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      Maisie’s dreams haunted her. Dreams that felt as real as life.

      

      Almost two hundred years earlier, Theodore also dreams during the Harvest Moon.

      

      Had Maisie started sleepwalking? Or had the Harvest Moon made time permeable?

      

      If you like time travel, read this chilling tale of dreams that may not be dreams.
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      Maisie had been here before.

      But only in her dreams.

      The wind swept her hair into her eyes and she fought it, holding it back with one hand. Her white silk nightgown whipped around her legs holding her in place.

      All around her the wind shuddered through the trees, breaking oak leaves free and sending them swirling through the air.

      She could smell the scent of tobacco plants in the fields. Rich. Tangy. Spicy. The aroma was strongest just after dusk.

      Clouds swirled, revealing a harvest moon.

      Just like in her dreams.

      She stood her ground. Waiting.

      Assessing. Making sure she wasn’t dreaming.

      She felt different this time, but she’d felt different before.

      She squished her toes into the damp earth beneath her feet. Definitely more grounded this time.

      Turning around slowly in place, she stopped when she faced the house. Three stories. Eighteen windows. And all but five were lit brightly from inside.

      She squinted. Tonight the lights were a soft candlelight glow. Not the bright artificial lights she was so accustomed to.

      She stood maybe a hundred yards away from the house – about the length of a football field – at the edge of the oak trees.

      Piano music drifted from inside. A light happy melody. She listened closely. It was being played by a child. Quite good for a child, actually. But children had smaller hands and they manipulated the keys differently than an adult.

      Then she heard laughter. Male laughter and three men spilled out onto the back veranda.

      Two of them sat down, blowing cigar smoke into the air. The third man stood, his hands on the railing, and looked toward the trees. Toward her.

      She wondered if he saw her standing there in her white nightgown.

      And somehow she knew he did.
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      Theodore wasn’t feeling social tonight.

      His hands firmly on the rough railing of the veranda, he leaned out and watched the full moon as the clouds swirled over it.

      A harvest moon.

      Rare for this time of year.

      But then so was the chill in the evening air. The sweet smell of his friends’ cigar smoke permeated the air.

      His sister’s piano strains had shifted from happy to mournful. The melancholy music better suited his mood.

      He’d been having disturbing dreams lately. Dreams that had him waking up in a cold sweat.

      The problem was he couldn’t remember them when he woke. He merely woke with a sense that he’d had a bad dream.

      He shifted his gaze to the edge of the trees.

      There. Just beneath the low hanging branches of the oak trees, he saw the glimmering shadow of a woman.

      For just a moment, the moonlight was just right and he saw her. She wore a long white nightgown and had long flowing dark hair.

      “Hey Theodore,” his cousin Jonathan called. “What are you doing over there?”

      Theodore reflexively glanced over his shoulder.

      When he turned back to the trees a moment later, she was gone.
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      Maisie turned and, tugging her nightgown free from around her knees, fled for the cover of the trees.

      The clouds shifted and everything darkened. She held her breath, heart racing, as she took one step, then another, further into the shadows with each step.

      Tendrils of mist drifted from the ground adding to the sense of eeriness. The men’s loud voices had startled her. Those had not been the voices of a dream.

      Theodore.

      She didn’t recall anyone named Theodore in her family history.

      Each family member had a portrait in the library. She could still smell the fresh paint of her parents’ portraits mixed with the musty scent of old leather-bound books. She’d spent hours there as a child, studying the images of each person in the paintings.

      One of her favorite pastimes had been creating stories about them. While other girls her age played with Barbies, she created a world using the images on the library wall.

      Her grandmother had told her that each family member was there as part of a family tradition. Maisie had sat for her own painting three years ago when she was seventeen.

      This house, Maison de Swan, had been in her family since the 1700s. Her grandfather still lived here.

      But this was not the same house.

      Some said Maison de Swan was haunted.

      Maisie had never seen a ghost, but she wasn’t afraid. Perhaps because she felt connected with each of her ancestors through their paintings and the imaginary world she’d created around them.

      At the moment, however, she felt like she was the ghost.

      She was here, haunting the house in one of her dreams.

      But it wasn’t a dream.

      A twig snapped behind her.

      She gasped as she looked over her shoulder.

      A young man stood there watching her.

      She didn’t recognize his handsome face. A lock of his dark hair fell across his forehead. He was clean-shaven and his eyes were curious.

      “Have you lost your way?” he asked.

      She turned to face him, but took a step back. She swept the hair from her eyes. Shook her head. “No… Yes… Maybe...”

      He smiled softly. “The woods are full of danger, especially at night.”

      “I know,” she said, involuntarily glancing down.

      “May I escort you back to the house?”

      “I… ‘um… I’m…” She felt the panic as it threatened to envelop her. If her gut was correct, then she had no place at the house.

      “Don’t be afraid,” he said. Then as though on second thought, he bowed. “My name is Theodore. This is my uncle’s house. I’m here with my family visiting my cousin Jonathan.”

      There had only been one Jonathan. “Jonathan died at the age of eighteen.” She remembered the story – the real story well – because he’d been so young. He’d been mortally wounded in a duel by… his… cousin.

      “Jonathan is eighteen now. And I can assure you he’s alive and
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