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Some houses don’t just remember the dead – they keep them.

Hadlow House has stood silent for years, untouched since the night tragedy struck its first owner. Now a new family arrives, hoping to make the grand old house their home. But something else is already waiting within its walls – something that never left.

At first, life at Hadlow House feels like a dream. But dreams can rot. Whispers slip through the cracks. Cold spots linger too long. And the voices – faint, pleading, angry – are growing louder. Are they warnings? Or invitations?

As the past begins to bleed into the present, the new inhabitants find themselves caught in a centuries-old web of secrets and sorrow. And Hadlow House? It’s not done taking.

1722 is the chilling second instalment in The Haunting of Hadlow House, a gothic horror saga that traces the terrifying legacy of one house through the centuries. Every generation has its ghosts. Some never leave.

Readers are encouraged to begin with book one in the series, in order to experience the full haunting from the beginning.
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Prologue
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The house stood empty and quiet, as it had stood empty and quiet now for more than three decades.

As late afternoon light streamed through a window, bringing with it the shadows of bushes and trees outside, the old study revealed layers of dust covering every surface. No living thing had entered this house for many years, not so much as a fly had breached any of the rooms, and the only sound came from the rustling of the nearby forest. Somewhere in the distance a crow called out, swiftly answered by another, but these sounds of life could have come from another world. This was a house that – having been sealed for so long – seemed now to almost exist in another world.

Up on the landing, more dust drifted through a shaft of sunlight that had broken through another window. Here too the house remained deserted, save for one thing. At the top of the stairs, on the curve of the banister, there rested one pale hand.
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Chapter One
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17th March 1722...

The streets of London were cacophonous, filled with the sound of carriages and voices and the bustle of trade. Anyone watching from afar would be unable to pick out much order in this chaos and would instead see a streaming mass of people and horses rushing in every conceivable direction, pushing against the walls of buildings as if to test just how far they might shift.

Somewhere in this hysterical crowd, one particular man threaded his way between heaving bodies. Unlike many of those around him, Samuel Butler knew exactly where he was going.
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“He doesn't even speak English,” Toby Wallace murmured as he sat at his desk in the office of Saville and Wallace, a few streets back from The Strand. “Can you comprehend that? We have a king on the throne who doesn't even speak our language!”

“This is what we fought for, apparently,” Samuel pointed out. “Better a foreigner than a Catholic, or at least that's what I was told.”

“Meanwhile the population has become overrun by a craze for vice and debauchery,” Toby continued, sighing for what must have been the hundredth time since he'd sat down. He turned and looked over at the nearest window, as if searching for confirmation of his fears. “Great rivers of ale and gin run through parts of this city, turning the faces of our workers red and puffy. How are we still to be considered a serious country? How are we to be considered a force? Why, have we not invited our own invasion?”

“I do not mean to change the subject,” Samuel replied, “but I confess that I am anxious to learn more of this prospect you mentioned. In your letter of last Tuesday, you suggested that a position might have opened up beyond the city.”

“Indeed,” Toby said, nodding sagely before looking down at the documents spread out across his desk. “It is exceedingly rare for something like this to occur, but a chance has come up for a good man to oversee the transformation of some land. Have you ever heard of Cobblefield?”

“Should I have?”

“Not really. It's a village down in Kent. Anyway, the long and the short of it is, my company has come into possession of a tract of land that might be suitable for any of a number of purposes. The area is rather underdeveloped, as these countryside locations tend to be. Ordinarily I would not go to such extremes in my attempt to turn the place around, save for two factors that make this particular situation different. First, I foresee the potential for a rather healthy financial return. And second, by the grace of God, this land comes with a property.”

“Oh?” Samuel shifted in his seat. “What kind of property?”

“Well, there's a house there,” Toby told him. “I haven't seen it myself, but by all accounts it's fairly new, it was built thirty or so years ago by someone who then rather lost the plot. Literally and figuratively. So, you see, if you were to move your young family down there, you would have ample lodgings and the deed would be passed to you, and you would be able to pass it on later to your own family.”

“I see,” Samuel replied. “And this house...”

“It's a short way outside the village,” Toby warned him, “which is a fact that comes with positives as well as negatives. You would be away from the bad influences of the world, which I know concerns you as a father. Then again, your walk to church each Sunday would be a little longer than you might be used to.” He paused, watching Samuel's face carefully for any sign of a reaction. “But you would be going to church, I assume?”

“The thought of not doing so,” Samuel told him, “never crossed my mind.”

“Then it would seem to me that there is an arrangement to be made here,” Toby said, allowing himself as much of a smile as ever crossed his face. “What do you think, young man? Are you up for a change of scenery?”
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“And what kind of house is it, exactly?” Rose asked as she turned to her husband.

“I suppose it's a house like any other,” Samuel replied, standing in the cramped kitchen of their little home in the north of London. “It must surely consist of walls and floors and a roof. And windows too, I'd wager.”

“Don't try to be smart with me,” she said sceptically. “If you're proposing to move us all down to Kent, then I want to know what we're getting ourselves into. Toby Wallace is widely regarded as one of the most miserly men in all of the country, so why is he letting us move to this house without charging us any rent?”

“Well, I'd be undertaking certain work for his company,” Samuel told her, “and in return, as well as a salary, he has offered us the house. With the understanding that I shall be responsible for certain improvement works, of course.” He paused, before stepping over to her and placing a hand on the side of her arm. “This is what I have wanted for our family for many years now,” he continued. “London is changing, Rose, and I worry that it is no place to raise a family. Meanwhile, I myself am in my forty-fifth year and I confess that I tire of so much hubbub and madness. Do you not feel the same way?”

He waited, but at first Rose seemed reluctant to reply.

“It's the smell that gets me,” she said.

“The smell?”

“Oh, it stinks!” she continued, her eyes open wide with horror. “You must have noticed, Samuel! Have I not commented on this before? The more people flood into this city, the worse the stench, and I can only imagine that it is going to get much worse. But how can anyone tolerate such a thing? Is it not possible that in another decade or two, men will start to drop dead because of the wretched stench of one another?”

“You might have a point.”

“I do not believe that people are supposed to live in this manner,” she continued. “Everyone is rushing about, bumping into one another, and I fear that soon we shall run out of air! When so many men are standing shoulder to shoulder, how can we be sure that there will be enough air for all of them? Why, I feel a man could suffocate outdoors, purely because those around him are breathing the air that he needs! That could happen to you!”

“It will not,” he replied, “but this is all the more reason for us to take Toby Wallace up on his generous offer. We can start afresh, Rose, and build new lives in the beautiful, bucolic English countryside. I know we've both heard some rotten things about Kent, but it can't be as bad as people say, especially inland. It's not as if we'll be in any of the rougher seaside towns like Dover or Deal or Crowford. We'll be far from all of that, and we can start our lives afresh.” He waited for her answer. “Please, Rose,” he added. “I could insist, but instead I will only make this decision if you agree. Wallace thought me a fool for that decision, but I cannot help myself.”

Rose opened her mouth to reply, but for a few seconds she seemed genuinely undecided.

“This house had better be habitable,” she warned him. “If we get there and find that it's a pigsty, I won't let you hear the end of it.”

“That won't happen, I promise,” he told her. “So you agree?”

“I agree,” she replied, “although I fear that this will not be as easy a change as you're suggesting. For one thing, we have both lived in the city all our lives, we are not accustomed to life out there in the countryside with all that mud and rain and... insects. There will be insects, will there not? And sheep?”

“There might well be,” he told her, “but I shall do my best to guard you from them.”

“And then there is the other matter,” she said. “After all, it is not merely you and I who must deal with this change. There is also -”

In that instant, the back door opened and a younger girl walked in, barely in her early twenties and covered from head to toe in soot.

“That is no job for a woman!” she protested as she set her basket down. “I was laughed at by all the boys on the street!” She wiped some of the soot away from her face, and then she furrowed her brow as she saw the smiles on the faces of her parents. “What?” she added. “Why are you looking at me in that manner?”
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Chapter Two
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“Where is everyone?” Patience asked several weeks later, as she walked with her parents along the country lane that led out of Cobblefield. Looking around, she saw only rolling fields. “Is something wrong? Why are there no people out here?”

“You saw people in the village,” Samuel called back to her. “You saw their houses, and their inn, and the shops that some of them run. You saw them getting on with their daily tasks. They live there, and then the fields are where they keep their livestock and grow their crops.”

“So all this land is empty?”

“It's not empty,” he replied. “It's just being used differently. And without places like this, our cities would be even worse, for we would receive none of the crops that are being grown in places such as Cobblefield.”

“But it's so quiet,” Patience pointed out. “I think this is the first time in my life, at least as far as I remember, that I don't hear voices shouting at one another. In fact, I think my ears are still ringing with the din of London.”

“That will fade,” her mother told her. “At least, I hope it will, for I hear the same thing. A kind of echo that still will not go away, reminding me that London is still out there somewhere, albeit all those many miles away.”

“How many miles are we from London?” Patience asked her father. “Is it more than ten?”

“I believe it is more than fifty,” he told her.

“More than fifty?” This news clearly surprised her, and she walked along in silence as she tried to comprehend this fact. “I suppose that explains why I can no longer hear any of it.”

“We have arrived,” Samuel said, stopping at the point where a rough road branches off from the lane, heading into the forest. “Our new home is at the end of this route, somewhere beyond those trees. By my reckoning, we only have another half hour to walk before we reach it.” He turned first to his daughter, and then to his wife. “Are you not beside yourselves with excitement?”

“I'm beside myself with dread at the thought of how dirty the place must be,” Rose said, rolling her eyes before setting off past him. “Come along, there's no point dawdling. Let us set eyes upon the place!”
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The journey took more like three-quarters of an hour, but finally they reached their destination. Emerging from the forest path at the edge of a small river, the three of them stopped as soon as they spotted the low-walled garden with its arched metal sign, and the house itself a little way further off.

“Hadlow House,” Patience whispered, taking a step forward as she looked up at the sign. “Hadlow?”

She turned to her father.

“Who or what is Hadlow?”

“The man who had the house built, I would assume,” Samuel replied, making his way over to join her and then looking all around. “It is much as Toby Wallace described it. There is the big old oak tree he told me we would find, and over there is the actual house, which certainly looks strong and sturdy enough. Indeed, I was expecting something more ramshackle, so I might even venture to say that I am pleasantly surprised.”

“There's a lot of mud,” Patience pointed out, looking down at her feet briefly before glancing toward the river. “That thing doesn't look very fresh. I can't imagine that many fish enjoy swimming in such murky water.”

“There's time to fix all of that and more,” Samuel replied, placing a hand on her shoulder and making a point of taking a big, deep breath. “I see great potential here, although there will be a lot of work to do first. I shall start by familiarising myself with the house and its grounds, so that I might determine where best to start. Patience, you are about to see a very different side of your father. I am going to be working much more with my hands and generally getting dirty in a very practical manner.”

“It's so cold here,” she told him. “The trees seem to shield much of the house from the sun, and there's a stillness that seems born of that.”

She looked toward the oak tree.

“There's an atmosphere here, too,” she added. “It's unlike anything I have ever felt before, but I feel as if this entire clearing is...”

She paused, struggling to think of the right phrase, before turning to her father again.

“Holding its breath,” she suggested. “Does that make any sense at all?”

“You are merely struggling to adapt to life outside the city.”

“I don't think it's that,” she replied. “Father, I know how important this is to you, but I feel as if there is something untoward here. Something that should not be. I don't know how to explain that sensation, it's just something in my bones. I thought that coming out to the English countryside would make the world feel natural again, certainly more natural than the filth of London, but instead I am gripped by an incomparable strangeness.”

“That's the spirit,” he chuckled, patting her on the back before stepping over to the gate and pulling it open, causing the hinges to creak loudly. “You are alive to the change that we are experiencing, and that can only be a good thing. I think you're going to love living out here, Patience. Once you get used to the place, you're going to wonder how any of us ever survived in London at all!”

Patience opened her mouth to ask more questions, but her father was already marching away and she quickly reasoned that there was no point trying to temper his enthusiasm. She turned as her mother wandered over to join her; she could already tell that her mother did not share her father's excitement at the vast scale of the challenge that lay before them all.

“Do you feel it?” Patience asked. “Am I imagining things? Am I being a fool? Mother, tell me honestly, does this place feel natural to you?”

“Nothing feels natural to me these days. I fear I have enough dirt from the city hiding in me, to last for a very long time indeed.” Nothing about her face suggested that she was overly excited about what she saw. “It's more isolated than I expected, and you're right that it's rather cold. I must speak to your father about possibly having some of those trees taken down so that we get more sunlight here. And as for that river, I must warn you not to go into it, for it appears to be rather dirty.”

“That is what I thought,” Patience told her. “I suppose we must trust Father, though. He always knows what he's doing.”

“I don't see that we have very much choice,” Rose said, as she saw her husband examining the old oak tree more closely. “Those men'll be up from the village soon with our things, so we'd best get ourselves ready. There'll be a lot of work to do as we settle in, and I'm afraid I'll need your help.” She began to make her way toward the gate. “In my experience, a house like this is capable of throwing up some real surprises.”

Left standing alone, Patience knew that she should follow her parents, yet instead she chose to hang back. For some reason that she couldn't quite determine, she felt strangely reluctant to go anywhere near the actual house itself. She looked at the building's dark windows, and although she saw no sign of anyone inside she still couldn't shake the feeling that she was in some way being watched. She told herself to put such foolish ideas out of her mind, and she had certainly never before entertained such strange ideas, yet the sensation persisted and – if anything – began to grow more and more prominent in her mind, until she caught herself checking the same windows repeatedly in order to search for a face.

“Patience!” Rose called out, waving at her. “Come along! For better or for worse, it's time to take a look inside this place!”

“It's a big house!” Samuel shouted. “You're going to love it!”

“I'm sure,” Patience said uncertainly, before setting off after them.

She told herself that all her fears were unfounded. Still, she couldn't shake a growing sense of unease as she passed under the metal arch and stepped for the first time into the grounds of Hadlow House.
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Chapter Three
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“There's so much more room than we're used to!” Samuel called out excitedly from somewhere far off in the house. “Rose, do you see how big this place is? I dare believe that one could swing a cat in here and not hit any of the walls!”

With her parents having gone on ahead to explore Hadlow House, Patience stepped more cautiously into the hallway. She was immediately struck by the cold, slightly damp air, and by the smell of dust mixed with wood. Stopping to look down at a table by the wall, she ran a fingertip against the surface and found that there was a thick layer of dust. She walked over to the foot of the stairs and looked through an open door, and she was surprised to see that the next room was filled with a healthy amount of furniture. A desk was over by the window, there were books on the shelves and a chair had been left in the corner. Until that moment, she had not considered the possibility that the house's previous owners might have left behind any of their possessions.

“How strange,” she said, before turning and looking up the stairs.

Somehow the landing above held a particularly ominous presence, and Patience had to admit that she felt no great desire to go up there. Indeed, the entire house somehow was even stiller and quieter than it had seemed from outside, to the extent that it felt less like a home and more like a graveyard. Stepping over to another door, Patience looked through and saw what appeared to be some kind of sitting room. She made her way to the fireplace and reached down to touch the metal in the hearth, which of course turned out to be entirely cold. At least the hearth had been cleaned, which she supposed meant that there was one less job that had been left needing to be done.

“What do you think?”

Turning, she saw a silhouetted figure in the doorway. The room was too gloomy for her to make out any features, but her eyes adjusted to the darkness and she saw her father smiling at her.

“Isn't it magnificent?” he continued, stepping into the room, his shoes tapping loudly against the exposed wooden floorboards. “I confess that I was careful to not oversell the prospect to you and your mother, but I scarcely believe that I need to show such restraint. Is this house not a completely different world to our stuffy, tiny home back in London?”

“It is certainly unlike anything I have ever seen before,” she admitted, struggling to come up with much enthusiasm. “I confess that the countryside is not quite how I imagined.”

“Your mother is already complaining about the dust,” he said, lowering his voice, “and I understand such a sentiment, but I believe it is important to look beyond the immediate state of the place. Think of how it can be once we have turned it into our own.”

“It's not our own, though, is it?” Patience replied. “Can this Mr. Wallace gentleman throw us out whenever he wishes?”

“I have secured a one-hundred-year lease,” he explained, “that can be easily extended by those who come after us. Really, there is no need to worry in that regard.”

“Those are generous terms,” she said, stepping past him and heading to the window. Looking outside, she saw the front garden and the oak tree. “One cannot help but wonder why such generosity has been advanced. Father, exactly how long has this house stood empty?”

“Three decades. Perhaps slightly longer.”

“Why?”

“I'm not sure what you mean.”

She turned to him.

“Why has it stood empty?” she asked. “It is indeed a fine house, as you yourself have noted, and the position near the edge of the village is excellent. So why has such a house been left unoccupied for all these years?”

“I'm not sure that I recall,” he said, a little unconvincingly. “That doesn't really matter now, though, does it? What matters is that we are here, and that we are going to turn it into our home. Why, it remains Hadlow House for now, but I wouldn't even mind asking Mr. Wallace eventually if we might change the name to Butler House. Don't you think that sounds fun?”

“I fear you are getting ahead of yourself, as usual,” she countered.

“If I am,” he replied, “it is only because I am glad that we have escaped the madness of London. That place is only going to become busier and more overwhelming as time goes on.” He paused, before walking over to her. “You don't really mind leaving the city, Patience, do you? You were always complaining about the dirt.”

“That I was,” she admitted. “There is dirt here too, of course. But it's different dirt, and perhaps not so harmful.” She could tell that her father was seeking reassurance, so she leaned up and kissed him on the cheek. “Thank you for arranging for us to move here,” she said, even though she still had her reservations. “I am sure that eventually we shall all mark the change as a great success.”
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“It's a good-sized kitchen, and that much is certain,” Rose said a short while later, as she sorted through some old pans that she'd found in one of the storage rooms. “Almost too big for me, I'd wager, but let's not tell your father about that. I shall just have to up my game.”

“I can't get over how much room there is,” Patience replied as she leaned into what appeared to be some sort of pantry. There was even another door at the far end, no doubt leading into yet more storage space. “How can just three of us rattle around in such a house? There is room for five times as many people!”

“Oh, we'll fill it up, alright,” Rose called through to her. “Especially your father. Once he gets to work, he'll have all sorts of things dragged up here.”

“I'm sure you're right,” Patience said as she looked at the empty shelves in the old pantry. She felt as if the room was somehow staring back at her, but she quickly put such thoughts from her mind and headed back into the kitchen. “I still don't entirely understand Father's work here. What exactly does this Mr. Wallace gentleman want him to do?”

“Your father is to oversee the land and other interests of some people in London,” Rose explained. “Beyond that, I confess that I too struggle to quite define the detail, but I'm sure he'll be busy. I hope so, at least, for I really can't handle having him running around the place and getting in my way.”

She turned to her daughter.

“Which means, by the way,” she added, “that you shall have to pull your weight. You won't have as much free time as you're used to.”

“I do not recall living a life of leisure in London,” Patience replied, raising a sceptical eyebrow.

“Nevertheless, things will be different now that we live in such a big house,” her mother continued, turning to attend once more to the pans.

Patience rolled her eyes.

“And there's no need to roll your eyes at me,” Rose added.

“How did you even know?” Patience protested before spotting her mother's smiling face reflected in the window. “You don't need to talk to me as if I'm a child,” she continued
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