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      Martin did not believe in ghosts.

      But the young lady standing in the window of the vacant house across the street pulled at him.

      She stood there every night.

      Martin, a practical man, set out to solve a legend from 1812.

      A haunting short story from best-selling author Kathryn Kaleigh.
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      “I’m afraid I have some rather disturbing news, my dear,” Jonathan frowned and twisted his cigar stub until it lay cooling in a tattered lump.

      Ophelia noted the change to seriousness in her betrothed’s tone and turned to study his face.

      “What is it?” she asked, forgetting the sampler she had been embroidering.

      “Britain is refusing to cease its naval blockades and too many of our worthy seamen are being forced to serve on British ships.”

      He stood up and went to look out the full-length window. He stood tall and proud with his hands behind his back and his chin held high. He continued to stare and tried to put a note of courage in his voice he did not feel.

      “I must go,” he said.

      Ophelia didn’t answer. Instead, she took her time and finished the s on her Home Sweet Home sampler.

      Somehow the lump in her throat took away from the little hearts and butterflies that she’d created with hundreds of tiny stitches.

      Jonathan watched the approaching steamer until it glided out of sight, then turned to study his promised bride-to-be.

      “Ophelia…” His voice was hoarse, even to his own ears.

      She answered him then, with a calmness and determination known only to women.

      “I’ve heard much talk of this war.” She tugged too hard on the pink thread.

      It snapped.

      “When do you leave?”

      “In the morning.” Standing tall, he linked his hands behind his back.

      “So soon?” Still. No emotion in her voice.

      “I would have told you sooner, but I didn’t want to prolong the grief.”

      “I could have been prepared.” Her voice was soft and he heard a hint of pain.

      He went to her and, kneeling in front of her, took her hands in his and looked into her eyes.

      The seconds ticked slowly away. As slowly as the sluggish Ouachita River seemed to inch its way toward the Gulf of Mexico.

      But like the river, their emotions were rushing and turbulent beneath the deceptive calm.

      “I’m a sailor,” Jonathan said softly. “My father owns ships and I sail them. My country needs me.”

      She kept her gaze steady on his.

      “I understand Jonathan. You know I do….” She swallowed. “It’s just… Our wedding was to be in two weeks.”

      She blinked hard, determined not to let him see her tears of despair.

      “I want to be your wife.”

      Jonathan kissed her palms and stood up, pulling her with him. The sampler fell unnoticed to the floor as he hugged her close and held her against his chest.

      “Ophelia,” he said. “Will you wait for me?”

      She pulled back and looked into his eyes.

      All her passion for this man spilled forth to combine with his to create a web around them.

      Time stood still.

      “I will,” she answered. “wait for you forever.”
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      The wind was cold coming off the river. It was a damp chill that kept most people inside after dark. The barren oak tree limbs looked strange and misshapen in the dim moonlight.

      It was the fifth night in a row since moving into the neighborhood that Martin had noticed the motionless form in the window above.

      He turned around, looked behind the neighboring houses, and saw the gentle incline of the levy protecting Monroe from the Ouachita River.

      Martin did not like mysteries. His world moved in a realm of black and white.

      Determined to find an explanation, he went to visit a man who had lived his entire life across the street from this vacant house.

      Billy Cooper.

      Martin rang the doorbell again and pulled his coat tighter. He was about to leave when he heard shuffling and Billy yelling.

      “I’m coming. Just a minute.”

      Shortly thereafter, a hefty middle-aged man opened the door and invited him in.

      “Come in, Martin. Come in. It’s too cold to be standing outside. What are you doing out there?” Billy slapped Martin on the shoulder as they shut out the cold.

      “The wife went on up to bed,” Billy continued and motioned for Martin to take a seat.

      “How do you like your new house? I seen where you painted it. Looks real good.” He dropped into his faded green recliner.

      Martin sat on the sofa between the black cocker spaniel and an empty pizza box.

      “I can’t stay long, Billy. I just wanted to ask you about the old deserted house next to mine.”

      “Ohhh.” Billy stood up . “Now there’s a mystery if I ever heard one. But first I’ll get you a beer.”

      Billy nodded in emphasis and soon returned with a beer. Martin wiped the top off with his handkerchief before he opened the can.

      “Who is that girl?” Martin brought back the subject. “who stands upstairs looking out the window at night? She never moves. She just stands there. Staring.”

      Billy drank deeply.

      “How long have you lived in the neighborhood? Three weeks?”

      Martin nodded and Billy continued.

      “Yes sir. You’re getting broke in real fast. Say, do you get out much at night? I ain’t sure that’s such a good thing to do, Martin.”

      Martin frowned, set his beer down, and leaned forward. “I was told that old house was deserted. An old southern mansion that nobody could afford to buy and fix up. Who lives there?”

      He set his beer on the coffee table littered with empty beer cans and used paper plates.

      Billy set his own beer down, leaned back in the easy chair and studied a crack in the ceiling tile.

      “What did you see, Buddy?”

      Martin frowned again, but this was getting out of hand and he had to know.

      “Like I said. The girl. She’s not very old. With long hair. She stands up in the second story window.”

      Billy was quiet now. And very still as he listened. “Is that all?” he asked, his voice hushed.

      “There’s a light behind her. It must be from another room because it’s like a faint glow.” Martin paused, but Billy didn’t respond. “Who is she?”

      “Her name’s said to be Ophelia.”

      “You don’t know?” Martin was getting frustrated now.

      “According to legend, her name’s Ophelia.”

      Martin let the legend part go unnoticed for the moment.

      “What is she looking at?” he asked.

      “They say she’s watching for Jonathan.” Billy spoke softly.

      “Who the hell is Jonathan?”

      “Look Martin,” Billy said. “It’s late and I don’t think you’ll want to sit here while I recount an old legend that I don’t think you’re ready for.

      Martin picked up his beer. Sipped. then he leaned back on the sofa and stretched out his long legs. He was prepared to stay until he had an answer.

      “Ok, Billy. Let’s have it. Out with it.”

      Billy sat up in his chair, then leaned back and promptly sat up again.

      “Jonathan was supposed to be Ophelia’s lover. They say she’s waiting for him.”

      “Where is he?”

      “He went to the war.”

      Martin took a deep breath. Closed his eyes for a moment, then tried to disguise a scowl which turned out to be an odd cross between a look of sickness and a smile.

      “Ok,” he said. “So he’s off to fight in a war. Who knows what war, but a war. Why is she just waiting?”

      “The story says she promised.”

      “Billy. Just tell me the story—or legend—or whatever it is you’re talking about.”

      Billy looked at his watch, popped another beer can, and proceeded to tell his new neighbor the old tale he’d heard since he was a kid.

      “They say Jonathan went to fight in the war of 1812.” Billy ignored the quizzical look he was getting and continued.

      “Jonathan and Ophelia were supposed to get married. But he had to go fight. She promised to wait for him to return.”

      Billy rubbed his hand over his chin. “But he never came back.”

      “He jilted her?” Martin asked.

      “No,” Billy said, his expression grim. “He died. I think maybe it was the Battle of Lake Erie up north—or something—in the fall of 1812.”

      Martin took another sip of beer. “So… that’s interesting, but who’s staying in the deserted house?”

      Billy groaned and leaned forward, shaking his head. “This is why we don’t tell people. I told you. Nobody. The girl is Ophelia.”

      “But that can’t be,” Martin said, setting his beer down again. He’d lost what little taste he had for it.

      “She would be dead by now. Really. What is the girl doing in the house?”

      “Exactly. She’d waiting. Just like she promised. When she heard that Jonathan had been killed, she locked herself in that room and
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