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The Haunted Yellow Rose

I was almost eighteen when my parents and I
moved into the house on Mendel Street at the beginning of that
autumn. It was a splendid season as the air turned crisp amidst the
beautiful gold and red colors that adorned the trees circling our
new house. The house was a nice two-story house with a big back
yard that afforded me plenty of space to wander around in, both
mentally, emotionally, and physically.

A wonderfully aged grayish-reddish small
wooden picnic table strategically placed under a tall stately
willow tree served as my desk where I could eat, read, relax, or
whatever, as I contemplated the world around me. I’ll admit that I
tended to be a bit introverted and contemplative at that age.

The new house wasn’t far from our old
neighborhood and house, a small rambler, just a few blocks away, so
I didn’t have too much emotional adjusting to do. I attended the
same school and my friends were still the same ones I had grown up
with, but somehow it was different.

Our neighbors to our left, Jean and Ned
Fenton, were a nice couple that my parents quickly befriended
almost as soon as we had moved in. They had a nice backyard too and
our families would exchange visits on occasions for fall backyard
barbecues, or just to watch TV. They had no kids so sometimes I
felt like the odd person in the group.

It was on one of those visits, a late
Saturday afternoon only three weeks after we had moved in, while
everyone was inside, that I wandered out to my refuge under the
willow tree. It was then that it happened.

Unlike the house that the Fentons occupied
with its happy boisterous atmosphere, the house on our other side
had always been quiet--a deserted almost sad aura hung over the
place, which immediately separated it from its nearby brick
brethren.

As I sat at the picnic table, not thinking of
anything in particular, just feeling restful and tired after my
mother’s satisfying meal, my gazed shifted to the large sliding
glass door at the back of the mysterious house. Lacy curtains drawn
across the glass doors had always obscured any view inside before,
but now those curtains had been drawn back and I had a clear view
inside to a pristine looking kitchen.

A young woman sat alone at the kitchen table,
sipping coffee. She was attractive, slender with auburn hair and
must have been in her early thirties. I could see she was dressed
in a pale yellow summer dress.

For a moment as I watched her I felt as if I
had invaded her space and the aura which hung over the house.
Perhaps I should look away, I thought, but I had caught sight of
her and there was no harm in gazing a little longer I thought.

My view gave me an unobstructed view of the
kitchen table upon which sat a clear crystal vase with a peculiar
but beautiful yellow colored rose in it. The woman with the auburn
hair contemplated the rose as she slowly sipped her coffee. Then as
if prompted by some invisible force, which had reached out from
high above the aura that protected the house, she rose and slowly
slid out the yellow colored rose from its crystal vessel and
caressed it momentarily, with eyes closed.

Motionless for a few seconds, she snapped out
of her statue-like state and turned to the counter behind her to
get something. When she had turned back, I could see she had tissue
paper in her hand. The woman placed the paper down on the table and
carefully laid the rose in it, wrapping the tissue paper delicately
around it as if she were going to send it off somewhere.

With the task completed, she lifted the
wrapped rose up gently and walked toward the sliding door and
opened it. She froze temporarily as she caught sight of me looking
at her. I did not turn away though as I locked onto her green eyes.
A half-smile registered on her face. She turned away from me, then
stepped out into back yard walking slowly but deliberately onto the
patchy green turf, her pale yellow summer dress catching the cool
autumn breeze as she walked, causing the hem of her dress to billow
out.

I knew that she was aware of me still
watching her but it didn’t stop her. With the rose carefully
wrapped in the tissue paper she walked toward the center of the
yard where she came to a stop at a small stone bird fountain. She
knelt down and leaned the rose against the base of the fountain,
then stood up. And there she stood motionless, just contemplating
that carefully wrapped yellow colored rose, the breeze still gently
playing with the hem of her dress.

Then that same invisible force reached out
again, this time toward me. I slowly rose from the table where I
had been watching her, and walked across my yard into hers and
joined her at her side, starring down at the wrapped rose.

“I’ve never seen such a pretty rose,” I said,
remembering what it had looked like before she had wrapped it, and
not even bothering to introduce myself.

Her gaze never left the rose and she seemed
unperturbed that her quiet interlude had been interrupted by me.
“You’re the boy next door who likes to sit at the picnic table,”
she said quietly without even turning toward me.

“Yes, I‘m Billy Stranson. My mother calls me
William but I prefer Billy. What’s your name? I’ve never seen you
before.”

This time she turned slowly to face me. She
had the prettiest green eyes I had ever seen. “It’s Mandy,” she
said. She studied me for a moment then turned briefly toward the
picnic table. “Why do like to sit at that table?” she asked
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