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  Preface



What is lurking in the clear waters of Lake Cahuilla in upstate White Oaks, New York? It seems when those that dive in for a cool splash or to take a rejuvenating swim, they do not always make it out of the loch alive.




In such a lovely, inviting atmosphere there at the Backwater Summer Lake Resort And Water Park- where there is luxury lodging at the Red Brick Villa, luxury dining at the Lakeside Hideaway, luxury coffees and pastries at Cahuilla Lakeside Café,luxury entertainment and drinks at the Swinging Cahuilla Cocktail Lounge, luxury lake boat rides on the Brave-Waters Expedition, local luxury spots of recreation and pastimes to indulge in at All Things Books Bookstore, The Happy Hangout Jazz Club, The Reel Zone Movie Theater, The Lavender Boutique Department Store in addition to a host of other places to explore- how could anything of a threatening nature go unresolved or undetected?




Or is what is quietly held by those as superstition kept hidden, and what is held as superstitious dread, considered water under the bridge?




And what is the strange connection between Lake Cahuilla and two young sisters who live in a town of New York nowhere near White Oaks? Why are they drawn to a place they have never been to and had no prior knowledge of before becoming aware of its existence?




Is this all-just coincidence or is there something in the backwaters of their past that they do not remember calling out to them to send them a chilling message that will explain an incident from the past that will also have a positive impact on their future?
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Brielle tossed and turned in her bed disturbed by a reoccurring dream that refused to subside. All she could see was bits and pieces of turbulence in a body of water.




The eighteen-year-old had had these dreams that would come off and on since childhood, yet she could not figure them out.




As time passed, she would just forget about the nagging images in her dreams until they resurfaced to perplex her again.




Brielle arose from bed at 7:15 am to get ready for her and her twin sister Ariella’s 9 am sharp high school graduation.




The two had expected finishing school to finally get out into the real world to explore and to exert their potential.




Forty-year-old Levi Hadley was proud of his daughters. They had never given him any trouble from the time they were little to the time they reached their teenage years.




Ariella and Brielle were not even into dating though they had their choice of suitors if they had been interested.




The twins were very pretty and adorable in their personas. They had a natural charm, beauty, and elegance about them.




And while they differed in ways from one another there were a score of attributes they commonly shared.




Levi’s daughters resembled each other but they were not identical in appearance. Brielle and Ariella looked exactly alike in facial features yet other physical characteristics differed.




Brielle had a brown skin tone like their father, honey-brown eye color, a pointy nose, thick lips, and thick straight long silky brown hair.




Ariella had an olive skin tone like their mother, dark-brown eyes, a pointy nose, thick lips, and thick short straight black silky hair that almost reached her shoulders.




The girls both medium in height, and bodily figure, did not dress alike. 




Since they were little Levi kept his daughters in clothing unsimilar to the other to express their own identity and individuality as their mother had suggested from the time they were born. 




Arabella- Levi’s wife and the twin’s mother who was Cherokee Indian- was an enchanting woman with an olive complexion, honey-brown colored eyes, a pointy nose, thin lips, and long black hair.




People would come to the curvy shaped woman who was slim in size and medium in height to give them insight and advice as she had the exceptional gift of extra sensory perception.




Arabella did not go around telling people their future, but she had used her gift of second sight to help protect and guide her throughout her life. Arabella was a tremendously wise young and powerful woman who passed intuitive gifts down to her daughters without them fully knowing the depths of what they had.




Brielle and Ariella barely knew their mother she died when they were four. Any reflection of memory had become vague to them with on rare occasion something vividly imprinted from long ago.




Levi had been saddened by his beloved wife’s untimely departure. The tall, solidly built, brown-skinned man with light-brown hair and dark-brown eyes never told his daughters the truth about how their mother died he wanted to spare them the unsavory circumstance that took her life and that had unfairly snatched her away from them.




Ariella and Brielle, informed Arabella died from an asthma attack when she was twenty-four, had a feeling inside that did not give them utter peace in what was told to them.




They believed to a point. However, did not fully accept what their father divulged because an unsettling vibration hovered over them that spoke differently.
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Later during the morning, after inspirational speeches addressed by a student speaker, guest speaker, and students alike along with words of support, praise, and encouragement given by educators at Arbor Creek High, high schoolers received their diplomas then mingled about.




Brielle and Ariella posed in golden-yellow cap and gowns together and with graduating schoolmates as Levi snapped photos of them with his camera. He had taken pictures throughout the ceremony here and there capturing moments that mattered and that they would cherish for years to come when the girls got older to walk down memory lane.




When the Hadley family decided to leave the outdoor ceremonial event, Ariella took a minute to turn to look back at the building of the school and its surroundings as a last farewell. As she went to turn back around to walk towards the car with her father and sister an indescribable overwhelming sensation came over Ariella.




Simultaneously, a live image of someone aggressively being forced into a body of water flashed before her eyes while she heard violent gurgling and struggling in the blue of the clear waters.




A jarring sight to suddenly behold, Ariella lost her balance in the middle of turning around. 




Levi grabbed his daughter, catching her in time as she tilted.




“Whoa there!” Levi said with a smile, unaware of the encounter Ariella just had. “A little too much excitement for one day sweeping you off your feet?”




A smile at the situation and at their father’s words disappeared from Brielle’s face. She studied the shock and confusion that appeared to linger on her sister’s face. 




“Are you okay Ariella? You look shaken.”




Ariella took a moment to collect herself, still startled. What she experienced came across as real, but she had no idea of who, what, or where. 




All she knew is that this reminded her of the times as a child when she would see and hear things before they happened or later found out had already taken place.




Why was history repeating itself this way? What did it mean? Maybe just forget about it and it would go away like it seemed to have before.




“Yeah.” Ariella said, warily. “I had a little scare there. Thanks for being quick with your grip, daddy.”




“Sure enough,” Levi said, proudly and lovingly cradling both the backs of both his daughters while he walked between them on their way toward the car for a celebration meal over at Restaurant de cuisine Raffinée.
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Wednesday May 21st, 2003



Enormous work and preparation went into renovating and reopening Little Town Harvest in Cahuilla County.


This part of town found around the lakeshore of White Oaks, New York, officially closed and off limits to visitors, tourists, and those who lived in nearby communities since January 2, 1992.


At that time there were too many deaths that had taken place causing a tremendous scandal after a two-year period from when the new owners opened a summer resort there.


People had mysteriously drowned in Lake Cahuilla with unfound cause even people who were considered expert swimmers had lost their lives. State Officers and Environmental Officials inspected and evaluated the far-reaching lake as well as the land surrounding the area there were no obvious or unobvious signs of Alligators or Crocodiles placed or released into the water by anyone who may had owned one through traveling from a southern climate.


There were no dangerous sea mammals or foreign objects of equipment found in the lake either. The drownings were a complete mystery having few assume that those who died may have had health ailments, a freak accident, or a personal lifestyle habit that contributed to their deaths.


There were others in town who ascribed the incidents of the enigmatic situation to the lady found dead in the lake a year before the constant multiple drownings started to occur.


Whispers that spread as far into other counties that Lady Arabella haunted the clear blue waters of Lake Cahuilla.


The Native American woman who could see into the past, present, and future.


She was a spiritual advisor who did not consider herself a fortune-teller as she did not charge anyone to guide, warn, and lead them on the right path. Yet those who respected, appreciated, and believed in her often left her generous donations of money for the wisdom and enlightenment she gave that was always exact and beneficial to them in their lives.


For the past year and a half now, activity had been set in motion to get things ready and started up by mid-spring to early fall of this year in May 2003. From then on, the plan was to get the resort called The Backwater Summer Lake Resort back in business to run continuously every summer for vacationers to retreat for as long as they wished.


It all depended on whatever choice of luxury vacation packages that they chose to buy there at the resort scheduled to run from May 21 to September 21st consecutively year after year.


Throughout the entire winter and fall season the resort would stay closed.


Flyers and various additional advertisements went out concurrently from last year throughout the beginning of this year informing residents and people in other states through media outlets about the resort’s Grand Reopening inviting and welcoming guests to come enjoy a vacation spot of extravagant summer fun, relaxation, food, entertainment, and boat rides along with their exciting waterpark found there on the premises to Dash and Splash!


New employees were hired to manage and conduct the Red Brick Villa where vacationers would board for their length of stay.


Maverick Jones was placed in charge of heading the three-hundred and fifty roomed apartment-like complex. Emma Cunnings and Cooper Mitchell worked in collaboration with him in their assigned positions as guest service representative and reservation specialist.


Leonardo and Giovanni oversaw the Lakeside Hideaway Restaurant as manager and assistant manager as well as professional cooks. Collaborating with them as Maître D’ was Gabriel. There were a host of sufficient waiters employed to serve vacationing customers.


Abigail headed the Swinging Cahuilla Cocktail Lounge while Elizabeth tended the bar and snack counter. Aside from the song, dance, and comedy performances at the lounge by professional acts Abigail herself was a professional singer with the powerful voice of a true songbird loaded with talent.


Hugo captained the sizable Brave-Waters Expedition Lake Boat that rode across the lake to and back to sight-see the beauty of the backwater backdrop that led to and around breathtaking scenery.


Zoey, Winona, Quinn, Claire, Ryder, Nevaeh, Everleigh, Eloise, and Mauve all managed the enormous twenty-five rides Cahuilla Water Park in a separate area of the premises found nearby the spread about extension of the resort. They had people collaborating with them to help conduct the proper safety and security measures in the function of the rides and to aid in the overall well-being to the best experience for their visitors.


The lake started at the area on the lovely acres of the land by the Little Owl’s Nest Lakefront Cottage where the owner Conrad Hudson lived with his wife Stella Hudson and their two sons Dylan and Adrian.


From inside the cottage is where Conrad and his wife had professional film crew come in to film commercials with clips of the Backwater Summer Lake Resort property along with its amenities to get television viewers interested with what the retreat had to offer and to get viewer’s attention with a huge limited financial discount to take advantage of if they registered in time while the offers lasted.


Forty-three-year-old Conrad Hudson was a businessman-hustler who was all about money- taking it, making it, keeping it, and making more of it.


Dressed in a white suit with a white button-down shirt and a light-grey tie, savoring a cigar in his mouth he addressed, “That is all for now Jones. See to it our guest receives the upmost hospitality and do not forget to make special accommodations for others who require them.”


“You got it sir,” Maverick Jones uttered just before hanging up with his boss. He had called Mr. Hudson about a patron who asked for a deal to extend his stay a week longer than he previously had booked.


The resort would have its grand reopening tomorrow with guest pouring in as scheduled as every villa room at The Red Brick had almost sold out from all the far ahead promotional announcements giving potential guest time to plan and prepare for their getaway.


The Water Park was open to outside guest as well as to those whose water-ride access included unlimited admission or a level of entry in their resort vacation package deals. The difference between those who walked in off the street and those who were lodging there by registry is that those without reservations had the opportunity and disadvantage to buy tickets for the number of rides per tickets depending on their choice of the ten rides, twenty ride, or thirty ride passes.


Once their tickets were exhausted, they could buy again by choice of tickets for the numbers of rides. There was also an expensive unlimited all-day ticket ride pass for those who wanted to spend the entire day there at the park with family, friends, or by themselves.


Those who had vacation reservations had unlimited access to the water park as it came with the package that included dining at the Hideaway, entertainment at the Swinging Cocktail Lounge, rides on the Lake Boat, and lunch and brunch at the Café.


Those walking in from the street also had to pay out of pocket to eat and enjoy entertainment around the waterpark, but they did not have access to the part of the property where the Hideaway Restaurant, Cocktail Lounge, Lake Boat, Café, Villa Complex Lodge, or Cottage stood.


Only the vacation guess had liberty into these separate exclusive nearby areas.


Those with reservations paid a fixed price that kept and extended over a period while those without paid vacation stay at the resort who were walk-ins at the park were inclined to flexible/surge pricing which could fluctuate, changing at any time, over time.


By early nightfall, eighteen-year-old Dylan Hudson and four of his friends were hanging out on the promenade by Lake Cahuilla across from the cottage. The five all had paper cups of beer in their hands puffing on cigarettes while they laughed and talked.


“Congratulations on the opening of your family’s resort,” Lydia said to Dylan with a smile. The tall girl with wavy, stringy, sandy-brown hair who wore a one-piece bathing suit under her light-knitted pullover sweater sat on the bench of the pavement exhaling smoke waiting for her friend to reply.


Dylan, a tall ivory-complexioned guy with blondish-brown hair and greenish-blue eyes smiled back slightly to utter, “Yeah. My dad has been planning this for a while. I hope it all works out for him.”


“I am sure your dad will do just fine,” chimed in Carter.


“Well, thanks for the vote of confidence.” Dylan said. He took a sip of beer then looked up at the sky above the lake. Dylan stood barefoot in a pair of shorts and tank top.


Henry, Lucas, Lydia, and Carter did not have any shoes or socks on their feet either. They all dressed like they were on the beach ready for a swim.


Indeed, that is just what nineteen-year-old Lucas had in mind to do on this night of calm with nothing but the sounds of crickets chirping from the trees.


“I do not know about you all, but I am set to take a dive into the water.” Lucas told everyone as he lifted his t-shirt up over his head placing it on the arm of the bench where Lydia sat her thin body.


The young man of a medium height and slim muscular frame headed toward the wooden pier of the lake dock that led to the custom-made Lake Wylie Boat Dock that resembled a cute Gazebo.


Inspired to follow behind, Lydia stubbed out her cigarette, gulped down the last long sips left of her beer then took off her lightweight knitted sweater to reveal the outlines of her thin curvy body in the one-piece bikini that she wore.


With Lucas bare-chested and Lydia baring nubile parts of her skin the two both jumped into the lake causing a double-deep hunk of splash and light-hearted screams from the extreme chill of the waters.


Carter trivially shook his head at Lydia and Lucas in amusement, his long, shoulder-length, dirty-blond locks swinging attentively with the slight turns of his head.


Carter turned to place the handheld radio he had brought with him in his bag, sitting it on the railing of the promenade. He found a station on am dial that he, Dylan, and Henry agreed upon listening to.


Bon Jovi’s Living on A Prayer played. They all loved that song. The guys kept the music at low volume, indulging in conversation.


In the bedroom of the cottage, Stella Hudson sat up in bed in her nightgown waiting for her husband to come to bed before she turned out the light.


Conrad, in the bathroom brushing his teeth, thought about the big day he had ahead of him tomorrow.


He briefly stared at his reflection in the bathroom mirror while he gargled mouthwash then spit the liquid hygiene freshener and germ-killer out from his mouth into the sink. 


Conrad ran water from the sink to flush the remnants down the drain, leaving the sink clear of stain. He turned off the bathroom light then got into bed with his wife.


Once under the covers Stella asked Conrad how he felt about finally approaching the day of being back in business after all the effort, hard work, and hassle he had to go through to get government approval. Conrad had to start all over again by obtaining licenses and permits from local, state, and federal government.


The Water Park was something newly added to the resort. Upon the first closing of the resort ten years ago there was no amusement park of any kind present.


Conrad decided to have a Water Park built as a major attraction that would bring in billions of dollars along with the other amenities through a clientele of guests while also drowning out the memories of the lake drownings that scared off prior vacationers and that had destroyed the outcome of his first business venture with the resort.


To also keep guests and vacationers satisfied and pleasantly occupied apart from other amenities, Conrad had an enormous outdoor pool built on the grounds of the Red Brick Villa lodging complex to prevent those likely to roam around for a swim from taking a dip in the waters of Lake Cahuilla.


“Yes.” Conrad said, fluffing his pillow. “It has been a rough journey, but I feel pretty darn good about the prospects.”


“Well, that is good honey,” Stella said, kissing her husband goodnight. The woman shut out the light to the lamp on the end table by her side of the bed.


Conrad and Stella fell fast asleep. They both shared an exhausting day, not to mention the grueling week they also had undergone.


In the early still of the night the essence of calm went ahead to dominate the atmosphere until Lydia started to panic in the water.


As she stayed afloat the clear, blue night waters of the lake there was no sign of Lucas found anywhere. Lydia’s anxious grey eyes searched from side to side, turning her body around in the body of water seeing nothing but the surrounding images of nature in the distance.


Lydia knew that Lucas had not swam to the pier to get out from the lake. He was just a minute ago within her reach. It was in a split second of him dunking himself underneath the pool of coolness that he never returned.


The tall young woman with a slim frame held her breath to dive under the water swimming around to see if Lucas had remained below a little longer than usual for a speculative reason as he liked the idea of scuba diving. Though he did not have the gear on to safely experiment with tonight.


In urgency, Lydia surfaced the top of the waters to catch breaths of air and to call out to Carter, Henry, and Dylan who were on the promenade occupied with one another.


At first the guys could not hear her from where they stood. She was a way out in the lake.


Lydia tried to swim closer to the lake pier to call out some more. This is when a strange indescribable presence enveloped around the young woman giving her a scare and inciting her to further modes of panic. It was as if a feeling of constraint appeared upon her, limiting her mobility. Lydia struggled to scream.


Henry caught the faint sound of Lydia’s cries for help. The young man with pale white skin and dark-brown hair turned around by instinct, alerting Dylan, and Carter of Lydia’s wrestle in the waters of the lake.


All three guys ran down onto the wooded lake pier onto the dock on their bare feet. It was obvious from where they stood that Lydia had difficulty in her movement as she could not resist whatever it was holding her back from swimming any farther than from where she had gotten so far.


When Lydia went to scream out to her friends the air from her nostrils escaped leaving her absent of breath.


Suddenly, and before their eyes, Lydia’s body bizarrely became limp as it still stood upward partially above the waters. Then, her thin body in the peach and white bathing suit she wore raised up a little. Her eyes creepily rolled all the way up into their sockets and Lydia’s body disappeared rapidly down into the deep waters of the lake.


At once Carter went to jump in the lake after Lydia but Dylan with force grabbed his friend and held him back.


“What are you doing man?!” Carter said, excitedly, releasing himself from Dylan’s grip. “She is going to die in there. I must get her out.”


Dylan with force grabbed at Carter again who was twice his size in build and cautioned sternly, “She looked already dead.”


“That’s impossible,” Carter said. “You saw her eyes.”


“No, he is right,” said Henry. “You saw it yourself. That did not look right. She was already dead when she lifted and when her eyes rolled.”


“Well, at least aren’t you going to get into the boat and look for Lucas?” Carter said, desperately concerned.


Dylan and Henry both seemed to gaze out into the scope of the lake simultaneously. The quiet of the night now brought about a sense of dread and fright instead of calmness and security.


“Where is he?” Dylan said. “He is nowhere around. Just leave it alone. Whatever just happened here with Lydia must have happened to him too.”


Henry felt uneasy. Something in the air and in the essence spooked him a bit. “Let’s get off this dock.” He advised his friends.


Henry kept looking down at the waters of the clear, blue lake, thinking something may rise from the water to swallow them in.


Reluctantly, Carter listened and left with Dylan and Henry from the dock, quickly walking along the path of the wooden lake pier.


When they were back on the promenade Henry and Carter were ready to cut the evening short. Before they left Dylan made the guys swear to keep their mouths shut about what they all saw and what was said.


“Look,” Dylan had said to them. “There was nothing that we could do about what we saw. What ever happened was beyond our control. Do not tell anyone about what we saw tonight.”


Carter tied his long dirty-blond hair back in a ponytail, gathering his radio inside his bag then zipping the bag shut. “Are you freaking crazy? You need to call the police. Don’t you think Lucas and Lydia’s families have the right to know what happened to them?”


“Just wait until the bodies turn up missing,” Dylan tried to persuade. “If we report this to the police, they will be asking us all kinds of questions. They won’t believe what we tell them we saw. And my folks- we do not need attention drawn here to us at this time.”


“What if the bodies don’t turn up?” Henry said, looking far across out into the direction of the lake as the three stood across from Dylan’s family’s cottage home.


“We do not have to tell the police the details of what we saw.” Carter explained. “We can tell the police that Lydia and Lucas drowned before we were able to get to them. At least they can get a search team out here to collect the bodies from the lake and they could have a proper burial.”


Dylan sighed; his left hand placed on his waist while he ran his right hand down back through the blondish-brown strands of his head.


“No,” Dylan said firmly. “When the bodies float to the top of the lake-.”


“If they float to the top,” interrupted Henry, completely freaked out by what he saw tonight.


“If the bodies appear,” Dylan continued, “We will just let things unfold. If the bodies do not appear we just pretend that we don’t know anything about anything when Lucas and Lydia are eventually presumed missing.”


Carter shook his head, this time in disgust at Dylan. Two people just apparently died here and all he is concerned about is inconvenient disruption of his parent’s business prospects for tomorrow, the young man thought to himself.


“Man, you are sick.” Carter told Dylan. “I do not need this shit on my conscience. I don’t ever want to























