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I awoke with a start and looked over to where Angela should be sleeping. She wasn’t there. I flipped on my bedside lamp and saw her standing at the window staring out. She turned in my direction when she realized I was up.

“You heard it,” she said.

“Yes,” I replied, “it woke me.”

“Me too,” she said.

Angela was referring to the music of a flute that played whenever her ancestor Angelina, who died more than a hundred years ago, was about to make herself known. We were both fully awake now and waited for Angelina to appear. She did not disappoint us, appearing seated in a chair near the door to the suite.

The suite was Angela’s and was situated in the stately Maxwell hotel, which was jointly owned by Angela and me. The Maxwell was built by Angela’s great grandfather one hundred and fifty years ago and she and I went into partnership to acquire it from the previous owner, who allowed it to go into disrepair. We spent time and money to bring it back to its former glory. We agreed that since my writing occupied most of my time, she would manage the hotel. When we renovated, we built in a two-bedroom suite for her to use as her living quarters. I also had a space on the property but it was just a regular room. This was my choice because I still retained my condo in New York. Angela looked at me and inclined her head toward Angelina, She wanted me to speak first.

“Hello, Angelina,” I said, “it has been a long time.”

“Hello, Jason,” she responded, “ a long time for you, yes, but for me just a blink of the eye. We measure time in millennia. Hello, Angela.”

“Hi Angelina,” Angela said, “I didn’t expect to see you again.”

“I know. I seem to have lost some of my ability to show my form. You can see my face but my body is very spectral.”

“Are you back, Angelina?”  I asked.

“Only partially. After you burned my painting I lost all connection with you. I can no longer influence you but I can appear to chat. I understand why you burned the painting.  I was becoming too involved in your lives and you had to do something.”

The painting Angelina referred to was one painted of her as a young woman, which she imbued with her spirit after she drowned. I fell in love with that painting and had a strange relationship with the beautiful woman in it who would appear to me.. She loved me in return and wanted to  become a physical being so she poured herself into a baby at the moment of birth. That baby became Angela  who was now with me, talking to Angelina, who, in a sense, was her great grandmother.

“You’re a  beautiful woman, Angela, just like your mother was,” she said,  “I chose wisely didn’t I?”

“And I am the beneficiary of that,” I said. 

“I have no control over your lives but I would like to keep in touch with you, if you would let me.”

I looked at Angela to get her thinking on this. “I have no objections,” she said.

“Nor do I,” I said.

“We like the way you have restored the Maxwell,” Angelina said, “and I especially like the concert room you’ve added.”

“We?” I asked.

“Yes, we. After a long search I found my father. He knows our story and would like to meet you someday, with your permission, of course.”

“I think I would like that,” I said. Angela nodded her head in agreement.

“We heard the flute,” I said.

“Yes. I didn’t want to suddenly appear and surprise you. I played the flute to let you know I was coming.”

“That is something I want to thank you for,” Angela said, “my knowledge of the flute.”

“Oh, no Angela. I’ve heard your recitals. You have gone beyond me. I may have given you a start but you’ve surpassed me. Your music is much better than anything I have done. Perhaps you should find a way to share it with the world”

We were quiet for a while then our visitor said, “I have to leave you now. But I will come again. I know you take walks down by the river. Maybe I will come to you there.”  Her face faded as slowly as a light going dim and then she was gone. Neither one of us spoke but kept staring at the chair she had occupied.

“Angie,” I said, “did we just have a conversation with a ghost?”

“Yes, my love,” Angela answered, “but that is a special ghost. She gave me the flute.”

“And she gave me, you,” I replied.

Her phone rang. It was her assistant asking her to come to the office to attend to a problem.

“I have to go,” she said, going into the bathroom to get ready to start her day.

“I, too, have to leave. I have an appointment with my publisher. Can I  bring you back something from the city?”

“Surprise me,” she said.

Two days after my return from my meeting with my publisher, my phone rang and it was Angela inviting me for a walk along the stream that ran on the edge of Maxwell’s property. It was the kind of day that made me put a jaunt in my steps and I took Angela’s hand as we strolled along the bank. She took her hand away and pointed at her shoes. The laces were undone so she stooped to tie them while I continued walking thinking she would catch up. She had done so and when I looked back she was talking to a man who was barely discernable. I knew, instantly, it was Douglas Maxwell, Angelina’s father, the man who had founded the small town of Maxwell and built the original Maxwell Hotel, I turned around and walked toward them.

“Mr. Douglas Maxwell, I presume,” I said with a slight inclination of my head.

“You presume correctly,” the ghost of Maxwell said. “My daughter has told me all about you and the lady here who came down from her.”

“Where is Angelina?” I asked looking around.

“Right here,” a voice said, and a transparent form took shape.

“I see you’ve met my dad,” Angelina said.

“We have,” I said, “but he looks nothing like his painting.”

“There is a simple explanation,” Maxwell said, “the painting of Angelina was made shortly before she drowned, so she will forever be the young, beautiful woman she was. I, on the other hand, lived on for sixty years after my painting. I will forever be the old man I was when I crossed over. I like the way you’ve brought the Maxwell back to life. Thank you.”

“The only thing missing,” I said, “is the painting of you.”

“I know where it is,” Maxwell said. Both Angela and I swiveled our eyes toward him. “If you have paper and a pencil you can write down the address.”

I always carried paper and a pen with me to jot down things I might use in a novel. He gave me the address. I looked at it and realized it would require a trip.

“Thanks for this,” I said, “We will contact these people and make an offer for the painting.”

“You might encounter some difficulty. This man is the great-grandson of the man who was my constant rival in business. I bested every time. Now, his descendant thinks he’s gotten the better of my family by achieving my painting. Make him an offer. If he proves to be like his ancestor, let me know. I may have a trick up my sleeve. I will now say goodbye to you.” His image slowly faded until there was nothing left. Angelina was still with us.

“I don’t know what trick he may have,” she said, “we really have no authority to change anything.”

“Well, you put your spirit into your original painting,” I said. “And I fell in love with you through that painting.”

“True. But that was my limit. If you remember I could not even leave the Maxwell property. Now, I too must say goodbye.”

After she disappeared I looked at Angela with a question in my eyes.

“Yes,” she said, “we’ve just been talking to ghosts.”

“I hope they don’t appear to us in public,” I said, “no one would see them and think we’ve lost our minds.”

“They can’t leave the grounds,” Angela said, “but if they appear to anyone in the hotel, people will think the place is haunted and stop coming.”

“There is that,” I said, “the next time one of them shows up I will mention it.”
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I was walking down the corridor where the paintings of the Maxwells hung. The only one there now was the copy of Angelina Maxwell. I thought it would be good to have her father there as well and determined to seek out the man who now owned it. He had bought it when one of the previous owners had decided to dispose of all the Maxwell paintings. I knew the man would refuse to see me if he knew I was after the painting so I devised a ruse to get into his home to ascertain the painting was there.

I told him I was a writer doing a book on the Maxwell family and that I had learned an ancestor of his was a part of the founding of the town of Maxwell and the building of the stately Maxwell hotel. It was all a lie but he was too self-possessed to see it. As soon as I entered his home, prominent in his living room, over his fireplace I saw the painting of Douglas Maxwell. The man was easily flattered and puffed up his chest with every nice thing I lied about his ancestors. When I casually mentioned I noticed the painting of Doulas Maxwell and wondered why he had it, he said he acquired it through an estate sale and wanted it because it reminded him of the great friendship between his great grandfather and the Maxwells. The two men in question practically hated each other. I
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