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Beckoning Bonneyville Mill 

 By RoseMary McDaniel, a.k.a. Amy Hayle

 

“So you want to know about the spooks hereabouts, do you?” the
old man asked, a grin exposing his crooked teeth that glimmered in
the flicking light of the campfire.

Seven heads nodded, eyes wide, attention focused on the gaunt
figure that stood before them. All, but one out of the eight boys
in the Scout troop sat cross-legged on the ground around the fire.
Joey stood slightly apart from the group, one foot bent behind him
against a tree.

Mrs. Carroll, the leader of the troop, one her son Trevor and
another her nephew Cody, sat nearby on a folding chair. Even she,
famous for championing the underdog had nearly given up on Joey. He
didn’t express interest in anything, or actively participate in the
group. Still, she let him come to the meetings, as long as he
didn’t bother the others.

She wasn’t sure how he even got to the meetings, since he lived
somewhere out in the country and didn’t seem to have
transportation. But sure as clockwork, come meeting time, Joey
showed up, to sit silent and uninvolved. Tonightʼs Halloween
hayride/campfire session had been highly anticipated by all the
others, and Mrs. Carroll wasn't really surprised to see Joey arrive
at the little white schoolhouse on the grounds of the old mill park
where the meetings were held. He got there just in time to climb
aboard the hay wagon at the last minute for the ride through the
beautiful Fruithills near the park. Now that the ride was over,
they'd gathered for the campfire stories.

She turned her attention back to the storyteller as he began his
tale. She didn't know where her husband Jim had found him, but he
fit the part perfectly.

“Some say this here millʼs got a destiny tied to the name of
some former owners of this place. Blood was their surname and blood
marks the spot of this old place. From the time of old Bonney the
scoundrel who build the place, itʼs been a spot to urge your horse
right on past during the dark of the night. Nobody knows all the
secrets this place holds, but when the mist rises off the mill race
and the moon crests over the roof top, if you see a candle flame in
the third floor window, donʼt let the beckoning light tempt you to
stop.”

The old man turned to glance at the mill behind him, and the
heads of the seated scouts and their leader turned to glance upward
where a tiny light flickered in the darkness. Mrs. Carroll smiled
to herself. This guy was good.

“This be sacred ground to the Indians,” intoned the old man,
starting up again. “And the likes of Edward Bonney and his crew who
built this mill took what wasn't rightly theirs. Came down from
Ohio way to help build the Erie Canal, he did, and called this
place Bonneyville Mill to honor hisself and his exploits, no doubt.
What he was supposed to do was grind grain for the folks around
here, but what he really did was use this place as a coverup for
his dirty deeds. Still might be coins buried over there where his
house stood, on cursed ground,” he said, waving his hand toward
some ruins that were shadowed high against the sky across the
graveled road.

“All fake, they was. No good to spend, but spend ʻem he did.
Outlaws, they was, him and his gang. And they hightailed it out of
here just whiskers ahead of the law. He abandoned the mill and all
his high falutin' plans for building his own town. But he sure left
the spooks behind.”

The old man stopped speaking and reached behind him for a gas
lantern that he lit and held before him. “Now we go to the scene of
the crime,” he announced and started off toward the darkened
mill. 

He didn't look to see if they were coming, and it took a few
seconds for Mrs. Carroll to urge the scouts to follow him. She
turned to look for Joey, but he was gone. Once they had all reached
the stairway that led down into the lower level of the mill, he
spoke again, raising his voice over the rushing water that flowed
along the side.

“This old girl,” he said, referring to the mill, “is all gussied
up for company more than half the year, so the visitors can see how
the old time folks used to get their grain made fit for bakinʼ, and
today tourists buy little sacks of it to take home. Ainʼt no ghosts
around then, but once the crew clears out and sheʼs shut down for
the winter, thatʼs when the spooks claim the place. I know, cause
Iʼve seen ʻem myself.”

He opened the door, propped it wide and proceeded to enter the
cool musty place. Mrs. Carroll motioned the scouts to follow and
closed the door behind her.

“This is where Jimmy hangs out,” the old man said, stopping in
front of a large shaped stone. “He worked down here, tending to the
grinding stones. Well, when he got finished one day, he got
careless and one of them stones rolled clean on top of him and
crushed him like an ear of corn. Jimmy, when he comes around now,
heʼs not a real friendly cuss, hates anybody too close to his
millstones."

The scouts took an involuntary step backwards, but the man was
already on the move toward the stairs that led up to the next
floor.

“Hereʼs where old Flo went crazy and took an axe to her husband
the miller one afternoon, 'cause she thought he was doing her
wrong,” he said. He held his lantern over the counter where sacks
of Bonneyville brand flour were stacked for sale, next to a large
old fashioned cash register, and then shone it on the floor
nearby.

“See this big old stain down here? Thatʼs left from all the
blood when his head came clean off and dropped on top aʼhere.” He
grinned and went on. “Flo and her hubby have both been seen here,
ʻcept he ain't got a head.”

Not waiting for a reaction from the group, the old man headed
off toward the  sets of stairs that led up to the top floor.
He turned and grinned again. “Hereʼs the best of all,” he said and
went up the darkened steps. He kept going past the second floor,
all the way to the third. Once on the third floor, there was no
sign of the candle flame nor the candle that would have been the
source of it. Nothing at all sat in front of the large floor to
ceiling window that was covered with a flimsy homemade screen.

"Here's where a girl named Phoebe, connected somehow to the
Bonney family fell out that window and hit her head on that big
rock down there. She was 27, purity as a picture and crazy as a bed
bug, and she would hang around here all the time. Had her eye on
one of the young miller's helpers, but he done her wrong, she
thought. Folks say he lured her up here one day and pushed her out
cause he had a new wife, and Phoebe wouldn't let him be. Her folks
buried her over yonder at the Bonneyville Cemetery, but she can't
rest in her grave, no-siree, she comes over here and lights her
candle to coax that young man back to her. Folks say they've seen
the light many times over the years since and heard the screams,
but when they get inside, there's never anything here at
all." 

The old man turned to the boys, huddled against the ropes that
kept tourists away from the still-functioning machinery that ran
the mill when they ground the grain. He grinned and shooed them
toward the stairs and down.

"Reckon we're safe enough now," he told them. "But come next
week, when the mill shuts down for the winter, then the spirits can
roam and claim the place again.

The troop rushed to the bottom of the stairs and waited for the
old man and Mrs. Carroll to make their way down. As soon as she
opened the door to the outside, the troop made a mad dash for the
parking lot and her nine passenger SUV. She looked around for Joey,
but he was still missing. In a way she was relieved, because she
would have had to call her husband to come to take Joey and a
couple of the other boys in his car, since they wouldn't have all
fit into hers.

She thanked the old man and handed him the envelope that her
husband had given her to pass along as payment. A smile on his
wrinkled face, he tried to shake his head to refuse, but she
insisted that he put it in his coat pocket for later.

She dropped Cody off first, since he, like Joey, lived in the
vicinity of the mill, and then left each of the others at their
doors before she and Trevor headed home.

"What did you think about the meeting tonight," she asked her
son.

"It was pretty cool," he answered. "Did old Bonney really make
fake coins?

"That's the story," she replied. 

"And he lived up on the hill overlooking the mill, right?"

"It's all ruins now," she told him, "And nobody ever wanted to
build there, so they just left it as it was after he was gone. It
wasn't a well-built place anyway, so it basically it just fell to
pieces over the years."

To his mother, it was just conversation, but to Trevor, it
sounded like something that needed further exploration.

The following Saturday was a clear November day with the sun
still the deep blue of October with white clouds floating high
above. Trevor had just finished lunch with his parents, when the
phone rang, and he ran to answer it.

"Hey, Mom," he called. "It's Cody; he wants me to come spend the
night tonight. Can I Mom? Will you drop me off at his house?"

Mrs. Carroll looked at her husband, who nodded. 

"Well, I guess it's all right," she said. "If you've finished
that homework project."

"All done," Trevor replied. "Dad helped me with it last night.
Can I go?"

"What time?" she asked.

"Aunt Mary and Uncle Bill are doing burgers on the grill; it's
still warm enough. Cody says anytime is good."

They agreed on four o'clock that afternoon, and Trevor went
upstairs to stow his sleeping bag and PJ's in their case. He
brought downstairs all packed up, so his mother wouldn't see the
extra things he'd added, like a flashlight and a camping tool kit,
complete with a fold up shovel. Of course his Mom noticed it was
heavy when she helped him put it in the back of her SUV. 

"What have you got in there?" she asked. "Your whole DVD movie
collection?" 

"No, just a big pile of comic books Cody wanted to borrow,"
Trevor said, crossing the fingers on the hand she couldn't see,
behind his back.

 His mom chatted a few minutes with her sister, Cody's
mother when they got to Cody's house, and then she was on her way,
and the boys hauled Trevor's gear to Cody's room just inside the
back porch of the house.

After a whispered conversation with Cody over his plans for
later that evening, it seemed like forever to the two impatient
adventurers until suppertime, a spooky movie in the family room,
and finally they were off to bed. Waiting until Cody's parents had
retired to their room upstairs, the boys got out Cody's backpack
and stuffed Trevor's flashlight and camping kit inside, and added
some stuff that Cody had put in a plastic bag. 

"What's that?" Trevor asked. 

"Some bottles of water and granola bars," Cody answered.

"What for?"

"It's gonna make the pack heavier, but if you carry it, I guess
I don't care. Do you have a flashlight - one may not be
enough."

Cody dug around in a box under his bed and came out with an old
one. He turned it on, but the light was dim.

"I suppose you don't have any batteries, either," Trevor
complained.

"Aw, it's bright enough," Cody told him. "Come on, let's get
going."

They loaded up their gear, put on hooded sweatshirts, and
quietly exited out through the porch door.

"I even oiled the squeaky door, before we went to bed," Cody
said proudly.

"Goody for you," Trevor said somewhat annoyed. Sometimes Cody
really acted the whole year and a half younger than Trevor was.

At the edge of Cody's yard, they turned down the road that led
to the mill.

At this time of night, it was pretty deserted, and there were
few houses between here and their destination. And it was really
dark.

"How far do you think it is?" Trevor asked.

"I don't know," Cody replied. "I've never walked here before."
He shifted his backpack. "Boy this thing is getting heavier."

"I told you so," Trevor said.

They trudged on, until they finally saw the old mill up ahead on
their left.

It was shadowy, outlined against the sky, illuminated by a lone
yard light.

"The house ruins are over there, on the right," Trevor said.
"We'd better cross now. We don't want to go past the caretaker's
house." 

As if in response, they heard a dog barking a short distance
away, so they crossed the road and turned to follow another road
that led up behind the millstream so that they could continue up
the hill where the remains were supposed to be. Cody had stopped
and looked back. 

"See that," he pointed toward the mill. "There's that candle in
the window,  the one old guy warned us about."

Trevor refused to turn around. "Come on," he said. "Quit
stalling, we don't have all night."

Cody struggled to keep up with him, the pack heavy on his
shoulders.

At last they were on the hillside and could see the faintest
outline of an old cellar wall and some scattered wood and trash.
Trevor broke into a run, leaving Cody behind. He knelt down and
just as he did, the moon broke free from behind a cloud and
illuminated the scene before him.

"It's here, Cody. just like the old guy said."

Cody fell to his knees and eased off the pack. "Looks like a
bunch of junk to me."

Trevor came over and unzipped the pack and dug through the
stuff, tossing out the bottles of water and granola bars in the
plastic sack on the ground.

"Hey," Cody said. "Be careful with my stuff!"

"You didn't need to drag it along in the first place," Trevor
scolded. "We've got to concentrate on finding the coins."

"You don't think we'll really find enough to fill the backpack
do you?" Cody asked.

"You never know," Trevor said.

He pulled out his shovel and unfolded it and began to dig. The
something in first shovelful of earth shone under the flashlight
beam that Cody held over it. Trevor spilled the shovel load to the
ground and reached down to pluck out a small round object, black
with dirt.  He scraped at it with his fingernail.

"This is it!" he cried. "One of the coins!"

Cody moved in with the flashlight. "Well, if it is, he wasn't
very good at it. It's really crummy." 

"That doesn't matter," Trevor said, sticking it in is pocket.
"It's still a collector's item; even if it is a fake. It's an old
fake, that's all that matters. Come on, let's keep looking."

But Cody was looking over Trevor's head with a scared look on
his face. "There's somebody up there. A l-l-lady, I think."

"You're nuts," Trevor told him, not looking up. 

"I'm not kidding," Cody insisted. "She's standing right up by
that chimney and she looks mad. I think she's got an axe or
something in her hand."

And before either of the boys could move, the hand holding the
axe swung it wide and chopped through a piece of wood, that once
released emptied down into a deep hole under the ruins, taking
Trevor and Cody with it. 

Trevor finally looked up just in time before he fell to see a
face peering down at them, a face that belonged to a female dressed
in a long dark dress who faded from site.

He heard a groan and turned to see Cody laying beside him. "Are
you OK," he asked.

"I guess so," Cody replied. "What happened?"

"We fell into some old basement or something," Trevor said.
"Watch out," he cried and rolled over to press his and Cody's face
into the ground as more pieces of the ruins fell into the hole on
top of them.

They managed to push the pieces away, and sat up to brush
themselves off.

"Where's the flashlight?" Trevor asked. 

The boys crawled about searching for it, but Cody only came up
with his old dim one. 

"Great," said Trevor. "That'll be a lot of help."

Cody dug a little deeper and pulled out a bottle of water and
two granola bars. 

"Want a swig?" Cody asked as he broke the seal on the
bottle.

"After you," Trevor said, and waited until Cody handed him the
bottle and one of the bars.

"Hold on," he told Cody, as he started to open the wrapper.

"Why?"

"We don't know yet how we're going to get out of here," Trevor
said. "It's too deep to climb out, and besides with that light, we
can barely see anything. Shut it off and save it."

They sat in silence for a while, until Cody said "Want to look
for more coins?"

"Not now," Trevor said. "I'd rather just get out of here."

"Mom and Dad will come and get us," Cody said brightly.

"They don't even know where we are," Trevor told him. "Nobody
knows where we are."

"Oh," Cody said. Then he felt the ground beneath him. "Trevor,
it's getting wet in here. Is it raining out?"

Trevor peered out between the stacks of rubbish and saw the moon
high in the sky. "I don't think so."

"Well, I'm getting wet," Cody insisted.

Trevor shone the dim light where Cody sat. Water was pouring
from a broken pipe. 

"Where's that coming from?" Cody asked.

Trevor pushed aside the trash to trace the source of the pipe
and saw that it went through the wall and outside.

"It must be something they had hooked up to the mill stream and
since this is lower than that, it's just pouring in here."

"I don't like this, Trevor," Cody said.

"You think I do?  And it was my stupid idea to come
here."

"That's right it was," Cody accused.

"You don't have to agree with me," Trevor said. "Save your
energy to think of a way to get us out of here before we drown, or
die of exposure."

"We could die down here?" Cody sounded scared.

"It's possible," Trevor said feeling guilty and responsible for
his younger cousin. "But we'll find a way out; we've got to."

"It's those ghosts," Cody declared. "That old man warned us
about coming back."

"He was talking about the mill," Trevor said. "He didn't say
anything about the ruins, but I guess it does make sense that the
ghosts think they can haunt this place, too."

Again, they were silent, each lost in thoughts of what could
happen to them, but not wanting to believe it. Cody began to
cry.

"Come on, Cody," Trevor tried to reassure him. "We'll get out
somehow, I know we will."

But Cody, not convinced was sobbing now, big fat tears running
down his face, muddy from laying face down on the ground.

Trevor tried in vain to pile up enough trash and pieces of wood
to reach high enough to climb out. He dug among the rubbish looking
for a rope or something to help them to somehow get out of the
dark, dank, wet hole into which they had fallen, but nothing
worked. Even the moon was retreating and it was growing darker and
colder - and wetter as well.

Time passed, how much, Trevor wasn't sure. Suddenly, through an
open area at the top of the hole, a familiar face appeared.

"Joey?" Trevor cried. "Joey, is that you? How did you know we
were here?"

As usual, Joey didn't answer, but he lowered a thick rope into
the hole and motioned for Trevor to use the rope to climb out.
Instead, Trevor told Cody to stop crying and climb the rope.

"I can't," Cody cried again.

"Yes, you can," Trevor insisted, and then watched in disbelief
as Joey skimmed down the rope, grabbed Cody and literally ascended
the rope with Cody in tow. Trevor blinked, it was impossible that
he'd seen what he'd seen. They had literally floated up with the
rope only guiding them.

Once Cody was safe above, Joey came back down and helped Trevor
until he, too, stood on solid ground, Trevor couldn't believe how
he just seemed to rise up along the rope. He immediately went over
to check if Cody was OK, then he turned to thank Joey. But he was
gone.

Trevor examined a rope tied with a expert secure knot to a tree
across the yard that led down into the hole. How had Joey known
they were there and how did he have such a rope with him? The
unearthly way they were released from the hole defied any possible
description, and Joey wasn't there to answer their questions.

Not knowing what else to do, they set out to trace their steps
back to Cody's home. More time must have passed than they thought,
because by the time they got there, the sun was up, and Cody's
parents were sitting in the kitchen over coffee. They hadn’t yet
missed the boys and were horrified at the sight of the two boys all
wet and dirty and covered with scratches from their ordeal.

Punishment was not foremost on the adults' minds, even after
Aunt Mary had called Trevor's mother and she had arrived. Then
Trevor began to weave the story of what had happened, except the
part where they floated up the rope. He didn't think anyone would
believe that. He only half believed it, himself.  

For some strange reason, he didn't also didn't mention that it
was Joey who had rescued them.  He told the parents that two
passing hunters had found them, and that they didn't stick around
after they had helped them get out of the hole.

Once again, Trevor held his hand with crossed fingers behind his
back, as he fibbed to his Mom, and vowed to himself never lie to
her again.

Cody was either still too afraid or finally just flat refused to
remember what happened, because all he would say was "I'm sorry,"
and although both were sure to be grounded or receive some other
form of discipline, as far as the parents were concerned, the boys
had learned a good lesson.

Later that evening, as Trevor got ready for bed and prepared to
chuck the dirty jeans he’d discarded that morning into the wash
basket, he reached into his pocket and pulled out the sole coin
that they had found. He didn’t take time to examine it, but he put
it in his dresser drawer, perhaps as a keepsake.

On Monday morning, when he came down to breakfast before school,
he saw his parents looking at the morning paper. His mother had a
very sad look on her face, but when he asked why, she didn't stop
him from taking the newspaper to read for himself.

It was a photo of Joey, not smiling, as usual. The article said
that he was dead. He'd drowned and been found on Saturday morning
in the old mill pond.

"This is wrong," Trevor spoke before he could stop himself. "He
can't have been dead on Saturday morning."

His mother took the paper. "No, it definitely says it was
Saturday morning when he was found by two unidentified hunters.
Wouldn't it be strange if they were the same two who rescued you
and Cody on Saturday night?

 Trevor nodded, not trusting his voice to reply. He tried
to act normal as he ate his breakfast and headed out to catch the
school bus. He wasn't going to tell Cody about Joey, and hoped
nobody else would either.  He didn't think Cody would really
want to know about it, anyway. He doubted that they'd be planning
any adventures any time soon, and he decided the mill was
definitely a place to avoid when the ghosts were in charge.

One thing for sure, Joey had been their guardian angel, whoever,
whatever and wherever he was now. And if there were good ghosts,
then Joey sure was one.

 

THE END 
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cemetery.



	


The
Christmas Jester (2011)
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gift shop was a dream come true, until Fiona learned that the
former owners had left behind much more than dust bunnies,
including the strange little jester doll she discovered among the
Christmas displays.
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Does evil lurk behind the scenes at a New Year's Eve Mystery
Dinner set in the Wild Willow Bed and Breakfast? Before midnight,
the scene would be set for a ghostly confrontation of murder victim
and murderer. This fourth book in the Fruithills Suspense Series is
yet another visit to places that have never lost their tie to a
spirit-filled past.
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Chance (2012)
Chance Givings was devoted to two things: his wife Gena and his
career in law enforcement. When he was given the opportunity to
control events, he found himself conflicted. Who should decide life
or death? This is #6 in the Fruithills Suspense Series.
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Fools (2012)
A century old theatre was refurbished by a hardy group of
performers who respected the history, including the resident Ghost,
but when teenagers played a cruel April Fool prank, the joke was on
them.



	


Tie a
Knot...and hang on (2012)
Haunted by a love of reading inspired by her nurturing Aunt
Belle, Director Natalie Drew fought to keep her small library
relevant and funded to meet technology and maintenance challenges.
A simple act of respect triggered help from beyond earthly life.
This 5th Book in the Fruithills Suspense Series examines the
connections between people and circumstances and the ties that bind
them together.



	


February
29 (2012)
A mysterious gravestone in a ruined churchyard of a child with
the same February 29 birthdate as teenage Abby made her obsessed
with the history of the little girl named Amy Sue, and led Abby and
her reluctant friend Ginger to unexpected danger on the evening of
Abby's 16th birthday.
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Time (2012)
Katie Franklin and her brother Mark worked together to fix up a
bargain house to surprise her husband who would soon return from
Afghanistan. But the house had a haunting history that needed more
mending than hammer and nails could cure. She had to out why the
spirits were restless and how to bring them peace.



	


Second
Sight (2012)
What is there to see in the old mirror that sits in the 100 year
old house that Brooke and her siblings have inherited from their
Great Aunt Lydia, and what truths does it reveal? This is Book #8
in the Fruithills Suspense Series.
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Day Mayhem (2012)
In a year with a milder than usual winter, followed by record
breaking high spring temperatures, it was not surprising that the
month of May brought about a more troubled way of life in the small
town in the valley of the Fruithills. Yet, Helfina, a young healer
from Wales brought a sense of calm to offset the unrest, until that
too was met with opposing forces. This is Book 11 in the Fruithills
Suspence Series. It is a place that has never lost its ties to a
spirit-filled past.
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Clock (2012)
A small town funeral home closes after 100 years, leaving the
community upset over the loss. Suddenly, no one in town is dying,
and time stands still. This is Book 12 in the Fruithills Suspense
Series, a place that has never lost its ties to a spirit-filled
past.



	


Eyes
of the Beholder (2012)
The last of the legendary Cartwright clan, Caren became the
custodian not only of the old Fruithills family home filled with
photos and memories, but of a spiritual legacy as well. The
discovery of Aunt Sally's magical glasses opened a window that was
at once intriguing, yet discomforting in revealing her own past.
This is Book 13 in the Fruithills Suspense Series. Each Book is
another visit to places that have never lost their tie to a
spirit-filled past.
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