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A Note to the Reader:
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If you want your typical Happily Ever After, then this is not for you.

Parts of this book may be confronting for you, so if easily triggered, then this is not for you.

If death, spirituality, or life after death make you uncomfortable, then this is not for you.

If, however, you believe that love can be eternal and that love transcends life, death and time, then this book, IS for you. . . . 
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Nicholas

August 1956

I was tired. So...damn...tired. The headlights of the oncoming cars seemed to blur into one constant white glare that blinded me. The glare forcing me to squint, and the squinting only reinforcing how goddam tired I was. 

The windscreen wipers kept up their steady rhythm as they swept back and forth. The ‘whump, whump’ sound they made in conflict with the mix of static and music that came through the car’s speaker from the radio. I wasn’t sure if it was the weather or our location that interfered with the signal. Probably a combination of both.  

Not that it really mattered much. I had the radio turned down so it wouldn’t disturb anyone. Ironic really because the wiper blades in their relentless efforts to keep the flood of water off the screen made far more noise than the radio. 

I yawned, desperate to get more oxygen to my brain. Anything really to ward off the bone crushing fatigue I felt right now. I should pull over. It was dangerous driving like this but if I just kept going, we’d be in Hobart in an hour. I could hold it together for one more damn hour. 

A soft moan drew my attention away from the partially flooded road to the beautiful woman sleeping in the passenger seat. My wife. My gorgeous wife. Every single time I looked at her, I still wondered how I’d gotten so lucky? Why she had said ‘yes’ to me.

I allowed myself a couple of seconds to take in her beauty, from her shoulder length honey blonde hair and those full lips, parted slightly as she slept. I knew she had the brightest green eyes, that always softened when they landed on me, making me feel ten feet tall, every single time. 

Reaching across the bench seat between us, I trailed my fingertips down one satiny smooth cheek, being careful not to wake her, and smiled when she gave the softest little sigh. 

Reluctantly, but certainly a necessity, my eyes focused back on the road, just as the rain seemed to come down harder, making visibility even more of a challenge. 

It was accompanied by stronger winds, that slammed into our brand new 1956 FE Holden, forcing me to tighten my grip on the steering wheel as we made our way along the winding coastal road. 

The car was black. I’d chosen the midnight black one with the red vinyl interior. It had seemed like a good idea at the time, but now, alone on this dark road in such wild weather, I was questioning my choice. 

We hadn’t passed any other cars in quite a long time now, but I knew we’d be hard to see in this weather. I really should stop. It was dangerous driving in such violent weather. Especially on a narrow, winding coastal road. The problem of course was, there were really no decent places to pull over. One side fell away to beach or rocks and the water, and the other side varied from sections of rock, paddocks, or thick scrub. 

“Daddy.” The sleepy voice of our 5-year-old daughter drew my eyes to hers in the rear-view mirror. Her tiny fist rubbing at them. Eyes so much like those of her mother’s. Green. An emerald green. Just like the emerald in Sylvia’s engagement ring that I’d slipped on her finger nearly seven years ago. 

“What’s wrong cupcake?” I asked as softly as I could in an effort not to wake my wife, or our 3 year old son Benjamin, who was sprawled out on the back seat soundly sleeping, despite the weather and the constant movements of the car. 

“I’m hungry.” She whimpered and I frowned. Her eyes meeting mine again in the mirror and I felt like my heart was being squeezed by an invisible fist when I saw her expression. 

Oh, my sweet baby girl. I was like putty in her tiny hands, and I suspected she knew it. I could rarely say no to her but right now, I wasn’t sure I could help her. The last of the food we had in the car was on the floor by Sylvia’s feet. It would be little more than a dried-out devon sandwich I imagined. 

“Rosie baby, I think there’s only a devon sandwich or two left and it’s probably a bit dry by now.” I hoped my words might put her off and she’d wait until we reached Hobart and what would be our new home. 

“I’m hungry now daddy.” Rosemary’s voice rose an octave and my head shot from side to side checking to see if she was disturbing my wife or our son. 

“We’ll be home soon.” I tried again but our daughter’s snappy response left me in no doubt that she wasn’t happy with my attempts to put her off. 

I might have insisted she wait if I hadn’t looked in the mirror again and seen the tears pooling in her eyes, just as the headlights from the first car to pass us in ages, shone briefly into the cabin and I saw her face.

I could put up with a lot of things from her. The tantrums. The foot stamping. Even a raised, cranky voice, but I was a sucker for her tears. I couldn’t deny her anything when those eyes so much like Sylvia’s were awash with tears. 

“Fine. Just wait a minute sweetie. Daddy’s driving you know.” I took one hand off the steering wheel and reached down for the bag that Sylvia had packed some food and drinks in for us, before we’d started on our journey. 

With my eyes still on the road, I groped around in the bag until I found the leftover sandwiches wrapped in a sheet of brown paper. 

Under the headlights of our FJ which provided a pitiful light in the torrential rain, I saw we were approaching a sharp corner and dropped the wrapped sandwiches back in the bag so I could use both hands on the wheel to steer the car. 

As we rounded it, Rosemary screamed my name. Her piercingly loud shrieks waking Sylvia and causing Benjamin to start crying. Distracted by the sudden burst of noise and chaos in the confines of the car’s cabin, I took my eyes from the road to scan worriedly over my family. 

The brilliant flash of headlights illuminating the car’s interior distracted me again and I swung my head to see why the lights were so bright on us. The other vehicle was on our side of the narrow road. 

As my foot hit the brake pedal, I heard the other car’s horn blast loudly. I fixed my gaze on it, squinting against the blinding glare of headlights that were suddenly, alarmingly close to us. 

Vaguely I heard Sylvia’s gasp. Benjamin’s cries increased in volume and Rosemary screamed. A scream that seemed louder than anything she’d come up with before. A scream that felt like it pierced my eardrums, and made me want to press my palms to either side of my head in an attempt to get some small relief, but I couldn’t while wrestling with the car. 

Everything seemed to happen at once. I felt overwhelmed by the noise, my family’s distress, and that horn. The driver obviously leaning on it, like somehow, we were in the wrong. 

With the windscreen wipers rapidly sweeping back and forth, only just winning the battle against the heavy rain, the glare of the headlights from the oncoming car lit up the FJ’s windscreen, and for a moment, it turned white.  

My hand came up to shield my eyes. Why the hell were those oncoming lights so bright? They lit up the cabin of our car, and when I dared to risk a quick glance at my wife’s face, I could see the terror in her eyes. A split second before she turned to me, and I felt like for a moment, time froze. 

“Nicholas.” She screamed my name, and I could hear the fear in her voice. 

The other vehicle which I could just make out now, was a small Ford truck, was on our side of the road. The driver hitting their horn over and over until it blended into a nearly continuous blast of sound. Again, I heard Sylvia call out, but I didn’t have time to look her way. Instead, I twisted the steering wheel hard again. 

Time seemed to slow down. It had to have slowed, because I had time to realise the other vehicle was too wide for this narrow road. The driver didn’t seem to be making any effort to get onto his side either, and when I finally, yanked the wheel harder, to get the FJ onto what was now the wrong side of the road, it struggled for traction in the wet weather.

We hit. Not a head on collision. More a grazing of metal on metal. The brutal screeching sound, piercingly loud in our car. The sounds of it accompanied by the hysterical screams of my family. 

The FJ lurched, and I fought with it, spinning the wheel again in a desperate effort to correct it. I pushed it too hard and suddenly we were careening across the narrow road, the tyres skating over the water that covered the tarred surface. And as I fought to get it back under control, I heard Sylvia’s blood curdling scream again.  

I made one final futile effort to correct the path our fractured car was on and for a moment I thought I had it. Until the passenger side listed, and I felt the grinding of the underside scraping over gravel and realised as the headlights flashed across a few rocks before us, that we were off the road and balancing precariously on the edge of the sheer drop to the turbulent waters below.

Again, I jerked the wheel, my heels biting into the rubber floor mat and the ball of my right foot jamming the brake pedal down so hard I was surprised I didn’t push it right through the floor. 

The back of the car slid out, while the nose dipped, and we lost that fragile hold we still had with solid ground. The grinding sound of metal on rock filled the cabin again just before the FJ tipped at an alarming angle. Both my hands and Sylvia’s hitting the windscreen as if somehow we could prevent what was about to happen. 

As the car plummeted off the edge, bumping and bouncing off the rock face on the way down, the headlights lit our path. It was eerie to see as the ground rushed up. Their yellowish glow, lighting up the whitewash of the turbulent ocean.

Those seconds before we hit, felt like a lifetime. Time for me to hear my daughter’s terrified cry. To hear my son, react too, and give a distressed shout, making me realise he was probably too young to understand the gravity of our situation. 

Fingers reached out to me, like claws as my wife grabbed my hand, and I curled mine around it. Hanging on tightly as our eyes met and held. My beautiful wife, who had trusted me to get her and our children safely to Hobart. I had failed her. I had failed them.

She whispered my name. I turned anguished eyes around the car’s cabin and two words escaped my lips. “I’m sorry.” Sorry, that I couldn’t protect them. 

I just had time for my eyes to return to the front of the car before we hit. Careening into the rocks and water with an explosion of crumpling metal, screams and blinding, blistering, all consuming, agonising: pain. 

Through the searing agony that gripped my body, I heard the screaming of my family stop abruptly. Choking them off before they could finish voicing their terror and pain. 

Water began to flood the car and it went into a kind of drunken roll. More and more water flowing into the cabin. Cold, frigid, unwelcome. I sucked in air, wincing when pain sliced into my abdomen. It speared out through my body and my vision clouded. I tried frantically to draw in more oxygen to my starving lungs but the pain was excruciating, and with a final, wheezing gasp, I whispered my wife’s name. As the last sound died on my lips, the blackness rushed in and consumed me. I gave into it, feeling it pull me down and as I surrendered to it, I felt the cold salt water flood my nostrils and enter my lungs, before everything was gone and there was simply: no more. 
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Back Then
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Nicholas

The noise was deafening. Unfamiliar. Relentless. It was shrill, harsh. It hurt my ears. What was it? Why did it seem so loud? Why did it seem so near? Why did everything hurt so much? 

Where was Sylvia? Where were Rosemary and Benjamin? Something had happened. I vaguely remembered that. Lights. Blinding lights. My daughter’s voice, asking me for something. What was it again? Food? She’d been hungry. Did I get her something? I couldn’t have my little girl going hungry. 

Not long now. Not long and we would be in our new home. We were so excited to be moving. Our own little slice of heaven. It was going to be our dream to live. 

Where were they? My family? Where were they hiding? Was this hide and seek? Was I supposed to go and try and find them? Rosemary loved hide and seek. She nearly always hid in the same spot behind the sitting room curtains, but I would pretend I didn’t know she was there and make her think I genuinely couldn’t find her. 

I felt a brief flash of pain in my stomach, and I pressed a palm to it, feeling wetness. I frowned. Why was I wet? I raised a hand and stared at it. My skin was pale. Much paler than I remembered it. I tanned easily. Working as a builder meant I spent hours in the sun. It was hot work. Hard work, but I enjoyed the creativity of it all. The satisfaction of producing a beautiful building at the end of it. 

So, it made no sense that I was so pale, and my palm was streaked with splashes of red, which faded to pink. I turned it over so I could study my skin. The red contrasted vividly against my pale, almost grey flesh. 

I wrenched my eyes away from my hand, raising my head to look around me, alarmed suddenly by a growing sense of unease and uncertainty over the eerie silence that had fallen around me. 

Everything was muted, dull, lacking clarity and making it impossible for me to work out where the hell I was. It was like being trapped in a room filled with grey mist. It was devoid of everything. Life, sound, emotion. 

I shivered and pain lanced through me again. God, why did I hurt so much? Where was everyone? My family had to be here somewhere surely?

Sounds, muted at first, began to filter their way in. Grinding, screeching. The horrific noise of metal scraping on metal. Followed by glass cracking, glass shattering amid the screams that echoed inside my head. Screams I knew. Where were they? Why did they sound like they were inside me?

It was my family. Sylvia, Rosemary and Benjamin. They were frightened, and in pain. I needed to help them. Why couldn’t I move? Why didn’t I respond? Where the hell were they? 

Blinding light shone in my eyes and I squinted against its invasion. A sound, faint at first started up and I could have sworn I heard muted voices. 

Straining to listen harder, I struggled to hear anything over a beeping sound. It’s staccato beat choppy. Annoying. Enough that I opened my mouth to voice my disapproval, but no sound would come out. 

Before I could find out where the noise was coming from, it began to falter, and finally stopped, becoming an even more annoying steady, high pitched squeal. 

People seemed to appear from nowhere, surrounding me with their arms outstretched. I looked up, staring at a hazy, white surface which rushed towards me at an alarming speed. 

I screamed, but no sound came out. My hands shot up, shielding my face against the white thing. Hands that weren’t mine, clutched at me, trying to pull me towards them and I panicked, thrashing wildly. 

With another blinding flash, the light disappeared, and darkness closed in around me rapidly. I felt cold. Icy cold. The kind of bone chilling cold that seeps in and makes it impossible to warm up. I was trapped there. In a place of nothing. With no light. No sound. No warmth. 

I don’t know how long I was in that dark, cold place for. Time seemed to have no meaning. It might have been five minutes or five days. I had no idea what was going on. I didn’t care either. I just wanted to see my family. To get back to them. 

Suddenly I saw a light. Small at first. Growing in size as if a spotlight, or single headlight was coming towards me. And a picture began to unfold. It was like I was staring at something that was all blurry, or maybe it was my eyes. I couldn’t be sure. I blinked rapidly, desperate for clarity, until finally it came into focus, and I could see. 

It was a room. A clinical looking room. I could see small, metal benches. Like those found in hospitals but these were not hospital beds. I leaned in closer to see and noticed that four of the tables had white sheets covering them.  

As I stared at them, nausea began to swirl like the beginnings of a mini tornado within my stomach. It was rapidly overcome by feelings of dread. Something was wrong. Something was very wrong with this picture. 

I needed to know what lay beneath those sheets. I think a part of me already knew. Another part of me didn’t want to know, but ultimately I knew, I had to find out. 

I felt myself being propelled forward. It was as if someone or something was pushing me, so I had no choice. I reached out, my fingertips grazing the corner of one pristine crisp cotton sheet. 

It felt odd. Not so much that the sheet felt odd, but I had no real control over my fingers, so it was impossible for me to grasp the starched fabric. I closed them over one corner of the sheet, tugging on it, but all I could manage was to make the material flutter briefly. 

Again, I tried, pinching my thumb and forefinger hard together around the white linen, convinced I had it now, but before I could do anything, I heard voices approaching and I panicked, as they grew louder. 

As the large double doors to the room I was in, began to swing open, I darted across the floor and hid behind a row of small cabinets. The last thing I wanted was to be caught and have to explain why I was here. 

Peeking around one cabinet, I saw three men dressed in trousers and wearing white coats, enter the room, followed by two more in suits and carrying notepads in their hands. When they didn’t look in my direction, I felt a moment’s relief that they obviously hadn’t seen me. Instead, they were more interested in those white sheets, one of the men folding each one back, before returning to the others, where one of them began speaking.

“White Caucasian male and female. Two white Caucasian children.” I heard one voice spout the words in a clear, almost clinical sounding voice. 

“Tragic circumstances, really.” Another voice said

“The whole family taken out in one unfortunate accident.” I heard a heavy sigh. “The autopsies list cause of death as severe interna trauma, combined with multiple fractures. Ultimately, the main cause of death for three of them, was drowning. Sadly, the female was in the early stages of pregnancy, so another loss.” Again, another heartfelt sigh, filled the room. “The male made it to hospital but died within an hour of being admitted, due to the gravity of his injuries.”

“It’s believed that the driver of the truck that crossed into their lane had taken his eyes off the road due to dropping a cigarette, or so we heard.” One of the suited men said. “They’re questioning him back at the police station. He’s pretty shaken up though, so they’re not getting much out of him right now.”

Another one of the men in the white coats spoke up. “The coroner has released the bodies and the remaining family has arranged for the funeral home to come and collect them. The parents of these two are understandably extremely distraught.”

After a few more words to one another, I watched as they filed out of the room, and I was alone again. I waited a couple of minutes to be sure they weren’t returning, before finally straightening and walking slowly across the room to the row of metal tables. 

It felt like I was walking forever. Each step heavy. As if I wore lead boots, making it hard to move at all, until finally I reached the stainless steel benches again, and I got to see what had been under those white sheets. 

I think inside I’d known what I would see. I’d heard the men talking and I’d have to be a fool to not realise they’d been talking about my family and myself, but I still felt disconnected from reality, as I tried to deny what my eyes were seeing. 

They looked so cold. So pale. Their lips tinged with blue. Their features wax like in appearance. I moved along the line. From my son to my daughter and my wife. My beautiful wife. Even in death she was stunning. Even through the blood that stained her hair, the roughly stitched scar and the bruising that shadowed her forehead and cheekbone, she was the most beautiful thing I’d ever seen. 

My eyes drifted to her stomach, and I flinched at the brutal ‘Y’ shaped scar that ran up the centre of her body, before it branched out for the tops of the ‘Y,’ running right up to her shoulders. An ugly scar that had been roughly sewn back together.

As my gaze moved from my wife to my sweet children, I closed my eyes, tears squeezing past them. I couldn’t look at them. Their tiny bodies brutally cut the way they were. It wasn’t right. It shouldn’t have happened. They were babies still. 

Baby. Pregnant. That one word slammed into me, and I staggered, my eyes flying open, before landing back on my wife. One of those men had mentioned that she had been pregnant. 

Sylvia had been in the family way again. Our unborn child, who never even got a chance at life, no doubt ripped from her when they carved her up the way they had. Had she known? Had her body told her that she was expecting, or had it been too early for her to know? 

My head fell forward. My eyes closing. Pain seeping into me until I thought I might go mad from the agony of it. My mouth opening as I tried to scream out my frustrations and pain. My anger and heartache, but frustratingly, no sound passed my lips. I couldn’t even have that tiny moment. A moment to unleash the tsunami of emotions that weighted me down right now. 

Everything I held dear to me was gone. Everything I loved more than life itself was gone. My future: gone. Our new life: gone. It was all: gone. My family was dead because of me. I had failed the people I’d loved more than anything in this world. 

I felt more tears forming. The burning in my eyes signalling they were close to falling if I allowed them. I would let them. Just not now. For now, I needed to stay strong until I was free from this cold, clinical place. 

Turning my head, I let my eyes fall on that last table. A loud noise started up. Something that sounded much like the waves do when they hit the shoreline, except this sound was more uniformed. Steady and not undulating in pitch like the waves are. 

I could hear screaming. At least I think it was screaming, or maybe it was shouting? I don’t know. All I know, is I felt physically ill, which was enough to drag a ragged, snorting kind of silent laugh from me. Dammit. I couldn’t even laugh with sound. I went through the motions of it but nothing would come out. 

Slowly, on legs I couldn’t even feel any more, I moved to that final table and stared down at the man with the blood-soaked hair. He too bore the same ugly scar across his chest and down his stomach, before disappearing beneath the sheet. I stared at the scar with an almost sick fascination. It sliced through the narrow strip of hair that ran from below his chest to his navel and beyond. The stitching had pulled and distorted it so it didn’t quite line up properly anymore. It was like a poorly stitched pair of pants where the thread is too tight and puckers, and pulls at the fabric. 

I raised my eyes to his face again. Staring at him. Staring down at the features of the man who in one horrific mistake had lost not only his family, but had all his hopes and dreams plucked from him. Of course, the man lying on that table was me. 

As that started to sink in, a glow in the corner of the room drew my eye. Lifting my head from the sight of my own body, I saw my beautiful wife, daughter, and son, all standing under the warm light as if it was a spotlight trained on them. 

I took a step towards them, eager to join them in that welcoming warm light, but it felt like invisible arms were restricting me, and I couldn’t move. 

“Darling.” Sylvia’s voice came to me like a whisper in the wind, followed by Rosemary calling ‘daddy’ and Benjamin holding a hand out to me. 

I opened my mouth to call to them, but they were shimmering and flickering, like a light bulb about to fail, and the image of them lying so cold and pale on the metal tables drew my eyes off them for a moment. 

As soon as my eyes landed back on my body, I felt a pain so agonising it were as if I was being torn in two, accompanied by total all-encompassing despair.  

Pinpricks of grey and black dots began appearing before me, and scared of what they meant, I turned my head to see my family again. My wife reached out a hand, and I saw her lips form the words, “I love you,” before she faded away, taking my children with her. Leaving me all alone, in this cold, dark, place of pain and despair. 

As soon as they were gone, the room began to spin, and I felt a tugging sensation in my stomach. It pulled at me, like invisible forces dragging me into a kind of whirlwind, a mini tornado that I couldn’t escape.  

Frantically, with fear clawing at my throat, I looked over to where my family had been standing, but they were gone. All that were left were their bodies, laid out on the slabs in this strange room. 

I tried to focus on them, but those invisible forces were pulling me. The room gradually growing smaller, as if I was being yanked backwards rapidly. The bodies of my family and me, also getting smaller, until I felt like I was viewing everything through a narrow tunnel.  

I tried to call out. To scream for help, but no sound would pass my lips. No one would be able to hear me anyway, over the loud whooshing noise that began to roar through my head. The noise like the static on a television once the programs had finished for the night. 

I paddled my arms frantically, as if I were swimming. Trying desperately to close the enormous distance that had opened between my family’s bodies and me. I had to stay with them. I couldn’t save myself, but I could protect them, so no one did anything more to them.  

The problem was that sound kept getting louder in my head. Accompanied by intermittent flashes of white light, near blinding me. Like a flash bulb on a camera. 

With another blinding flash of light that caused me to slam my eyes shut tightly, I felt the tugging sensation again, and when I dared to take a quick peek, all I saw was inky darkness. There was no sound. Nothing. Everything was gone. Wherever I was now, it was a cold, dark place, where all I felt was an overwhelming sense of loneliness and despair.  
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August, Present Day

Shiloh

“Holy shit Shi, this is something else girl.” My best friend Kendall shouted loudly, and when my head turned to her, she was hanging out the window of my little Mazda, doing a fine impersonation of a dog, but without her tongue hanging out, fortunately. 

I could see the excitement on her face as her head swung around in all directions, trying to take in everything at once,  while I navigated the car along the tree lined, gravel driveway that led to my new home. 

Stunning Jacaranda trees flanked it. They weren’t common in Tasmania, so someone had clearly brought them down from the mainland to plant here. Obviously years ago, going by the size of them.

It would have been nice to be able to show this place to mum. She had been the one with the green thumb. I was more the kiss of death for plants. I couldn’t ask her about the gardens and suitable plants. I couldn’t speak to either of my parents, for that matter. 

My father had been killed in a mining accident when I was a year old, and mum had died five years ago from pancreatic cancer. She’d ignored her symptoms until she couldn’t, and by the time she’d been diagnosed, it was too late. 

Pancreatic cancer was one of the last to be detected and one of the hardest to treat. She’d battled hard considering, but in just one short year, it claimed her, and she was gone. 

“Wow, I feel like we’re entering the secret garden.” Kendell’s voice snapped me out of thoughts of my mother before the sadness could descend. 

“I know.” I smiled at her. 

She wasn’t wrong in her description. The Jacarandas had been allowed to grow wild and had formed a canopy over the driveway. Someone had obviously trimmed them enough to keep them from being a hazard to vehicles, but I still felt like I was driving along a leafy tunnel. 

That was, until we rounded a corner and the trees abruptly ended as the driveway divided into two. Both branches sweeping around in semi circles where they met up at the front of the house, forming a circular driveway. 

After a brief hesitation, I turned left and slowly followed the gravel drive around and pulled up at the front of the house. Before I could even unbuckle my seatbelt, Kendall’s door flew open, and she leapt out. A wide smile lit up her face and I swear, she didn’t look at all like someone who had been cramped up in my little Mazda 2 for the last few hours.  

“Look at it.” Her excited face turned to me as she swept her arms in a wide arc as if for some reason I was incapable of seeing exactly the same thing as she was seeing. 

“I know.” I grinned, my eyes darting from side to side and all around, trying to take in everything at once. 

Kendall stuck out her bottom lip in an exaggerated pout. “It’s so unfair. I’m stuck in my one room apartment, and you get money left to you from a relative you don’t even know.” Her eyes flicked to me, before they were back to taking in the view.  “And you get to buy all this.” She pivoted, arms wide, and I laughed. 

“You make it seem like I own everything as far as the eye can see.”

“Anything that is bigger than my apartment is huge.” She narrowed her eyes on me. “Show some appreciation for the good fortune that’s come your way. This is like something out of a fairy tale. Just look at it.” Again, her arms swept around, drawing my focus to the yard and beyond the house. 

“I know.” I repeated, my eyes shifting from her to take in the little piece of paradise that was all mine. 

Four wooden stairs rose before me, leading to the wide verandah that ran along the front of the house. Either side of them were garden beds, filled with lavender covered in their classically beautiful lilac flowers. 

The house itself wasn’t large. It was made from sandstone bricks but the verandah, posts supporting the roof of it and handrails were all timber. Once upon a time they would have been beautiful. The woodwork ornate. Time had not been kind though. Years of neglect and weather had taken their toll on the wood. 

I didn’t care though. I knew this place was going to need some TLC but that was part of the charm. That and my chance to have a little piece of history. The house was over 60 years old, so it had to have some sort of history and I intended doing some research to learn more about the place.

“So, are we going to just stand here and stare at it or are you going to take me inside and show me around?” Kendall’s impatient tone drew my attention back to her. 

I laughed. “I swear you’re like a kid at the candy bar. You do realise the house needs work?” I used my fingers to emphasise that to her. “From what the real estate agent said, this place has been standing empty for about 40 years or so. All I know is some old family member was checking up on the place for years but when he got too old and then died about 5 years ago, this place was just left to slowly rot away.” I pulled the old fashioned, ornate keys from my pocket. “It’s not pretty inside Kendall. The agents got some handyman out to clean the place up a bit and check the wiring. Amazingly stuff still works.” I looked up at the crumbling façade of the house. “How long for, I don’t know.”

“Well, aren’t you lucky your distant relative left you a nice sum of money to not only buy this place but fix it up?” She threw her hands out wide, face turned up to the cloudless sky and eyes closed. “Oh, if we could all  be so lucky.”

I smacked her shoulder making her yelp and drop her dramatic pose. “Shut up woman. You would hate it here if you lived alone. You’re a people person. I don’t mind the prospect of the isolation. Although I’m not exactly out in the middle of nowhere, all the same.” I frowned. “I still don’t know why I was left all that money anyway. I hardly know any of my relatives. Most of them lived on the mainland. Dad died when I was so young, I don’t really know many on his side. 

I’ve heard the story of some feud that happened years before I was born, and certain family members apparently had nothing to do with each other beyond that moment. I’ve never been told what it was all about though. Now with everyone either gone or too distant for me to know them, I guess I’ll never find out what the feud was over.”

Kendall’s chocolate brown eyes studied me for a moment. “One of those great mysteries of life I guess. Yeah, you’re right about me living here. Too isolated for me. Alright then. Show me this hovel you’ve bought for yourself. Let me see how the peasants live.”

Laughing
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