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Chapter 1

Lily felt the wind in her hair. She
could smell the wisteria at the corner of the porch. Then as she
turned, he was there. Slowly he made his way from the barn, coming
toward her. He kept his eyes on her as he walked. The smile was
warm and made her shiver slightly. Those eyes pulled her to him. As
he neared the steps her heart started to beat loudly in her ears.
She grasped the railing tightly as emotions flooded her body. Then
she woke up, confused and emotionally drained.

As long as she could remember she’d
had this recurring dream. In the dream there was a Victorian house
with wisteria growing on lattice along the side of the porch. There
was a big white swing on the porch and two rocking chairs. She
would be standing on the porch watching a handsome man in a cowboy
hat walking toward her. He had the most gorgeous grin and behind
him stood a red barn with white trim. Beside it was a fenced area
that had several horses running around. She always woke before he
got to the steps. Her heart always felt empty when she woke up. It
had haunted her for years.

When she went off to college she
stayed in an older home which made her feel at home. History and
romance were her favorite subjects. She majored in Journalism
hoping to get a job at a small town newspaper. She just wasn’t a
big town girl. Maybe if she could get her career started this
emptiness would subside.

Her parents knew she would never be
happy staying home long after she graduated. Only two weeks after
graduation she received a call from the Editor of a newspaper in a
small town near Savannah, Georgia. He was retiring and wanted to
bring her in to train for his replacement. Since she’d graduated at
the top of her class he felt she was fully qualified to do what
needed to be done.

With much excitement she went down for
the weekend to meet with the Editor and check out a house he said
was for rent. When she drove through downtown Savannah it took her
breath away. The moss hanging from the old oaks and the historical
buildings were almost mythical. For Lily, being in the middle of
all this history had her feeling in the right element.

She pulled into the parking lot of the
newspaper office about ten minutes early. She checked her watch and
smiled. She’d made good time. She pulled her briefcase out of the
back seat and grabbed her purse. With heart racing she walked
through the front door of the main office. This was it. She was
making a new life for herself. Smiling she told the secretary her
name and sat down to wait on Mr. Winthrop.

The door that was on the far wall
opened and an older gentleman walked out and greeted her. “You must
be Lily.” He extended his hand with a warm smile. “I’m Thomas
Winthrop.”

“Yes sir.” She took his hand in an
eager hand shake. He seemed like an old friend, not a new
acquaintance. It was as though she’d met him before. She had this
feeling about him.

“What is it? You looked surprised for
a moment.” He grinned and led her to his office.

“I just felt like I’d met you before.”
She shook her head. He probably thought she was a nut
case.

“I have that feeling about people
sometimes. I think we’ll work great together.” He winked at her and
pulled out a chair for her. “Now let’s get down to the bottom
dollar. I want to retire in the next couple of months, but I don’t
want to leave my life’s work to just anybody.” He walked around the
desk and sat down. He picked up a file and opened it. “I spoke with
your former professor, Mr. Milner. He gave you a highly impressive
recommendation. He said you were the top of your class and had no
problem saying you could easily take over this operation.” He put
the file down and sat back to study her.

“That was really nice of him. I
enjoyed his classes. I was also the Editor of the college newspaper
for the last two years. I know I can make this work. With your
guidance and leadership I know I can do this.” Her confidence was
evident and that impressed him.

“I’ve seen all I need to. You’re
hired.” He reached in a drawer and withdrew the paperwork that she
needed to fill out. “I will give this to you to complete before you
start work. I know you need to have time to move in and get
settled. How long do you need?”

“I can be settled in and ready next
Monday. That will give me a week to settle in.” Her heart soared.
This was her first real job.

“Let’s run over to see the house I
told you about.” She followed him out into the front office. “Geri,
this is Lily Smith our new Editor in Training. Lily this is Geri.
She’s been with me for ten years.”

Lily reached out and shook her hand.
“It’s nice to meet you. I look forward to working with
you.”

Geri smiled. “I think you’ll be just
fine here. I know you’ll like the house too. It’s right down the
road from me.”

“Then we’ll be neighbors.”

“Just take messages for me and I’ll be
back in a little while.” Thomas said as he held the door for
Lily.

She followed him back through town and
out a little country road. The houses on this road were beautiful
old homes. She couldn’t keep her mind on the road for looking at
the homes. When they rounded a curve and pulled into a driveway she
at first didn’t see the house.

When she stepped out of the car the
breath left her lungs. The house was an old Victorian with
beautiful, lavender wisteria covering the porch. On the porch was a
swing and there was a red barn to the right of the house. Her legs
went weak as she stood there. This was it. This was the house in
her dreams. Was she dreaming? This couldn’t be real.

“Lily, are you alright? You look like
you’ve seen a ghost.” He lightly touched her arm.

“I’m fine. It’s just like I’ve seen
this house before. Has this house ever been in a film or magazine
that you know of?” She tried to rationalize all of this.

“Not that I’m aware of. Could have
been in a home magazine, but I don’t think so.” At that moment a
man walked across the front porch and waved at them. “There’s
Anthony. He’s the owner of the house and my nephew.” She heard the
pride in his voice.

When they walked up on the porch she
had the feeling she’d been on this porch. She walked over to the
railing and looked out across the yard toward the barn. There was
the fenced in area that was in her dream. She turned to meet the
owner and almost lost it.

The man standing in front of her
looked like the man in the dream, not exactly, but it was
definitely the same eyes. She was in complete shock. How could this
be?

Anthony held out his hand to her. “I’m
Anthony Kennedy.” He noticed the strange look she gave him. His
heart took a somersault as he looked into her eyes. This was
unbelievable. He just knew this was a coincidence.

“I’m Lily Smith and this is a gorgeous
old house. How long have you owned it?” She had to figure this
out.

“Well Lily this house has been in my
family since the mid 1800’s. Old Thomas here is my uncle. His
grandmother was my great grandfather’s sister. It’s a great old
house.” He beamed with pride.

“Lily said it looked familiar. Has it
been featured in a historical magazine or anything like that? I
couldn’t remember.”

“No, but maybe you lived around here
in a previous life.” He winked at her and walked over to open the
front door.

Thomas rolled his eyes. “You have to
overlook my nephew. He believes that we all have a previous
life.”

Lily smiled and followed Anthony
inside. Well at least he wouldn’t think she was totally crazy with
her dreams.

The inside of the house was beautiful
too. It was fully furnished in a mixture of antiques and modern.
She couldn’t get her mind off the fact that this was the house she
had dreamed of as long as she could remember. What did it mean? Was
it fate that she was here now? Could there be a reason? Were these
two men that looked so much like the man in her dreams tied to her
somehow?

Anthony turned to her. “Well, what do
you think? I know it’s a little far out, but I live just across the
street. Some women wouldn’t think of living out this
far.”

She smiled. “That doesn’t bother me.
It gives me the peace I need. I’m working on my first
novel.”

“So, you’re a writer too. I’ve just
published my third novel.” He beamed with pride.

His uncle laughed and put a hand on
his shoulder. “He’s going to be the next big novelist.”

“Well, sometimes we’ll have to put our
heads together on our writing.” She said as she looked at the
kitchen. “I think this place is perfect.” In fact it was as though
she knew it by heart already. But how could she, she’d never been
here before. Had she?

“Good. I look forward to having you as
a neighbor.” They shook hands and the deal was set. They both
noticed the connection when their hands touched. It was as though
an electrical force had worked its way up her arm. He snatched his
hand back and looked away suddenly.

“I’ll be back in two days to move in
if that’s alright with you?”

“Sounds like a plan to me.” He reached
in his pocket and handed her a key. “Here’s the key that fits the
front and back door. I have a spare at my house if you lock
yourself out.”

“That’s good to know.” She followed
the two men out to her car. She turned to shake her new boss’s
hand. “I will bring the paperwork by to you this week too. It
shouldn’t take too long to get settled in.”

“I will see you then.” He turned to
his nephew. “I will see you tomorrow at dinner.”

“Yes you will. I’m looking forward to
a good home cooked meal.”

She smiled and got in her car. As she
pulled out of the driveway she took another look at the house. It
was so strange about how the house looked like the one in her
dreams. Could it just be a coincidence? Rubbing her hand that
tingled from that one touch of his hand, she drove home in deep
thought.


Chapter 2

Her parents were glad to hear about
her new job and the house. They were going to miss her, but they’d
gotten used to her being away at college. She would only be a two
hour drive from them. They helped her get her boxes loaded in her
car.

She left some less important boxes in
her room. Her parents were coming down in a couple of weeks and
would bring them then. When she left her childhood home she smiled.
She would miss it, but she was starting a new life. The adventure
was only beginning. It was going to be an exciting one. She
couldn’t wait to get started checking out that house. Would the
dreams lead her to something from the past or her past? Would she
finally find out about why she had the dreams in the first
place?

As she drove into Savannah she stopped
and grabbed some lunch. On her way to the house she stopped by and
dropped off her paperwork with the secretary. After some small talk
she was out the door and on her way. A shiver ran down her spine as
she started down the road to her new home. She was excited about
the first view of it. The first feeling was running through her as
she neared the driveway.

As she pulled in the driveway the
shiver came back. She put the car in park and just sat staring at
the house for a moment. It was still amazing that this house was
just like the one in her dreams. It wasn’t possible that it was the
same one or was it? It had to be the same one because how could
there be two of these same houses somewhere?

She stepped out of the car and grabbed
her overnight bag. Walking toward the steps to the porch her eyes
were drawn to the barn and corral. She closed her eyes and thought
of her dreams. In her mind she could see the handsome cowboy
walking toward the porch. This had to be the same place. The dream
was so real and now it was like a reality. She stepped up on the
porch and took a deep breath. “Well here I go.” She said to herself
as she unlocked the front door.

The front room was bathed in afternoon
sunlight. It was so homey and inviting. As she walked toward the
bedroom her heart was hammering. Why was this house so familiar?
Opening the door she stepped into the room and could feel the
comfort of home. It was as though she’d always lived
here.

The bed was an old four poster bed.
Anthony told her it had been in the house since it was built over
150 years ago. He had recently bought new mattresses for this bed
and the guest room. She wondered why he’d leave such beautiful
antiques in a rental house. Maybe he didn’t realize the value of
such precious pieces.

She sat down on the side of the bed
and sighed. It was a comfortable mattress. After her long ride it
would be nice just to pull back the cover and slide in. She giggled
and decided to unpack her boxes before she became lazy. She looked
back at the bed and groaned.

As she walked back to her car she
noticed Anthony heading across the road from his house. She had to
quit staring at him. He looked so much like the man in her dreams.
He had the same smile and eyes. It was almost like looking at a
ghost, a handsome ghost. Was it coincidence that he was the owner
of the house?

“I see you made it. Did you have a
good drive down?” He asked as he grabbed a box out of her trunk.
She didn’t miss the rippling of the muscle through his t-shirt. He
definitely worked out. She grinned and followed him to the
house.

“It was a nice drive. The excitement
of the move helped make it go quickly.” She smiled as he walked
along beside her. She had a weird feeling as they walked that she’d
done this before.

“Well, I’m just glad to have someone
in this old house. It’s a special house and it needed a special
person to take care of it.” He smiled and winked at her. For some
reason he just knew she was the one that needed to live in this old
family home.

“I can’t believe you leave those
priceless antiques in a rental house. The bed in my bedroom is
worth a lot. They’re gorgeous, but aren’t you taking a chance with
these family heirlooms?”

He smiled again as he placed the box
on the floor inside the front door. “To tell you the truth, you’re
the first person we’ve allowed to rent it. It’s been empty for
several years. My mother lived here until she passed away a couple
of years ago. It had to be a special person to rent this house.” He
looked around with pride. He loved this old house. It pulled at
him.

“Why don’t you live in this
house?”

“Well, it’s a long story.”

“I love long stories and I don’t have
anywhere to go.” She grinned when he looked at her
funny.

“Alright, but I did warn you.” He sat
down on the steps and patted a place beside him. “When I was
little, my grandparents lived here. When I’d stay here it always
gave me the weirdest feeling. I’d try to stay and end up having to
go home. My parents lived in the house I live in now. Finally one
day my grandmother told me she thought it was the memories in the
house, but what was weird, I didn’t have many memories there. I
guess she was talking about all the memories together. As I got
older I tried to stay here again, but when it would get dark I’d
high tail it across the road. When my dad died my mom moved in with
my grandmother to help take care of her. Then when my grandmother
died, mom just stayed here. She always loved this
house.”

“Could it have just been the old house
feeling? Some people can’t deal with an old house.”

“I don’t think so. I tend to agree now
with my grandmother. Even now I feel this vibe all around me. It’s
really weird.”

“Well I’ll take good care of
everything. I love history and antiques.” She turned to go back out
the door.

“I know you will. If you love history,
then you will love the family cemetery that is just beyond those
trees.” He turned and pointed across the back yard. “It has been
there since 1899. My great-great grandfather that built this house
started the family cemetery. It’s actually a beautiful
place.”

“I can’t wait to check it out. Some
people don’t care for cemeteries, but I love to walk in them and
read the old head stones. It’s like traveling back in time.” She
grabbed another box.

“If you’re up to the walk, I’ll take
you down there when we get the boxes unloaded.” She could tell he
was excited about showing it to her. She was actually excited about
it. She’d loved cemeteries ever since she was small.

“I’d love that. I really want to get
to know the land and everything around here. It’s such a peaceful
place. I just feel like I’m home.” She smiled and looked toward the
house. She had a moment of feeling like she’d walked this path to
the front porch many times before.

“You seem like you fit in here. That’s
good.” They placed the last of the boxes in the entryway. She
turned back to him.

“Should I lock the door before we head
out?”

“No need for that out here. It’s
relatively calm out here.” He started down the steps.

“That’s good to hear. I’m used to
living alone, but I’m careful.” She followed him across the yard.
He stopped beside a huge old Magnolia tree.

“This tree was planted by my great
grandfather. He planted it in memory of his mother.” He lovingly
caressed the shiny green leaves.

“It’s the biggest magnolia tree I’ve
ever seen. I can’t wait for it to bloom.” She looked up and noticed
the buds covering it. It wouldn’t be long before it was in full
bloom.

“It really makes a show. The smell of
the blooms can be smelt all over the yard.” They turned and headed
toward the back corner of the yard.

As they neared the tree line she could
make out a well-traveled pathway. It opened up as they entered it.
The trees were gently swaying with the light breeze. She watched
sunlight making its way between the branches. She noticed several
large oak trees with moss hanging almost to the ground. She could
smell the musty scent of the moss and old trees.

It was weird how comfortable she felt
with Anthony. Any other time she would have been a little leery of
walking in the woods alone with a stranger, but he didn’t feel like
a stranger.

Then she started to see a clearing
ahead. He turned to her and smiled. “It’s just ahead in the
clearing. I think you will be surprised.” The excitement showed on
his face.

As they neared the clearing she
noticed a tall wrought iron entranceway. It was amazingly ornate
and beautiful. The cemetery was large. It was graced with a huge
old live oak in the center of the graves.

“My great-great grandfather planted
that oak the day he buried his wife. It’s funny the similarities
between you and her. Her name was Lilliana and he called her Lily.
I didn’t mention it the other day because I didn’t think you’d be
interested, but I can see you would.” He couldn’t help but stare at
her. The resemblance was amazing.

She was in awe of the beauty of the
place. It was so peaceful. The only sound was the wind whispering
through the trees and the slight tinkling sound of a wind chime,
but where was it coming from.

“I hear a wind chime. Where is it
coming from?” She looked around the trees expecting to see it
hanging somewhere among the sprawling limbs.

“It’s on a stand beside the head stone
of my great-great grandmother. It’s been there for as long as I can
remember. Uncle Thomas has rethreaded it several times. Of course
with age it has dry-rotted several times, but it was the dying wish
of her husband to keep the wind chimes blowing.” He watched her
expression as she looked stunned.

“What’s on your mind? I can tell you
are deep in thought.” He wondered what he’d said to affect her
so.

“Your uncle said you believe in
previous lives. Can I tell you something?” She was still looking at
the old oak tree.

“I have some crazy thoughts I know,
but I just always feel different from everyone around me. I guess
that’s why I’m considered a recluse.” He laughed to himself. “What
did you want to tell me?”

“I’ve always felt like I was an old
soul. It’s weird but I feel like I’ve seen the house and yard
before. You even look familiar to me, but I know I’ve never met you
before the other day. Does that sound weird?” She finally chanced a
glance at him. The sun was shining down on his dark hair and it
glistened. She was struck again by the similarities in him and the
man in her dreams.

“It’s not weird at all. I’ve had that
feeling a lot. When I saw you the first time I was shocked by the
familiar vibe I got.” He reached into his back pocket and pulled
out a picture. She could tell it was very old. “I went home that
day and went through my old family pictures. I found this one of my
Great-great grandmother.”

He handed the photograph to her and
she almost dropped it when she looked at it closely. The woman
looked a lot like her. It was uncanny the resemblance. “This is
really weird.”

“I thought so myself. I wonder if
you’re a distant relative.” He didn’t tell her he wondered if she
was from his past family. The picture was faded from the age but it
was evident the resemblance.

“The man in the picture looks a lot
like you.” She smiled up at him.

“I’m named after him. His name was
Anthony Rafe Kennedy. My parents called me Anthony out of respect
for him. Everyone called him Rafe. He was a well-known Horseman.”
He watched her as she stared at the picture.

Putting her hand over her mouth she
realized this was the man from her dreams. He had on the same
cowboy hat. This was making her wonder if the dreams were some type
of past reality. As she stared at the photo her mind kept seeing
the scene from the dream. If
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