Please go ahead and open the door. I’m so eager to see inside.”

Her young husband smiled again. “It won’t take me a second,” he said. And he went ahead of her and up the steps, where he put down the bags and prepared to unlock the door.

While she waited for the door to be opened she studied her surroundings. The trees around the house were old. Their trunks were large and sturdy, and their branches stretched up high toward the blue sky above. From the front of the house there was a view of the town nestled along the shore, neat rows of white houses set in green, and facing the blue of the bay. Beyond in the bay were the ring of islands which protected the harbor. One of these islands was to the left and nearest Moorgate. She guessed this must be Minister’s Island which could be reached by the sand road when the tide was low.

“Come along!” Fred called to her.

She looked and saw that he had the door open. Not wishing to spoil the important moment, she forced the vision of the lovely face from her mind. She was sure someone had somehow gotten into the old house. Perhaps it was part of a surprise. She’d better just go along with it.

Fred had set the bags down and was waiting for her. He held out a hand to her. “Most of the etiquette books suggest that the bride be carried over the threshold,” he said with a smile. “But I’ll modify it and just lead you in.”

She thrust her hand in his. “It will do just as well!”

As she stepped directly into the high-ceilinged, shadowed living room she felt a wave of cool air. Fred came close and took her in his arms for a lasting kiss. Then he let her go to give her attention to the room with its elegant antique furnishings. She let her eyes wander from mahogany sideboard, to the fine, long divan with its back of exquisitely scrolled wood. The various tables had rich ornaments on them, and two majestic chandeliers hung from fancy circles of plaster in the ceiling.

“I found this sideboard in a King Street antique shop, in Saint John,” he said.

She went to it and touched the wood with her fingers. “I adore it,” she said.

“I managed to find a Governor Winthrop roll-top desk for my office,” he said, looking pleased. “I’ve tried to keep the furniture in the same period as the house itself.”

“And you’ve done it well,” she said. She felt this, though she was just a trifle bothered by a certain somber air about the place. She tried to dismiss the feeling of melancholy which had taken hold of her and give an animated attention to the furnishings as they moved from room to room.

On the second floor he took her to a large bedroom with twin four-poster beds. It had been decided between them earlier that they should sleep in twin beds so she wouldn’t be roused when he received a call at night. These emergencies did come, and he wanted to be able to leave the room and dress without bothering her. She entered the room and saw that it also was true to the period, from its heavy dresser to the large circular hooked rug on the floor.

As she stood there in the middle of the room taking it all in, she suddenly realized that it must have been at a window of this bedroom that she’d seen the face of the pretty silver-haired girl. But she did not want to upset Fred by mentioning this again now, so instead she went over to the dresser and gazed into its huge oval mirror.
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