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The Haunted Victorian Manor
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Beneath The Manor

As the chilling wind seeps through the old windows of the manor, I sit and enjoy my tea near the warm fire. The soft sizzle sound of the wood as it burns is the only company I have. I have acquired the manor from a distant Aunt some time ago. The silence is deafening at times as I try to entertain myself to pass the time.

Some evenings as the clock chimes 12:00 pm, a slight murmur ed sound emanates from the cellar, I dare not venture down the steep stairs to investigate. As long as whatever is making the sound beneath me stays at a distance, I will not acknowledge it. On the evening of October 12th 1912, the murmur was louder than usual and seemed to ascend to the top of the staircase as I clutched my tea cup. Staring at the old door between what had ascended the stairs and me sitting at the fireplace, time seemed to stand still as my eyes permanently affixed to the door, my body shacking with chills of the unknown.

Long ago, my Aunt passed in this very manner, her body was never found. I wonder at times if the sounds emanating from the cellar could be her sprit trying to communicate to me. I recall being very close to her, as I would come to the manor rather frequently to spend time with her. Walking the grounds with her to the garden to tend to her beloved roses. Many years have passed since her passing, I still walk the grounds of the manor in her remembrance as I tend the beautiful rose garden.

One early June morning, as I walked in the direction of the rose garden, I saw the image of my Aunt Clara. I yelled out Aunt Clara it is I William. As I ran closer to the figure, it disappeared into a slight mist. I stood in the spot where the figure stood for a few moments, as I felt an incredible calm wash over me as I stood. As I looked down, a single rose lay at my feet. I know it was Aunt Clara, I now have no doubt.

I walked the path back to the manor with a strange feeling I have never felt before. If this is the only comfort I will receive, I am more than grateful. I feel less alone now in the manor, As I believe my Aunt is forever watching over me. I feel she is more than content with my upkeep of the manor. As daylight slowly turned into night, the manor began to become cold as I lit the fireplace. Walking back to the kitchen to make my cup of tea for the evening, as I passed the cellar door, it began to slowly open. I stood in shock as I watched the cellar door open slowly, I began to hear the slight murmurs come from beneath the manor, as I quickly walked to get a
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CAN SPIRITS COMMUNICATE





