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THE HAUNTING OF HAWK’S Ridge Hall/Maighread MacKay.—1st ed.

ISBN 978-0-9739792-8-2

Dear Readers:

Prohibition (1920 -1933) laws were harsh in the United States when compared to Canada. In Canada, it was legal to produce and export spirits but not to drink them. In the U.S., liquor was not allowed to be produced let alone sold, laying the groundwork for the smuggling or “rum-running” of booze. After the WWI, there was a dramatic increase in illegal drinking establishments known as “speakeasies” or “blind pigs” which were often found in hidden sections of legitimate businesses such as the local barbershop. The Ontario Temperance Act was passed in 1916 making the whole province dry. Ontario legalized liquor in 1928, but counties were able to vote to stay “dry” in municipal voting. The town of Uxbridge was dry until 1974. Newmarket and Aurora voted to go dry on January 3rd, 1910, due to the efforts of the local WCTU. It wasn’t until the 1950’s the Temperance League’s influence began to wane, and Newmarket voted to go “wet” in 1957.

Many thanks for the help I received from:

The Scugog Island Museum

The Uxbridge Museum

Richard McLeod, The History Hound

DC Curtiss Williamson, Anna Post, Paramedic, Rob White, Firefighter and Luke Zebrac, Police Officer, all from Durham Region 

Any errors in procedure are mine and not those of my experts.

Yours ‘til next time,

Maighread
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Dedication
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To my brother, William James MacKay (Bill) (September 25, 1932 – August 1, 2017). He loved words, especially puns. We spent many a visit laughing over word plays and quoting silly stories and poems. “The time has come the Walrus said to talk of many things”. So glad you were my brother. Miss you.
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Chapter One
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Hawk’s Ridge Hall had seen better days. In the Roaring ’20s the Grande Dame of Scugog Township was the place to be for opulent soirées and nefarious skullduggery. Alas, she now stood in genteel dishabille, abandoned in the pre-dawn mist of mid-September. 

Her magnificent wrought iron gate squealed like an out of tune violin as the wind played on its rusty hinges. A hawk, perched on one of her crumbling stone pillars, was focussed on a tiny field mouse scurrying across the unkempt lawn trying to reach the safety of the house. A blast of wind rustled dried leaves across the warped front porch swooshing through a broken casement window screeching like a Banshee. 

Inside the house, grimy water stains cascaded down the wall creating grotesque patterns on the faded but elegant wallpaper. Dust motes stirred by the air current floated up the rickety staircase leading to the second floor. In the master bedroom, twin orbs of light danced in a sunbeam peeking through the window as the sun rose. They elongated into the apparitions of two women in their early seventies. 

Gladys, tall and slender, was dressed in a flowing caftan of blue and turquoise. She looked around the room, hands on hips and asked, 

“Where the hell have you landed us now?”

“What?” said Martha, turning her head to look at the back side of her blue silk pantsuit. She looked up. “Oh. Well, not there, that’s for sure.” 

“What are you looking for?” asked Gladys noting her friend’s actions.

“Just checking to make sure I’m all in one piece. One time I materialized; my bottom half was backwards.” She shivered. “You have no idea how that made me feel.”

Satisfied everything was where it was supposed to be, she looked around the room, lines creasing her forehead. “Hmmm. This doesn’t seem right.”

“Ya think?”

“So, my GPS is a little off! Recalculating.”

“What are we doing here anyway? You never did tell me what’s going on.”

“I figured you wouldn’t come if I did.” Martha blew out a sigh. “Look, I come back every once in awhile just to check on things. I’ve been watching Cissy and Mac. They’ve grown apart. They belong together, like Bobby and me, so I’m here to nudge them along.”

“Cissy and Mac. I might have guessed,” sighed Gladys. “Well, it looks like we’re off to a great start.”

“I know. Can’t believe I miscalculated. I wonder why we landed here?”

The two ghosts strolled around the old bedroom.

“Doesn’t look like anyone’s been here in years,” said Gladys as she pointed to the windowsill. “Look at the dust... and are those mouse droppings?” She gave a shudder. “Disgusting.”

“You afraid there might be a ghost?” laughed Martha, wiggling her eyebrows. “C’mon, let’s explore downstairs”. With a flash she was gone. Gladys followed as they set about inspecting the first floor. “What a beautiful old place,” said Martha as she scanned the front living room. “Needs a little work but look at that crown molding. Wherever we are, this house must have been something in its heyday. If only walls could talk.”

“Maybe they’d have some idea why we’re here.” said Gladys with a smirk.

“Just ’cause I got a little off course; you don’t have to be snarky. Let’s go outside and see if we can figure out where we are.” Changing into orbs to blend with the rising sun, they landed in the front yard.

“Doesn’t look familiar to me. You?” asked Gladys.

“Nope.”

“Now what?”

“I say we hang around for awhile and see what’s going on. We must have landed here for a reason, but darned if I know what it is.”

“It’s not like I have anything else to do,” sniffed Gladys. “I could be visiting another planet, or discussing philosophy with our group, but no, I had to come with you.”

Martha groaned. “Oh, for... you give me a headache. Let’s settle in the bushes by the front gate. Something is going to happen. I can feel it in my bones.”

“What bones? You don’t have any.”

“Ha ha. Very funny. Just be on the lookout. This, whatever this is, may be more than I bargained for.”

“It always is,” sighed Gladys.​
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Chapter Two
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The woman stood on the sidewalk in front of the antique store, Treats and Treasures, holding a piece of purplish red glass up to the sun. She was tall and lithe, with her long red hair glistening in the sunlight as she moved. She pushed her glasses up onto the top of her head and squinted one eye. Tilting her head from side to side, she rotated the glass, studying the different effects produced by the sparkling light. After a moment, she put the fragment in her jacket pocket and pulled out another piece more orange toned than the first. Repeating the exercise, her lips curved into a smile. 

“Yes,” she shouted, pumping her fist into the air.

“Eve? Eve Hawk?” inquired a soft voice from behind her.

Eve jumped and turned, frowning as she did so. Her glasses slipped back onto her nose as her mind registered a petite blonde woman standing a few feet away. She broke into a broad grin. “Cissy Walsh,” she cried as her face lit up. She rushed with outstretched arms toward her. “What on earth are you doing here?”

The two old friends hugged and laughed.

“It’s been, what... ten years,” said Eve.

“At least. More like fifteen, but who’s counting,” said Cissy. “I Stopped in town to pick up a few things on my way home. What are you doing here?”

“Long story. Wanna grab a coffee?”

“I’d love to. Have a Cuppa’s a great little tea house just across the street.”

“Sounds good to me,” said Eve.

They linked arms and crossed the road to the cafe.

“Man, it’s good to see you again. Small world running into you like this.”

Cissy laughed as she opened the restaurant door, jingling the small bell overhead which announced their arrival. 

“No such thing as coincidences. Remember?” 

“Oh, yeah. Same old Cissy,” chuckled Eve. “Always into the woo-woo stuff. Haven’t changed I see.”

“Not a chance. Makes life more interesting.”

Stepping into the shop, the smell of fresh coffee and cinnamon tickled their noses.

“Mmmmm. Love this place already,” said Eve taking a deep breath.

“It’s one of my favourites. C’mon. I usually sit in the back,” replied Cissy weaving her way through the tables to her regular spot.

“Lay on, Macduff,” grinned Eve, gesturing ahead with her arm.

The companions placed their orders and settled in the booth, making small talk while they waited. Once the food arrived and they took that first sip of tea, they leaned back into the seats.

“Ahhhh. So good,” said Eve lowering her shoulders and letting her hands fall to her lap.

“Okay, girlfriend. Spill. What’s happening in your world?” asked Cissy.

“Where to start? Remember when we were at McGill, I was going to conquer the business world with my great acumen?”

“Yeah.”

“Well, change of plans. Kinda floundered after graduation. Couldn’t settle. Nothing seemed to click. Then I met this guy.”

“Uh-oh,” said Cissy rolling her eyes.

Eve looked at Cissy with a disgusted smirk on her face. “Bingo. Ran into him... literally. On my Harley. Making a right turn just as he stepped off the sidewalk. Didn’t see him ’til I’d sideswiped him with the bike. Sent him tumbling.”

“Eve!” exclaimed Cissy, her eyes laughing.

“Wasn’t hurt but I felt awful. Took him for lunch. Real charmer. We hooked up. Turned out he’s a carpenter. Has his own shop. Started to go into the shop every day. Found I loved the smell and the feel of the wood in my hands. Who knew? Went back to school and got my Master Carpenter’s designation. Never looked back.”

“And Prince Charming?” asked Cissy fluttering her eyelashes.

Eve laughed. “Ahh, well, seems he liked to have his hands on more than wood. Dumped him. Travelled around a bit learning more about the trade. Found my real passion is restoring old buildings. Bringing them back to the life and vitality they once had. Business degree came in handy, though. Started my own business a few years back... Hawk Restoration. Doing really well and here we are.”

“Wow. Fantastic. So, what brings you to my neck of the woods?” said Cissy, taking another sip of tea.

“Another ‘coincidence’. Don’t know my family history well as my dad and his folks were estranged for years. Grandparents moved to Florida in the ’90’s. Died last year, and the lawyers contacted my dad to settle the estate. The old folks owned a place near here. Belonged to my great grandfather. Been closed up for ages, but they held onto it. I thought they’d sold it when they moved. Guess they were hoping for a big Hawk reunion or something. Anyway, left it to my Dad. He doesn’t want it, so he gave it to me and Pam to restore before putting it on the market. Built mid 1800s. He thought we’d have fun with it. Found we actually love the old place and plan to keep it.”

“Pam... right. Your sister. I forgot about her. How is she?”

“Great. Went to the States to study interior design. Got married. Widowed after ten years. Came back sounding like a southern belle, but the charm certainly is not lost on her clients,” laughed Eve. “Wait’ll you hear her.  Owns her own company. Two of us are excited about fixing up the house. Hey, got the key from the realtor a few days ago and was about to head out there. Want to come check it out?”

“Oooo... yeah. Where are we going?”

“County Line 6. Big house on the ridge.”

“Hawk’s Ridge Hall? I know that place. Huh, I never connected it to your family. Small world, indeed. I’ve always wanted to see inside,” said Cissy clapping her hands.

“Always did love the mysteries. Wonder if it’ll have any ghosts for you,” said Eve smiling and wiggling her eyebrows.

“Pfft. Had my fill of those recently,” responded Cissy her lip curling.

“Do tell,” said Eve sitting back in the booth.

“I’ll fill you in later.”

The waitress came with their bill. Laughing, they picked up their purses, paid their tab and headed out into the street.
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Chapter Three

[image: ]


The mid-morning sun shone brightly, as the friends made their way to Hawk’s Ridge Hall. Gladys and Martha remained tucked in the hedge by the front gate. A large black motorcycle cruised down the street.

“Biker pulling up,” said Martha.

The two spectres watched as the Harley pulled in front of the wrought iron gate and parked. The rider lifted the helmet from her head and shook out a long braid. She dismounted, placed the helmet on the seat, leaned against the bike and waited. 

“Don’t recognize her,” said Martha.

“Me either,” concurred Gladys.
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IN A FEW MINUTES, A black pickup truck pulled up behind the bike and a petite blonde woman stepped out. She laughed as she made her way to the biker. “Wow, that thing really moves.”

“Only way to go,” said Eve as she pushed off the bike and walked to her friend. “Let’s leave the cars here. The drive’s pretty rough with some dandy potholes. Another thing on my to-do list,’ she sighed.

“No problem,” said Cissy as they walked to the gate.
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MARTHA WHISPERED, “IT’S Cissy. I knew we’re supposed to be here.”

“Sure, you did,” snorted Gladys.

“Oh, button it,” snarled Martha.
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THE GHOSTS WATCHED as the two friends pushed open the squeaky front gate. Eve scrunched her shoulders and clapped her hands over her ears, glaring at the offending barrier.

“First thing to be repaired,” she said. 

Cissy looked around at the overgrown garden, the sloping porch, the peeling paint, the stones that had fallen from the entrance pillars, and laughed.

“Ah, Eve... looks like you might have a few more things to fix than just the gate. Sure you want to tackle the job?”

Eve groaned. “Gonna be a corker, that’s for sure, but so worth it. A legacy for our family, and a good draw as a B&B. Haven’t had a time to check out the whole property, so I don’t know what we’ll find farther away from the house. That has to wait ’til we get the house and the nearby grounds cleaned up. Probably gonna keep us busy for years. Can’t wait to get started.”

“A B&B?”

“That’s the plan, along with a small museum to honour great-grandpa and a history of the area in the ’20s. Dad lived here as a boy, so hopefully he’ll have some memories of him. Pretty important guy around here back then.”

“You don’t say,” said Cissy smiling.

“Supposed to be a member of town council and a philanthropist in the area. Helped out a lot of people during the depression.”

As they passed the hedge, a slight chill descended Cissy’s spine. She glanced sideways and caught sight of the two small orbs tucked into the branches of the shrubbery. She jolted to a stop.

“Uh-oh,” she whispered to herself.

Eve stopped in mid-stride. Frowning, she turned and called, “Cissy? You coming?”

“Uh, sure,” replied Cissy rousing from her daze. She hurried to catch up with her friend. When she looked back at the hedge, the lights were gone.

“I’m losing it,” she muttered.

“You okay?” asked Eve.

“What? Ya, fine. Now let’s see the inside of this ol’ shack,” she said shaking her head to put the image firmly from her mind.
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“THAT WAS CLOSE,” MUTTERED Martha as she and Gladys materialized in the bedroom. “I don’t want her to know we’re here until we see what’s going on.”

“I hear ya,” replied Gladys positioning herself by the window. “They’re coming into the house. Let’s sneak downstairs and hide. I wanna find out how they know each other.”

“Let’s go,” said Martha disappearing and reappearing as an orb hidden in a sunbeam shining through the front room window. Gladys followed, and the two phantoms positioned themselves to take in every word of the chatter between the old friends.

[image: image]

“DON’T TRIP ON THE DUST motes, they’re big enough to be somebody’s long lost relative,” said Eve grimacing as she walked into the living room and looked around. “Place is a mess. No one’s lived here in years, except for the odd squatter... and other vermin. Found some garbage, scraps of food, utensils and an old sleeping bag in one of the bedrooms. House is empty, so nothing to steal. Pam wishes grandpa and grandma had left the Great’s furniture. Now she has to hunt all over antique markets to replace it.”

“With an interior design degree? Yeah, I’ll bet she just hates that,” laughed Cissy. She walked to the turret which jutted out from the left side of the chamber. Turning she scanned the area. “Doesn’t appear to be too much destruction.”

“Few cosmetic things. Some rooms have holes in their walls. Guess some of our squatters had a party,” said Eve pointing to the wall. 

“Wiring, furnace and roof have to be updated but she’s got good bones. First thing is to call the exterminator and get rid of the wildlife, then order a large bin to toss out all the garbage. That’ll give us a better picture of what we’re up against. C’mon over to the stairs,” she said pointing to the hallway. Stopping on the stairs and turning to face Cissy, she asked, “By the way, any ghosts yet?” 

“Don’t think so, but I let you know if I find one,” muttered Cissy scanning the area for glowing orbs.

“Be sure to do that. Can’t have a proper museum/B&B without a resident ghost,” Eve said laughing.

“Little do you know,” mumbled Cissy, placing her hand on the newel post, which promptly came off in her hand.

“Be careful,” said Eve reaching her hand toward Cissy.

Cissy looked at the knob and placed it back in place.

“I know. Another project,” she laughed.

Eve grimaced. “Never ending, I’m afraid.”
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THE GHOSTS WAITED UNTIL the friends left the room. 

“So, the redhead is Eve, and she owns this place,” said Martha. “And there’s someone else called Pam. Wonder how she fits in? A friend? Sister, maybe? How long have they known Cissy? This is getting curiouser and curiouser.” 

They trailed along in the friends’ wake.
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“MY FAVOURITE PART OF the house so far. Ta da!” Eve said flinging her arms out and pointing up the stairs. “The window!”

Above the second-floor landing, the wall held a large, circular window made of stained glass. 

“Some idiot threw a rock. Fortunately, they only smashed the left side, but still...”

Although there was a gaping hole, you could make out tongues of fire branching out from a central sun while geometric designs resembling Egyptian hieroglyphs found a place in each of the four quadrants. The late morning sun shone through the window, making a stunning display.

Cissy gasped “That is gorgeous, or at least what’s left of it.”

“Isn’t it? Figure it was put in sometime in the ’20’s after Carter found King Tut’s tomb. Egyptian things were all the rage then. Found the broken pieces on the landing along with the rock. Going to get it restored. Be the pièce de résistance of our remodel. It’s what I was doing when you found me this morning. Saw some old glass in the antique store when I was there last week, so I took a couple of pieces with me to see if it matched. Do you know of any good stained-glass artisans in the area?”

“There are a few. I’ll ask around and see who’s the best. I can’t wait to see it completed. It’ll be the talk of the town. How long do you think it will take you to finish the work?”

“Barring delays, we hope to open late spring, early summer next year. Having a press conference and be making an announcement in a couple of weeks, after we get the place cleaned up a bit. Want to get in a landscaping crew to see what we’ve got in way of a garden. Then we’ll bring in a cleaning squad to get rid of the dirt and junk. Already got the major design drawn. Just a matter of executing it.”

“Eve, this is so exciting,” said Cissy grabbing Eve’s hands and squeezing them. 

Eve blushed. “Yeah, well, some people think we’re nuts, but Pam and I love the idea. I can’t wait to see what we’ll uncover.”

“Old empty houses fascinate me with an air of mystery and intrigue. Who knows what you’ll find? Gives me goosebumps,” said Cissy, eyes sparkling as her face broke into a large grin. 

“I’d take you upstairs, but with this broken window and a couple of others, birds and who knows what else have taken up residence. It’s disgusting up there. Not sure how much poop we have to clean up. Wouldn’t want you to get sick or anything,” said Eve shrugging her shoulders.

Cissy glanced at her watch. “I’ve got to go anyway, but next time I come up, I’ll bring Becca and you can give us the grand tour. It’s going to be so much fun having you guys back again. It’ll be like old times... you, Pam, me and Becca.”

“Becca. She around here?” asked Eve, a puzzled look on her face.

“Yup and not far either. Wait’ll I tell her you’re back. See ya soon and email me the details about your press conference. I’ll try to make it.”

The friends walked to the front door. Cissy opened it and walked down the driveway to her truck. On her way past, she glanced at the hedge, but saw nothing.

“Imagination,” she snorted, relaxing her shoulders and shaking her head. “Getting spooked for no good reason.”

She turned and waved goodbye to Eve as she climbed up into the cab and drove down the street. Excited with finding her long lost friend, she hummed a tune under her breath.

“Hot damn!” she shouted slapping the steering wheel with her hands. “Can this day get any better?”​
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Chapter Four
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Night creatures slithered back into the overgrown garden of the hall as a hunched over dark figure approached the house. The silhouettes of two women could be seen moving around in the light shining from a first-floor room.

“Bitch. She and that sister of hers better not get in my way. They should’ve stayed where they were and left everything alone. It’ll be a snowy day in Hell before I let them or anyone else take what’s mine.”
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A COUPLE OF WEEKS AFTER Cissy and Eve reconnected, Detective Ian McKellar, head of Durham Region’s Homicide Department, sat, feet on his desk, looking through a file and whistling. The door opened and Joe Surrey, his partner, strode into the room. 

Mac plunked his feet down on the floor, dropped the file on his desk, stood and stretched. “Hey, buddy, what’s up?”

“Nuttin’,” he said plopping into his chair.

“Pretty quiet lately. Good, but boring.”

“One new thing. As I came in this morning, I passed the old Hawk’s Ridge place. Somethin’ goin’ on. Lots of trucks and construction workers hangin’ around. Some of the vans were from local TV and radio stations and they’re settin’ up a platform and mics on the front lawn. Looks like a press conference.”

“Yeah? Hmmm...” Mac thought for a few minutes, walked to the door and grabbed his coat. “Let’s take a ride.”

“Sure. Why not?” said Joe following suit.

“One advantage of being a cop. You can be nosy and put it down to ‘official business’.”

The two men laughed as they walked out of headquarters and climbed into their car.

The weather had turned cool for mid-October when the detectives parked in front of the sprawling mansion of the late Frank Hawk. They stepped out of the vehicle, turned up the collars of their coats and leaned back on the hood. 

“Wow,” said Joe. “Even busier than it was earlier.”

They scanned a scene of frenetic activity. Local TV and radio vans lined the street. A platform with mics was set up on the front lawn. No one noticed two lights in the sunshine by the fence. As the detectives watched, two women approached the dais. One, a statuesque woman with braided auburn hair cascading down her back stepped up to the mike. The other, equally tall but blonde, dressed as if she had just stepped down from the cover of Vogue, waited at her side.

“Whoa,” whispered Joe in Mac’s ear. “Look at the redhead.”

“Down boy,” laughed Mac as he blew a warm breath into his cupped hands. “Let’s hear what she has to say then go get some coffee. I’m freezing.”

“Ladies and gentlemen,” the redhead said. “My name is Evelyn Hawk, and this is my sister, Pamela Montgomery. We are the descendants of Franklin Hawk who was a philanthropist and civic leader in this area in the late 1920’s and early ’30’s. We called this press conference to announce that we will be restoring Hawk’s Ridge Hall to its former glory, to be opened as a museum and B&B in honour of his memory and to share the history of the township at that time.”

“That going to include his rum-running as well?” called a voice from the back.

Eve’s head jerked back as she gasped. “Wha... Excuse me, Mister...?”

A slender man in his late twenties stepped forward.

“Sam Roper, the Observer.”

Eve frowned at him.

“Mr. Roper, the museum will house memorabilia from the era, along with a history of how the town developed. It will include a small section about Prohibition and the possibility of the illegal movement of spirits, but there is so much more to our family history than that.”

“Some say ol’ Frank was a bootlegger along the likes of Harry Low and Blaise Diesbourg. This house was used to store the booze,” taunted Sam.

Pamela raised her hand over her heart. “Well, I never...”

Eve looked at her sister, then turned back to the reporter. “I don’t know where you got your information, but you’re mistaken. Franklin Hawk was in the import/export business and cared a great deal for the community, giving thousands of dollars to various worthwhile projects. This house was never used to store illegal liquor. You’ll have to come and visit us when we’ve completed the project.”

“Import/export for sure,” laughed Sam. “Whiskey being the main product. I’ll be here for the grand opening. In fact, I’ll be watching the restoration closely, just to make sure you don’t gloss over anything that might prove the esteemed Mr. Hawk was indeed a rum runner.”

“Thank you for your input, Mr. Roper. Are there any other questions about our plans for this extensive restoration and opportunity to add value to the town?”

After a few more questions, Eve stepped down from the platform and she and her sister strode back to the house. The network crews removed the podium and mics while the crowd dissipated.
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“WELL, THAT WAS INTERESTING,” said Martha. “Hey, Mac and Joe are here. And there’s Cissy. All the players have gathered. I just have to figure out how to get them together.”

“Oh, goody. Now you can meddle. You’re good at that,” smirked Gladys.

“I need him to look toward Cissy...”

Martha sent an energy wave out so the hairs on the nape of Joe’s neck rose and a chill went through him. Puzzled, he looked around. His eyes widened, and he nudged Mac.
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“ISN’T THAT DOC. WALSH over there?”

“What? Where?”

“By the black truck.”

Mac followed Joe’s gaze and spotted the coroner standing on the road. As he looked at her, she turned her head and looked directly at him. He saw her body give a start, then a tentative smile. A jolt slammed into his heart, and he stopped breathing. Gasping for air, he nodded to her. An ache swept over his body and generated a deep longing in his belly.

“Stay here. I’m going over to chat with her.”

He straightened his stance and sauntered over to the truck. He thought about their relationship. They had been dating for awhile last year. She had a razor-sharp wit he appreciated, and he had enjoyed being in her company. Only thing was, she had some weird ideas about ghosts. She thought they were real, and he knew they weren’t. He couldn’t accept the ideas that were so much a part of her.

At least, that’s what he told himself, but seeing her again reminded him of how empty his life was without her.

“Hi Doc,” he called as he approached her. 

Cissy straightened her shoulders and forcing a smile, moved towards him “Detective. What brings you up here this fine morning?”

“Curious, is all. I could ask the same about you.”

“I had a few days off, so I went camping. I arranged my return in time to be here for Eve’s press conference.”

“Eve? You know the owner of the house?”

“Yeah. She and her sister are friends from college days. We’d lost touch over the years, but now we’ve reunited.”

“Huh. Small world. Did you say you were camping? Do you have Fred with you?”

“He’s in the truck.”

“Can I see him? Boy, I miss his goofy face.”

Cissy stiffened and replied in a strained voice, “I suppose”.

She walked over to her truck and opened the front door. A large golden retriever jumped from the cab and raced to Mac, jumping up and slathering his face with kisses, his tail going as fast as he could swish it. 

“Traitor,” muttered Cissy.

“Fred! Hey boy,” Mac laughed and rubbed the dog’s ears. “Okay. Down you get. Down. Good boy. You’re getting dog hair all over my coat. Yeah, I missed you too.”

Cissy watched the ecstatic reunion and felt her heart squeeze. She missed Mac. She thought everything had been going great, but a few months ago, he stopped coming around and his texts had stopped. No explanation. Nothing. She knew her belief in the supernatural made him uncomfortable, but it was an essential part of her being and she wasn’t about to deny it to please a man. If he couldn’t fully accept her, it was his loss. 

She lifted her chin and approached the pair. “We need to get going. C’mon, Fred. Back in the truck,” she said pulling the dog away from Mac and ushering him to the truck.

“Cissy... I...”

“Don’t. If you don’t want to be with me that’s your choice. The least you could’ve done is tell me what happened instead of slinking off into the night. I don’t want to hear any excuses now. Let’s just keep our relationship professional. Okay?”

“I’m sorry. I didn’t mean...”

“See you around, Mac. C’mon, boy. Let’s go home.” She opened the truck door and Fred jumped in the cab. Cissy climbed in after him, slamming the door and starting the engine. She put the truck in gear and drove off.  Mac watched her go. He stiffened his back and his eyes flashed. He had his reasons breaking up and he was right. He turned and stomped back to Joe.
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BACK AT THE HEDGE, the two ghosts watched the exchange. 

“Looks like it was Mac who pulled away. Doesn’t believe in ghosts, eh? Wonder how he talked himself out of believing in me. Hmm... this should prove interesting. Let’s hang around and see what he does from here.”
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Chapter Five
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Mac walked back to where Joe was waiting.

“How’d it go?”

“Don’t ask.”

“Thought so. She didn’t look too pleased to see you.”

“Man, I miss that dog.”

“The dog? THE DOG! No wonder she wasn’t happy. I thought you really liked her.”

“Yeah, well, she has some issues.”

“Really? And you’re so perfect?”

“I beg your pardon!”

“Pot calling the kettle black, if you ask me. Shit, Mac. She’s beautiful, smart, funny, loves the outdoors... what more could you want?”

“Drop it.”

“Okay, but I still think...”

“I said drop it. We came out here to see what was going on. Let’s keep our focus on what we’re doing.” Mac turned away from Joe and marched up to the house.

“Touchy,” muttered Joe as he followed his partner.

They climbed up the porch steps and entered the house, Martha and Gladys following close behind.

[image: image]

“I THINK HE’S REGRETTING his decision,” said Martha with glee. Maybe we’ll be able to get this all tied up in no time and I’ll be back with Bobby before you know it.”

“Yeah. Right,” muttered Gladys. “About as much chance as a snowball’s...”

“Do be quiet,” scowled Martha.

[image: image]

THERE WAS A BUSTLE of activity and noise in and outside the house. Men were hauling broken material out of the house and dumping it in the large bin Eve had ordered. Others were carting in paint, drop cloths, scaffolding etc. Mac took a
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