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There are some places

That no living person 

Should ever live

Places that are known

To have a bad vibe

There are areas where

The fields between 

The living and the dead

Is thinner than normal

There is a danger to those 

Who are sensitive 

Should be wary 

Danger exist to those 

Who live on these sites.

Without the proper seals

Death is the only guarentee
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The land was perfect. Water close by for irrigation. A well that would supply the house. Everything was perfect. The ground was great for growing cotton and tobacco. This would be the Livingston ancestral home here in the new world. They had gotten several acres of land and were going to have a new life. The land was less than they had expected but still wonderful.

A small homestead had been built for the family. Mr. Livingston liked working with his hands, so he had been one of the people that had worked on the small homestead as well as was helping on the main house. They had the household staff member named Cloe, and some servants working in the fields getting them ready for the planting. There were several people that were working on the main house at the same time.

Mr. Livingston had been working with the people on the manor house. He had hired the best people and wanted to make sure that the house had the best of everything. It was also going to have the latest things to make the house comfortable. With his love for working with his hands, it was well known that he would be at the main construction location. His wife never had to worry about him being unfaithful since they had known each other for as long as they could remember. Their parents had been friends for ages.

The main floor had the library, living room, men’s study, children’s library, children’s playroom, dining hall, kitchen and access to the sheltered laundry room with clothes lines close by. The second floor would have six large bedroom suites. Each of the suites had its own changing area, bathing area and a fireplace to keep the rooms warm in the winter. There would be special storage bins for the firewood in each room. They were to be rod iron to fit with the style of the rooms.

There was to be a smaller set of houses for the servants to be housed in. They were also to have extra luxuries that most homes wouldn’t have. Mr. Livingston was known to be nicer than most people that lived in the area to those that worked for him. They had a loyalty to the house the family that was stronger than most. He thought of those that worked for him as servants not slaves. 

Late one day, one of the male servants came up to Mr. Livingston. “Sir, may I speak with you?” Mr. Livingston stood up and put the hammer down. “Sir, I know that you don’t believe in our old religions, but Miss Marie has some information for you that is vital for you to hear. I know that you are an honor driven man and that is why I am asking you to please hear her out. We wouldn’t be asking unless this was something of vital importance to the family. The love and honor that you have shown us is why we ask this.”

“All right Matthew, calm down. Let’s go talk to Marie. Do you know what is so important?” Mr. Livingston said calmly as they went to the servant quarters. He was a Christian through and through but at the same time believed that there is more to the world than he knew, and the old religions often had some truth to them. Mr. Livingston didn’t think of the people that worked for him as slaves but more as servants. When they got to the servant’s quarters they knocked and went in. He tried to show them as much respect as he wanted to get in return.

Marie sat on the floor, gently rocking. She was chanting to herself. Before either man could speak, she did. “Mr. Livingston, thank you for coming. What I am about to say I say with love and concern. My love and concern are for you and your family. The land is charged with an energy, this is not a peaceful energy ... it is a dangerous one. There is an ancient evil here, one that is older than time. There is much to worry about. The evil wants to run loose. To steal a life. To corrupt a life. One that wants to be free. Free to hurt, free to destroy. There are ways to contain and control this in a couple of different ways. I can show you how and where to put the protection, it is your choice to do so.” Marie was in a trance state, rocking gently back and forth.

“Are you talking about a demon, Marie? An ancient spirit of the land?” He had felt several strange things on the land and seen stuff that he hadn’t mentioned to anyone. He wasn’t sure why he hadn’t mention it to anyone. Maybe it was because he didn’t want to be looked at strangely. He knew that his family had seen and felt it too. They had mentioned it to him. There was something strange about the land. 

“Yes, sir that would be one way to describe it. The air and space that divides the worlds is thin here. If you choose to stay here, we must use all the precautions that we know. We must use caution here. I know a way to protect the house, but I would have to put the protections in the house.” Marie said softly. This was the dangerous part. If Mr. Livingston didn’t let her do it then the entire family would be danger. “We would need to use the ancient ways as well as the new to make sure all the protections are strong. There are symbols that we can add to the design of the house to work as protection of the people.”

“I understand. The symbols, Mathew help draw them out. You are well known for your engravings and stone carvings. I want to make sure you get the job. We need to let Mrs. Livingston know of your fear and how you want to help, Marie. I know you and know that you wouldn’t say something to just try to spook me. Matthew, write down for Marie what she is trying to explain. I will get my wife.” Mr. Livingston said and went out of the servant’s quarters. His wife was very religious, and this would be a challenge to explain. But at the same time, she had the same sort of feelings and beliefs that he did. 

A scream came from the homestead! Mr. Livingston ran to the homestead. “Sonya, what is it? Calm down and tell me what scared you.”

“There was a face in the fire. It wasn’t ...”

“What did it look like? Can you tell me?”

“There was a hooded face with white eyes looking at me from the fire. It seemed to come from the fire itself.” She went to get her tea when Mr. Livingston noticed something was floating in it.

“I am going to make you a fresh cup of tea. Who made this cup?” Mr. Livingston asked.

“Cloe made it for me. She said that she was going to put a bit of mint in it to help me relax. I have been worked up all night. There is something wrong in the land. I can feel it. I know that sounds strange, but I can feel it.”

Mr. Livingston made some fresh tea with some peppermint to calm Sonya down. “I have felt it too. I am going to talk with Marie and see what her religions say of this. Drink this. Cloe! Come here!”

Cloe came out of the children’s room. “Yes sir.”

“What did you put in Mrs. Livingston’s tea? You said it would calm her down.”

“A tiny amount of chamomile flower, like before. It’s the same tea that I make her every night.” Cloe said. 

“Stay with her, she is very shaken. Make sure she stays calm.”

“Yes sir.”
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