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The Haunted Boathouse

Chapter One Inside The Manor

One early fall morning on October 15th 1980 a family disappeared without a trace. The family were fairly new to the area. David and Kim and their small daughter Jill acquired the large home under unusual circumstances. Authorities searched the surrounding area with no leads. The days turned into years as one of the area’s residents knew what had happened to the family. The house remained unoccupied as it became a time capsule. 

David and Kim saw the property listed and had to take a tour of this beautiful victorian style manor. The realtor nervously spoke on the phone and gave directions to the manor. As the couple arrived, the huge iron gates had to be unlocked. The realtor drove up alongside of their vehicle, nervously exiting her vehicle. Are you ok, David asked the realtor? I am fine, why? Well, to be honest, the few times we spoke, you seemed overwhelmingly nervous. 

I have to discuss something with you regarding the manor. There was a tragic event that happened there long ago. What kind of event, David asked? A family had been murdered in the manor and the murderer was never found. Kim overheard the conversation and yelled out oh my god, David. That’s crazy, I would rather not see it now! Kim just looks at this place, we could never live in such a large house. Please just look, tragedies do not stay with a property. 

As the group walked to the main entrance to the manor, Kim was almost in a trance over the sheer beauty of this place. How could something so beautiful be so bad? Oh, wow Kim look at the double staircase it is solid marble. As I stood in this grand entrance, I was intoxicated by the detail of this beautiful manor. I will leave the keys with you and wait outside. I just need some fresh air, the realtor explained. We walked the grand staircase to the upper level of the rooms, the air smelled stale as I opened the windows. Why did you open the windows, David? We are buying this house anyway, Kim. What do you think, I am in all and would love this house? 

Where’s Jill, she was just behind us. Jill, where are you, I bellowed out loudly! As I peered out the window, Jill was walking down toward what seemed to be an old boathouse. Stop, Jill, we are coming down! I darted down the staircase and out the back door towards the boat house. Jill appeared to be speaking to someone. Baby, who are you talking to? Robert, he is a little boy that used to live here long ago. There’s no one their Jill! Robert said he wants us to live here forever. Oh, Jill! Why would he say that? Daddy he said he has been lonely for a long time and has no one to play with if we live here I can play with him.

As we walked away, Jill stared behind us and waved. The realtor was chain-smoking outside. We will make an offer on the manor. What are you sure? Absolutely. You still want this house after I told you what happened here? The past is the past and that is all. Then let’s sit in the parlor and fill the documents out. My wife came down the grand staircase as if she were a millionaire. Her smile permanently etched on her face. Are we buying today? Yes, are you ready? I feel as if I have lived here before. Papers signed and in hand, the realtor did not even say thank you or goodbye as she fled the manor. 

The evening sun slowly turned into night. Walking into the kitchen, a cold breeze went through me quickly. I stopped to catch my breath that was taken away. Daddy, are you ok? Robert, what are you doing, I yelled! He is sorry he scared you, daddy. We sat down in the kitchen as dad caught his breath. Well, let’s try to cook our dinner, honey. As I went to light the gas stove. No, don’t try to light it! Why did I ask? Robert said something's wrong with the gas line to the house. I shut the gas off and opened the window.

Let’s go to bed it’s late honey, thank you, Robert, Jill quietly spoke. The next morning, I called the local gas company to investigate the gas line. As the investigation of the gas line began, the worker said Oh my god you could have been killed! What are you talking about? There is a small leak inside the wall. You did not try to light this, I hope? I did last night, not knowing. You and your family would have been killed by the explosion. I dared not tell the man of Robert's warning. 

The man told us all to leave the manor until the repair was done on the line behind the wall. Looking into the manor. I saw what seemed to be a little boy dressed in Victorian era clothing. Do you see him standing right inside the entrance way, daddy? I do honey is that Robert, yes that’s him daddy. He actually saved our lives, didn’t he. It appears that way, Jill. Don’t tell mommy about Robert, ok. Ok, daddy I won't, it will be our secret.

As the worker finished the repair, he stated we are fine now. You are welcome, what did you say. The little girl said thank you. Jill looked at the worker with a blank stare. The worker walked to his truck, staring back at the manor. What are you doing? What, daddy, are you playing games with that poor man? No, daddy was another little girl's voice, not mine. What? I think her name is Lillian daddy. She is Robert's sister. Oh, Jill! This is getting too much now. Daddy doesn't make here mad, she is not like Robert. You shut up, what did you just say, Jill. She asked me to be quit. I don’t like her daddy, she is not nice. Let’s go, a strange feeling came over me as we reentered the manor.

A scream echoed out loudly, Kim, are you ok, what happened? Someone pushed me down to the floor. You are always playing games too much, Jill, why did you do that to me? It was not her Kim, she was with me when you screamed. What is going on? It's late, maybe we are tired. Let’s go to bed now. How can I, the kitchen is a mess, dish everywhere? We will take care of it tomorrow, ok? Fine, let’s just get some rest. 

The next morning, as I woke, I heard sounds coming from what appeared to be the kitchen. Descending the staircase, I saw the image of the little boy exiting the other entrance to the kitchen. I did not know you got back up and cleaned the kitchen, David. It’s ok honey, I did not want you to work so hard. I did not clean the kitchen but dared not tell her who or whom it was.

While making eggs for breakfast, as I turned to get a spoon, the fiery glow of Lillian eyes cut through my soul like a burning dagger. No movement came from her, just the piercing stare. Stand your ground David played through my mind over and over, you have to gain control over your home. You don’t scare me, Lillian, and you have no hold over me. Suddenly, the figure turned into a fine mist. Feeling her present momentarily chilled me to the bone. Why is this intense anger coming from a beautiful young girl? I have done nothing to antagonize this.

The manor felt darker than normal, the air was denser with a strange sweet scent in the air hanging over us like a cloak. The evening seemed to move slowly into night. There was very little conversation at the dinner table this night, My wife appeared almost silent as she stared around the walls of the manor. I have not seen any more images of Lillian, and hope for my family’s sake I never do. 

Sunlight beamed through my window like a bright lantern into the heavens. Hearing the soft chattering of my daughter Jill, laying in the grass in the backyard. Who are you talking to, dear? I am laughing with Robert, he is so funny, daddy. As I turn to walk away, wait, daddy Robert is saying watch out, Lillian is furious with you. What, why is she so angry? She is saying she is sickened with you because you gallivant around in this manner as if nothing happened here.

I yell out, Lillian, what do you want from me? Wait, she said she is tired of your arrogance. She will speak to you on her terms and not yours. What does that mean? When the time is right, she will show you what evil has fallen on this manor, and it’s stain with forever be tainted deep into its walls. You have the choice to leave here now and never return. I am trapped here for eternity. 

As I lay in bed trying to forget about Lillian and what may have happened to her behinds these walls, a sense of deep curiosity came over me, perhaps I can somehow help her spirit rest. My eyes partially closed, I have quickly seen the image of Lillian’s figure lightly against the stone walls. Shutting my eyes, only to feel her presence drawing closer to me as I lay. You foolish man you have no idea how much danger you are being here with us in the manor. Laughing, why can’t you leave us in peace, Lillian. I will perhaps leave you in peace after you take off the curse of this place. I bid you fair-well this evening, sir. 

Walking the grounds as my daughter dances around me brings memories of easier times. She laughter fills the air as we walk towards the old boathouse. Suddenly, Jill stops in place and stares at the boathouse, as I walk to her, I ask, why are you shaking? I am an afraid daddy. I don’t like the boat house. Sweeping her off the ground to carry her back to the manor I
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