
The Creighton Legacy 

The small town of Rockwood, Colorado, sits in a quiet valley nestled high in the Rockies.  

Founded in 1879, Rockwood is just another of the towns scattered throughout Colorado, towns whose 

roots lay embedded as deeply within the mountains as the much sought after silver mined with such 

enthusiasm.  It had been a simple town in its glorious days—taverns and general stores all stood in 

soldierly lines down either side of Main Street, which divided Rockwood into equal halves.  Main 

Street ended in a wide courtyard of grass flanked on both sides by monstrous buildings made of stone 

hauled up from the nearby river, the town hall on the west side, the town's lone church on the east.  

Behind the buildings that lined Main Street, there were quaint Victorian houses that were home to some 

of Rockwood's most elite citizens.  On the very outskirts of town, there were a train station that only 

saw a passenger train every other week, a hotel in case of any visitors to the sleepy town, and a hotel of 

a very different, unspeakable kind.  But now, after a hundred and thirty years had passed since its 

founding, Rockwood was no more than a tourist town competing against others. 

Aidan Monroe hated Rockwood from the moment she saw it in the pictures that had been 

emailed to her father.  She wrote it off immediately as too picture-perfect.  Although she had not yet set 

foot in the sleepy little town, she still hated it.  Her father had tried to assure her that she would 

someday like it, but she thought bitterly he could never understand that she would rather walk beneath 

skyscrapers than mountains.  But she also couldn't disappoint him.  It had only been two years since the 

only woman he had ever loved had died, and the move from New York City to Rockwood had brought 

out emotions in him that Aidan couldn't remember seeing in the last two years.  So she tried to hold her 

deepest feelings, mostly those of resentment and disappointment, from her father, to avoid hurting him 

anymore than he already had been. 

That quickly changed, however, the day Aidan and her father arrived in Rockwood.  She had 

been asleep in the front seat of her dad's Mercedes, listening contentedly to her iPod, ever since they 

had left Pueblo, but her father nudged her awake and exclaimed brightly just as she groggily opened 



her eyes and took out her headphones, “We're almost there, Aidan!  We're coming into the valley now!” 

Almost as soon as the words were out of his mouth, the forest suddenly fell away beneath them 

as the road began to wind down one side of the valley.  Aidan rubbed her eyes for a moment and then 

grudgingly looked down at the town that would become her new home.  Her dark eyes narrowed in 

contempt at the tiny town, which at this height seemed from a miniature train set.  “That's where we're 

living now?” she asked bitterly, her mouth turning down at the corners in a small frown. 

Her father laughed heartily despite the tone of her voice.  The mountain air seemed to be doing 

him good; he very rarely laughed anymore.  He told his morose daughter, “Well, sort of.  The house I 

bought for us isn't actually within the Rockwood city limits.  Look—you can even see it from here.”  

He pointed out the windshield and directly across the valley. 

Following her father's finger, Aidan gasped loudly.  Their new house wasn't a house.  It was a 

mansion.  But it was also the saddest mansion she had ever seen in her life.  It had obviously been 

abandoned for many years and was the same dark gray as the mountain behind it, the ivy and moss 

climbing its walls bright spots of green against the drabness.  Aidan thought of Poe's The Fall of the 

House of Usher, when the narrator first sees the title mansion: “There was an iciness, a sinking, a 

sickening of the heart—an unredeemed dreariness of thought which no goading of the imagination 

could torture into aught of the sublime.”  That was how she felt, keeping her eyes on the dilapidated old 

manor.  She suddenly felt very cold, and her throat had begun to burn with the bitter taste of violently 

churning stomach acid.  But she swallowed back the lump growing in her throat and managed to say 

lamely in a vain attempt to please her father, “Awesome.” 

Joshua Monroe drove down Main Street as easily as if he had been doing it all his life, whistling 

contentedly to himself.  Aidan sullenly watched the tourist shops go by out her window and wondered 

what kind of life these tourists led in their normal lives.  She couldn't imagine that many of them had 

been to a city like New York.  Otherwise, why would have they chosen to spend their hard-earned 

vacation days in a sleepy mining-camp-turned-tourist-town like Rockwood?  Aidan sighed and finally 



turned away from the window when she saw two tourists, a man and a woman, dressed in nearly 

identical khakis, plaid button-up shirts, and visors and carrying a large, bulky camera.  “Dad, where are 

we going?” she questioned, abruptly noticing that they seemed to have passed their new home. 

Slowing the car down for a group of tourists crossing the street, Joshua explained, “I have to go 

pick up the keys to the house and the deed from the mayor.  He refused to mail everything to me back 

in New York; I think he might have said something about how he didn't want something so 

fundamental to Rockwood's history to actually leave the town.”  He shrugged nonchalantly, obviously 

not too worried about the mayor's odd request.  Then he started whistling again as he carefully piloted 

the black luxury sedan around an impeccably-manicured lawn in the middle of which stood a 

whitewashed gazebo.  Aidan unbuckled her seatbelt just as her father deftly pulled into a parking spot 

directly in front of a red stone building with the worn words City Hall etched above the door and 

underneath the bell tower.  The Monroes got out of their car, pausing to stretch from the long drive.  

Then Joshua turned to his daughter and said, “I'm gonna go inside and get our stuff.  Will you be okay 

out here?” 

“Yes, Dad, I'll be fine,” Aidan assured him with a roll of her eyes.  She watched her father jog 

lightly up the city hall steps and disappear through the wooden front doors; once he'd gone, she 

wandered across the street to the empty lawn.  The sunshine, so bright it was nearly blinding her 

despite her black-lensed Ray Ban sunglasses, was certainly helping to wash away the numbness and 

coldness she had begun to feel in her limbs.  She walked a circle around the whitewashed gazebo, 

trailing a hand along the shrubbery around its edge, wishing sadly for the city's continuous noise.  Then 

she saw a small white marker along the edge of the lawn, facing down the middle of Main Street.  

Wondering how she hadn't noticed it before, Aidan strolled over to it and knelt on the plush grass to 

examine it. 

The marker was actually a small white marble obelisk, only three feet high.  But as Aidan knelt 

in front of it, she noticed a brass plaque at its base.  Gently brushing aside old grass clippings with deft 



fingers, Aidan squinted her eyes against the sunlight enough to read the inscription—Dedicated to the 

town of Rockwood, Colorado, by Thomas Creighton in honor of his sons Vincent and Edward, 1900. 

For some reason she couldn't quite explain, the name Creighton made a shiver ripple down 

Aidan's spine.  Even though it was unbearably warm and sunny for July high in the Rockies, she 

suddenly felt cold again, as if someone had just pushed her into a swimming pool full of ice water. 

“Aidan!”  She jumped violently at the sound of her father's voice.  Aidan looked up to see her 

father waving to her from beside his sleek four-door Mercedes.  With him stood a dark-haired, 

mustached man Aidan didn't recognize.  She got off the ground and went over to them, fighting the 

urge to glance back at the marble obelisk. 

As she drew up to her father and the stranger, Aidan rolled her eyes in contempt.  The other 

man, who might have been in his late forties, was dressed in a three-piece suit that must have been 

terribly uncomfortable in the balmy heat, and he was chewing on the end of an unlit pipe.  He was 

picture-perfect just like the town, and Aidan thought he had gone a tad overboard by dressing the part 

of an eighteenth-century mayor.  Joshua said cheerfully, putting an arm around Aidan's shoulders, 

“Mayor Parktail, this is my daughter Aidan.  Aidan, this is Mayor Parktail.  He wanted to meet you 

before we moved into the house.”  Aidan politely extended her hand to the mayor and told him that it 

was nice to meet him. 

Mayor Parktail's smile flashed across his lined face for only a moment before he replied, “It's 

nice to meet you too, Aidan.”  As he released Aidan's hand, he abruptly checked his pocket watch and 

said, “I'm terribly sorry, Mr. Monroe, but I must be getting back inside.”  A strange look came into his 

eyes as he stated, “You two be careful up there.  The whole town's worried about you moving into 

Creighton Manor.”  Another shiver went down Aidan's spine at the name Creighton.  

The drive up to the dilapidated mansion was very quiet.  Aidan bit on her lower lip, nervously 

twirling one of her black curls between her fingers.  She still felt cold from the name on the marble 

obelisk, but the memory of Parktail's words weren't helping.  Something in the way he'd said them, 



something in that look in his eyes, was upsetting her.  So she asked quietly, “Dad, why would Mayor 

Parktail tell us to be careful?” 

Joshua shrugged.  His handsome face, which had looked so sad for far longer than Aidan 

wanted to remember, looked very cheerful and very content in the bright sunlight.  “It's just some old 

story they tell in town, Aidan,” he told her, grinning brightly and glancing over at her.  He patted her 

comfortingly on the shoulder and went on, “Don't worry about it, hon.  The people who live in town 

have apparently envied the Creighton family for years, and that hasn't changed even though the family 

died out way back in the 1910s.  You know how small towns are—grudges and gossip can last for 

generations.” 

Aidan didn't have the heart to remind him that she knew almost nothing about small towns.  Her 

parents had lived in New York for as long as she could remember, and the smallest town she could ever 

recall visiting was Boston. 

She also didn't have the heart to tell her father about the kernel of fear rattling in her chest as 

they slowed to a stop in front of Creighton Manor.  Getting slowly out of the car, Aidan looked up at 

the monstrous mansion and swallowed nervously.  The massive front double doors and many of the 

ground floor windows were boarded up, although several wooden planks had been pulled away and 

some windows broken in obvious attempts at breaking and entering.  From where she stood in the wide 

gravel courtyard, Aidan could see the solarium at the house's west end; its great glass walls had gaping 

black holes where panes of glass had fallen through, gaping black holes whose edges were dull emerald 

with overgrown moss. 

Her father had neglected to tell her they would have to completely restore their new home. 

The sight of her father bounding excitedly up the front steps made Aidan shake away her 

imagination.  She reluctantly followed him the steps and managed to give him an unenthusiastic smile 

as he inserted the antique skeleton key into the rusted-out lock of the front doors. 

There was a loud squealing sound as the lock turned rustily, then a loud, ominous click.  



Without any further goading except of their own, the doors swung slowly open, their rusty hinges 

grating noisily from years of disuse.  Joshua let out a low whistle and muttered uncharacteristically, 

“Well, here we go.”  Aidan and Joshua moved uneasily through the double doors and paused nervously 

in the dark of the entrance hall. 

The only light in the hall was coming from the open doors and broken windows, just barely 

enough to set the inch-thick layer of dust on the floor glittering.  But the dark was too heavy for what 

little light there was, so Aidan couldn't see more than a few feet in front of her.  She didn't even notice 

her father moving through the dark to several windows until he'd pulled free several boards, letting 

sunlight pour into the hall. 

Aidan gasped in surprise.  The main hall was enormous—Rockwood’s whole town hall would 

have fit perfectly without even brushing the ceiling.  Opposite the front doors was a gigantic staircase 

that curled majestically to the balcony of the second floor; the black wrought iron banisters were 

glinting with cobwebs and dust in the sunlight.  High above the slate floor, level with the second floor 

balcony, hung an enormous crystal chandelier lit not with candles but cobwebs instead.  Aidan 

shivered.  The Creightons must have been like royalty to the sleepy town of Rockwood, and she didn't 

like to think what would have been their downfall. 

Awestruck, she wandered out into the middle of the hall, directly beneath the massive 

chandelier.  She was standing at the center of a dizzying spiral cut into the slate tiles; all of the walls, 

once a dark scarlet but now faded with dust, seemed very far away. 

“Hey Dad?”  Aidan paused nervously at the way her voice sounded very small in the gargantuan 

hall; she wasn't even sure if he actually heard her. 

He hadn't, so he called to his daughter, “Hey Aidan, let's bring our stuff inside!”  Joshua waved 

eagerly to her before walking back outside; Aidan hurried after him, not wanting to be left alone in the 

huge old house.  She grabbed the two suitcases and backpack crammed in the backseat of the Mercedes 

and then followed her father back inside.  As he shifted his own suitcase in his hands, Joshua said, “Go 



on and find yourself a room, sweetheart.  I think I'm gonna look for one here on the first floor.”  Then 

he wandered away across the slate floor.  Aidan watched him go for a moment before starting up the 

wide, curved staircase. 

The second floor was a maze of rooms, each connected to another, all still filled with the 

furnishings of a previous century wrapped in cloaks of dust.  A cavernous library containing more 

books than Aidan had seen at once was at the heart of the twisting labyrinth, filled with a heavy quiet 

that weighed more than all the books combined.  At the end of the hall stood a solitary door, set the 

farthest from the staircase. 

It was this door that Aidan hesitantly pushed open in hopes of finding her room.  In this room, 

she felt better.  Because the windows in the room had not been boarded up, sunlight poured through the 

enormous twin picture windows, one overlooking Rockwood to the north, the other facing the eastern 

mountains.  Aidan set down her bags at the foot of the four-poster bed and then stood at the window 

that overlooked Rockwood.  Despite the slight nausea that had been churning her stomach for some 

time now, she could almost convince herself that she liked this place. 

But she still wondered fleetingly why this huge old mansion had been so quickly abandoned 

and forgotten. 

With a sigh, Aidan turned away from the window and returned to the front hall.  There, her 

father was sitting cross-legged in the middle of the slate spiral, writing quickly on a legal pad.  Aidan 

sat down in the dust beside him and asked, “Dad, what are you doing?” 

“I'm making a list of things we'll have to fix up first,” Joshua replied, pausing momentarily to 

chew thoughtfully on the end of his pen.  Aidan glanced over his shoulder and didn't like what she 

saw—the list was incredibly long.  She commented on it to her father, but he just shrugged and replied, 

“We'll be fine, Aidan.  The crew I hired will be here the day after tomorrow, so we just have to make it 

two days without electricity and running water.”  Aidan grimaced; having had both at her convenience 

for seventeen years, she wasn't too thrilled by the idea of two whole days without either one. 



As the day and eventually the evening wore on, Aidan completely forgot her worries.  She and 

her father went down to Rockwood for dinner and spent most of the evening hunkered at the bar in a 

tourist trap called The Pickle Barrel.  Afterwards, they stopped by the general store and bought up 

enough candles to last them two days.  When they finally returned to Creighton Manor, the two of them 

hunkered down in one of the dusty parlors where they played a vicious game of Trivial Pursuit by 

candlelight until well after midnight.  Aidan couldn't remember the last time she and her father had had 

so much fun together, although she was sure it had been a very long time. 

But once she had said goodnight to her father and returned to her bedroom with a single 

flickering candle, Aidan felt slightly nauseated again.  Her bedroom was suddenly much more stifling 

than the rest of the house, and she could already feel a thin film of sweat beading on her skin.  But she 

felt more comfortable here than anywhere else in the house, at least while she was alone.  So she 

changed into her pajamas, dug her reading book out of her backpack, and climbed into the sleeping bag 

she had spread out on the four-poster bed. 

She had hoped her book would keep her mind off the nagging feelings that something wasn't 

right, but she only managed to read a chapter and a half before snapping the book shut.  The flickering 

candlelight was giving her a headache that had the vicious pounding of a potential migraine; she blew 

out the candle and tried to fall asleep, but the stifling heat wasn't allowing that either.   

Her dark eyes snapped open suddenly.  Aidan sat upright in bed, wondering if she had been 

dreaming.  After a moment, she shook her head and assured herself that she had just dreamed of 

hearing her bedroom door opening and closing quietly, seeing as it was still shut.  Still unsure of 

herself, however, Aidan got up from the bed, lit the candle again, and wandered restlessly around the 

room.  She stopped at the writing desk opposite the bed and bent to examine the dust-wrapped objects 

that lay scattered across its glittering surface.  There wasn't really anything of interest—several books 

sat in a soldierly row, their spines so encased in dust that the titles were illegible; an impressive, antique 

fountain pen and stationary set; and a framed photograph nearly all but invisible beneath its thick layer 



of dust. 

Aidan thought again what could have made the Creightons leave behind all of their possessions.  

She shuddered involuntarily. 

To comfort herself a little, she picked up the photograph and blew away the dust.  It was a 

simple portrait of a family obviously blessed with wealth and riches beyond belief.  There were only 

four people in the portrait: a prim, middle-aged woman; an extremely haughty-looking man, also 

middle-aged; and two sons, one glowering and grim, the other beaming and bright.  The elder was dark 

and plain in both appearance and temperament, it seemed.  But the younger appeared to be everything 

his brother was not.  While his brother was dark, sullen, and plain, the younger was handsome and 

smiling brightly, and his eyes seemed to flash intelligently.  Aidan caught herself smiling as she gazed 

into the younger son's handsome, smiling face. 

Then the air around her was suddenly blazing as if on fire, and a soft voice said directly behind 

her, “Admiring my family portrait, I see.”  Aidan shrieked in surprise again and wheeled around, 

violently colliding with the desk in her hurry to do so.  A full scream bubbled in her throat, ready to 

escape, then abruptly died. 

The young man from the photograph—the elegant, fair, beaming brother with the penetrating 

eyes—was standing in front of her.  But he was unmistakably translucent, and Aidan could see the four-

poster bed and moonlight behind him.  She wanted to scream again, but he was watching her so calmly 

with an emotion she didn't recognize in his eyes.  And as he kept watching her, she realized that his 

eyes were pale green.  In the same instant, he sighed softly and walked over to the window that 

overlooked tiny Rockwood down in the valley.  Clasping his hands behind his back, he said sadly, 

“These are terrible times we look upon, Elizabeth.” 

Aidan clenched her eyes shut.  I have to be dreaming, she tried to convince herself, there's no 

way this is happening.  But when she opened her eyes, he was still there, staring out the window into 

the darkness.  It took her a moment to understand or at least as well as she could.  This...this...ghost had 



recognized her in the instant he saw her, but he didn't recognize her for who she was.  She gulped 

nervously and didn't say anything. 

The ghost sighed again and said almost angrily, leaning against the window frame like a pale 

shadow, “Elizabeth, Vincent is squandering away Father's inheritance, and I cannot just stand by and let 

him.  Even if he is my brother.”  His smooth brow furrowed suddenly in irritation.   

The brass plaque flashed before Aidan's eyes, and she knew then.  The younger son in the 

photograph, the ghost who now stood before her, was Edward Creighton; the darker brother in the 

portrait was Vincent.  The ones whose names graced the marble monument in the town square.  The 

ones who had once lived in this very mansion, before something terrible had happened to them.  

Looking again at the picture that she'd dropped on the desk in her fright, she softly murmured, 

“Edward...” 

“Yes, Elizabeth?” he asked then, turning away from the window and fixing those strangely pale 

eyes on Aidan's face. 

She was torn in that moment.  One part of her wanted to play along with his game, to pretend to 

be his Elizabeth.  Another, more rational part was telling her to explain to him that he was mistaken, 

that she wasn't his Elizabeth.  Yet she was also still trying to convince herself that this wasn't 

happening, that she was sound asleep and dreaming.  But as soon as she opened her mouth to reply, 

even though she didn't know what she would say, there was a large crash somewhere on the first floor 

that made Edward's head snap sharply in that direction.  He moved gracefully to the door, where he 

paused just long enough to turn to Aidan and instruct, “Stay here, Elizabeth.  I'll take care of Vincent.” 

But she followed him out onto the landing, where she froze with terror at the scene unfolding in 

the main hall below. 

Staggering through the dark was a second ghost.  This ghost had none of Edward’s grace; it 

couldn’t take three steps without stumbling.  Even from where she stood, Aidan could hear the low 

chain of profanities it was stringing together quickly.  It had reached the middle of the tiled spiral when 



Edward managed to catch it before it could fall again.  She heard Edward query, “Why do you do this 

to yourself, brother?  What would our father say?” 

The ghost of Vincent Creighton answered drunkenly, his voice dripping in contempt, “Probably 

that I'm a disgrace to the Creighton name, that he should have left everything to you.” 

Edward's ghost shook his head and said, “But he left everything to you, Vincent.  He couldn't 

have considered you a disgrace to our family.”  Aidan could have sworn she had heard sarcasm and 

disdain lacing through Edward's every word, but his pale, transparent face was empty of both.  Edward 

paused to let his brother regain his footing.  “Come, I'll help you to bed.” 

The two of them crossed the remainder of the hall and came up the staircase, Edward 

effortlessly helping Vincent at every step.  A very quiet voice in the back of Aidan's mind murmured to 

her that she should run, that she should be afraid; she couldn't react, though, because fear had numbed 

her into place, because her curiosity was beginning to take over.  When the brothers reached the top of 

the staircase, Vincent broke free of Edward’s grasp and took several steps away from him.  Then his 

eyes fell on Aidan; they were a sharp contrast to Edward’s.  Vincent’s were a wild pitch black, burning 

with an angry fire. 

“Why is she here?” Vincent snarled angrily, snapping his head around to glare at his brother. 

With a quick glance in Aidan's direction, Edward replied calmly, stubbornly, “Elizabeth belongs 

where I belong, Vincent.”  Apparently a question burned in Vincent’s eyes because Edward explained, 

“Elizabeth and I are engaged, Vincent.  We plan to marry in the spring.” 

A roar ripped from Vincent’s chest, and suddenly sober, he lunged at his brother.  Aidan 

screamed once, suddenly terrified for the young ghost.  Edward’s eyes widened in fear, but he deftly 

sidestepped, moving just seconds before Vincent would have struck him.  Positioning himself between 

Vincent and Aidan, Edward said quickly over his brother’s snarls, “I had hoped to tell you under better 

circumstances, Vincent, but this is just the way it has to be!” 

Vincent lurched to his feet and retorted angrily, “You conniving demon!  You know as well as I 



the conditions of Father’s will!  I get everything unless you marry!  You’re out for the inheritance!” 

“Brother, you can’t think that!” Edward cried indignantly.  “I’m not marrying Elizabeth because 

I’ll inherit everything!  I’m marrying her because I love her!” 

That apparently was not the response Vincent wanted to hear.  He lunged again; dodging him 

again, Edward turned to Aidan and shouted, “Elizabeth, barricade yourself in my room!”  Aidan no 

longer cared that he was mistaking her for this Elizabeth—she heard the urgency in Edward's voice, 

saw the hatred in Vincent's eyes, let the terror and fear propel her down the hall. 

It was impossible for Aidan to sleep while the brothers argued and fought out in the hall.  

Vincent's feral snarls echoed through the mansion, periodically accompanied by wordless yells of 

frustration that could only be Edward's.  Then suddenly there was a large crash and a sound like rain, 

only much, much heavier.  With her heart pounding in surprise, Aidan recognized it as the sound of a 

toppling bookcase and assumed the struggle had moved to the library. 

Finally she slept, her arms tightly wound around her knees, curled up beneath the northern 

window.  Her mind wandered blindly through her dreams, seeing nothing, only hearing the unending 

ghostly struggle between brothers. 

* * * 

There was only blackness.  Then suddenly there was a very pale, plain face distorted by rage.  

And contrasting sharply against the paleness of the face, there were pitch-black eyes that boiled with 

fury and loathing. 

Looking into those eyes, Aidan woke with a small shriek.  Her eyes flew open, and her chest 

heaved, trying to pull in enough air.  The sunlight pouring through the eastern window was blinding, 

but she couldn't close her eyes.  Not if it meant seeing that face again.  She never wanted to see that 

face again, even if it hadn't been real in the first place. 

Yes, it had been a dream.  Everything that had happened the previous night couldn't possibly 

have been real.  Then she realized that she was still curled up on the floor under the northern-facing 



window, her arms still locked tightly around her knees.  Almost immediately, she unclasped her arms, 

stretched out her bent legs, and groaned slightly at the stiffness of her muscles.  For a moment, she 

sleepily wondered why she was curled up on the floor like this if it had just been a dream. 

But suddenly Aidan remembered the toppled bookcase.  She jerked herself up off the floor and 

ran clumsily out of her room, struggling for a moment with the lock on the door.  The corridor was 

empty, and the aches in her muscles were beginning to fade as she settled into a smooth rhythmic 

stride.  She forced open the heavy double doors to the library. 

It was just a dusty old room full of books.  Panting slightly, Aidan moved into the room in 

search of the toppled bookcase.  She moved down the main row first and then wandered through the 

bookcases, not even sure if she really wanted to find the overturned bookshelf.  Finally, when she'd 

made a complete circle of the maze of bookshelves, she had to admit that the previous night's events 

might really have been just a dream. 

“Aidan?”  Aidan, standing in the wide reading space in the main aisle, jumped in surprise.  She 

looked over her shoulder to see her father, looking incredibly well-rested, standing in the doors to the 

library.  Joshua raised an eyebrow and asked, “Whatcha doing in here, hon?” 

Aidan didn't know how to explain what she thought she'd seen.  So she said, “I had this weird 

dream last night where I thought one of the bookshelves in here had fallen over.”  Her father looked 

questioningly at her, his eyebrow inching up even farther on his forehead.  Aidan hurried to explain, “It 

was just so real that I wondered if it had been a dream after all.”  She gulped nervously.  “You didn't 

hear anything, did you, Dad?” 

Joshua shook his head and answered, “Sorry, Adds, slept like a rock last night.”  He touched her 

forehead with his hand for a moment, as if he could actually guess her temperature.  “You feeling okay, 

hon?” he questioned after he'd pulled his hand away. 

Nodding quickly, Aidan stated, “Oh yeah, I'm fine.  That dream was just so real.”  She forced 

herself to smile because she knew that just a simple smile would erase most of her father's worries; she 



hated worrying him.  Her next question sounded a little enthusiastic, although it sounded very false to 

her ears: “So, what's on the agenda for the day?” 

Half an hour later, Aidan was sitting next to her father in his Mercedes as he carefully drove 

down their long driveway towards tiny Rockwood.  She felt very ungroomed after the long night, and 

having to get dressed for the day without a shower or the chance to brush her teeth was not helping 

matters.  She was sure she smelled like sweat and fear after last night.  But her father had promised her 

that first they'd get some breakfast, and then he would get them a room in a hotel for the next couple of 

nights.  Apparently he hadn't liked living without a functioning bathroom as much as he thought he 

would. 

As she sat with her father in a small dairy-themed diner, a steaming stack of buttermilk 

pancakes on the plate in front of her, Aidan brooded.  She was not fully convinced that the two ghosts 

and their brotherly argument had simply been a dream.  They had both been so real—handsome 

Edward, who had once been his family's prized son, and Vincent, his prodigal, rage-driven brother.  

Aidan was sure her subconscious couldn't conjure such detailed ghosts after just seeing that single 

photograph.  She was imaginative, yes, but not so imaginative that she could invent such an intricate 

plot and such intricate characters all in her sleep after only one look at the family photograph Edward 

had once kept on his desk. 

She was torn.  The whole experience had indeed seemed very realistic, but there had been 

absolutely no evidence to prove that it had happened.  There was no toppled bookshelf in the library; 

Aidan's father hadn't heard anything during the night; the door to her bedroom had remained tightly 

shut even when she'd heard it open. 

Aidan had never believed in ghosts.  She'd always scoffed at such things.  After all, wasn't death 

the final blessing to end a person's suffering?  That, at least, had been true for her mother, who had 

known so much pain in those last few weeks.  But was it really that way for everyone else?  Why hadn't 

the Creighton brothers—beaming, bright Edward and glowering, grim Vincent—been blessed the way 



so many others had?  What had they done to deserve such a punishment? 

* * * 

Aidan didn't feel any better as she and her father checked into one of Rockwood's hotels.  She 

was tired and overstuffed, and thought that she could actually smell herself, which was not a good sign.  

She was also still frustrated from trying to decide exactly what had happened; things were usually so 

much more clean-cut, black-white, yes-no, than the previous night, so she was startled by the muddled 

confusion of the events. 

So she waited impatiently for her father to finish his friendly conversation with the woman at 

the front desk.  Aidan was sitting on the floor in front of the counter, her legs stretched out in front of 

her, one foot tapping impatiently in the air.  With every new topic the woman or her father brought up, 

Aidan rolled her eyes and quietly groaned.  She just wanted to get back to some level of normalcy and  

to take a shower.  And she didn't like how the woman's tone was growing more and more flirtatious 

with each passing second. 

Joshua Monroe signed the check with a flourish only a lawyer could have and handed it back to 

the woman.  She took it and his driver's license from him with a grateful smile, which quickly faded 

when she spotted his name.  “Monroe?” she asked, her face going ashen.  From her spot on the floor, 

Aidan caught the woman's new tone. 

“Yep, that's me,” Joshua answered brightly.  He had not noticed the change in her face, as he 

was bent over his checkbook.  But then he looked up at her, spotted her expression, and said 

defensively, “What?” 

The woman, who had been staring at him in disbelief, blinked slowly and replied in a daze, 

“You just bought Creighton Manor.” 

Aidan stood up so quickly that she bashed the top of her head on the lip of the counter.  She 

cursed loudly but pulled herself to her feet anyway, holding a hand to her head.  That was when the 

woman finally looked at her, and the woman's face went paler and her eyes even wider.  Attempting to 



ignore the dots swimming in front of her eyes, Aidan asked urgently, “How did you know we bought 

Creighton Manor?” 

“No one has lived in that place since the Creightons themselves,” the woman explained.  “We 

don't even like to go near it.  No one has stepped foot in that house for years; there are too many stories 

of what...goes on at night.” 

Aidan's stomach turned violently.  She knew what that meant.  She wasn't the only one who had 

seen the ghosts of the Creighton brothers.  Someone else had too, which meant that it hadn't been a 

dream.  She wasn't going crazy after all.  That mere fact should have comforted her yet somehow 

didn't. 

She would have asked the woman more, but Joshua, completely unaffected by the palpable 

tension, laughed happily and commented, “I don't know what you're talking about, but I slept like a 

rock last night.  Didn't hear a thing last night.”  He threw an arm around Aidan's shoulder and told her, 

“C'mon, Adds, let's go settle in.  We could both use a shower.”  Since she wasn't responding, he picked 

her backpack and duffel bag up off the floor and slung them over his shoulder.  “Thank you very much, 

Alice,” he said to the woman behind the desk before leading a very stunned and very quiet Aidan back 

out the front door. 

Her daze seemed to break in the bright sunlight.  Aidan blinked against the light, moved her 

sunglasses back to her face, and took her bags from her father.  She had to seem as normal as possible 

to avoid worrying him.  In an attempt to act like a normal teenager, she asked, “Dad, can I head on up 

to the room?”  Instead of fully answering, Joshua just handed her the key; he naturally assumed she 

was smart enough to realize that the room number was imprinted on the plastic key chain. 

The hotel room was boring.  The two full-sized beds were covered with generic, blandly-

colored bedspreads with geometric patterns; the curtains matched the bedspreads, as well as the two 

paintings hanging above the beds.  But it had all the things Aidan and her father had missed: electricity, 

running water, and everything else that went with it.  Aidan put her bags on the bed farthest from the 



door and sat down on the edge just as her father walked in with his own bags, remarking sarcastically, 

“Aidan, we'll have to get the number of their interior decorator!”  After he'd claimed the remaining bed, 

he asked, “Is it okay if I take the first shower, Adds?”  She didn't answer, just nodded. 

Once she heard the shower start behind the closed bathroom door, Aidan got up and turned on 

the television.  She hated the silence; it reminded her of the silence that had fallen on the house just 

before Edward Creighton had materialized out of thin air.  With the remote in hand, Aidan moved back 

to sit on the bed.  The television was still on the last channel the room's previous occupant had 

watched, but it was a commercial, so Aidan left it out of pure curiosity.  But then a quick recap showed 

up on the screen, which made Aidan quickly turn the channel with a gasp.  It was a terrible show to 

watch now, especially after she just had her own run-in with a haunted house.  Aidan rapidly flipped 

through the channels and finally stopped on some sitcom she'd never seen before and had no intention 

of actually watching. 

She had to know.  Aidan pulled her laptop out of her backpack and turned it on.  A few minutes 

later, however, she snapped it shut in irritation.  Of course this hellhole hotel wouldn't have WiFi or an 

Internet connection of any kind.  Rockwood was too far behind on the times, and anyone who needed 

to use the Internet at all wasn't crazy enough to spend a vacation in a tourist trap like Rockwood.  So in 

order to comfort herself a little, Aidan pulled her sketchbook out of her bag. 

The snow white page was the refuge Aidan sought when nothing else made sense.  Whenever 

she had too many thoughts spinning through her mind, she could spill them across the page.  Every 

line, every shadow, every detail, was a thought or emotion Aidan could neither understand nor 

otherwise express.  Packed away in the belongings that would soon be arriving from New York, she had 

a whole year's worth of sketchbooks filled with the drawings she'd turned to in that terrible year when 

her mother had gotten so ill. 

By the time her father came out of the bathroom, fully dressed and drying his wet hair with a 

towel, Aidan had already drawn the two faces of the Creighton brothers as she remembered them best 



from the night before.  Vincent's was twisted with anger, his black eyes the same deep pools of fire 

they'd been when they had locked onto Aidan's face; Edward's pale, handsome face was identical to 

that moment when she had first seen him—serene, intelligent, lit up by the small wry smile at her 

surprise, that strange indescribable emotion glowing in his light green eyes. 

Even as she looked back on her drawings, Aidan felt better.  There was still a slight prickle of 

fear at the hate in Vincent's eyes, but she could easily ignore it in the sunlight of the warm July day.  

She had decided that the whole encounter with the ghosts of the Creighton brothers had been real, and 

now she just wanted to know what exactly had happened to them. 

* * * 

Aidan and her father returned to the mansion later that afternoon.  The instant the car slid to a 

stop, Aidan had unbuckled her seatbelt and was out the door, running up the front steps, tugging open 

the heavy front doors.  Her father stayed behind to make a quick call on his cell phone to the 

construction crew; so far, the gravel courtyard was where he got the best reception. 

She knew immediately where she would start her search.  So Aidan ran across the immense 

entrance hall, up the dusty curved staircase, and down the hall to the room that still bore so many 

memories of its previous owner.   

The family picture she'd dropped on the desk the night before still lay askew on the dust-

covered desk; she picked it up, looked at it again, and noticed something she hadn't before.  Thomas 

Creighton had one arm around Edward's shoulder, pulling his younger, dearer son closer to him; 

Vincent, however, had ostracized himself from the rest of his family, as if he knew that he didn't belong 

or that he was unwanted. 

Setting the picture down, Aidan frowned.  She already knew that Edward had been the favorite; 

Vincent's ghost had told her that much already.  No, she wanted more information.  She was chewing 

on her lower lip impatiently, trying to figure out where to start her search next, when the sunlight from 

the window suddenly made the dust-covered books on the desk glitter. 



Her fingers brushed across the leather-bound spines, clearing away the dust so she could finally 

read the titles.  Aidan blinked in surprise at the titles: Melville's Moby Dick, Stoker's Dracula, Voltaire's 

Candide, Kant's A Critique of Pure Reason, Dumas' The Count of Monte Cristo, Payne's Common 

Sense, and Machiavelli's The Prince.  It was no surprise Edward had looked so intelligent when he so 

clearly was. 

But that didn't help her any.  Aidan frowned in disappointment again.  Then she spotted the 

small leather-bound book at the end of the row, lurking amongst all the renowned titles, trying to hide 

its own unmarked spine.  Aidan picked it out, rolling her eyes in irritation when she saw that the front 

cover was also unmarked.  But when she opened it, she knew she had finally found something that 

would help her. 

Edward's elegant handwriting spiraled gracefully across every page.  It was his journal, and 

although he didn't have an entry for every single day, he had clearly been dedicated to it.  Aidan 

squinted to read the first sentence: April 4
th

, 1908—Today, of all days, I turn eighteen.  She flipped to 

the very last entry to see when it had been dated.  July 18
th

, 1911. 

Aidan had just turned back to the front page to start reading again when she heard her father 

calling her.  She shut the book and took it with her as she hurried back to the entrance hall, where her 

father was waiting for her.  Joshua Monroe noticed the book in his daughter's hand as she drew up to 

him, and he asked her, “What do you have there, sweetheart?” 

“Oh,” Aidan replied, “it's the journal of one of the Creightons.  I found it on the desk in my 

room, and I thought I would read it to get a sense of what they were like.” 

Joshua just nodded.  “That's cool.”  He put a hand on her shoulder and asked, abruptly changing 

the subject, “Hey, why don't we go get some lunch down in Rockwood and head back to the hotel 

afterward?  I'm feeling lazy today.”  Aidan nodded, knowing that she would just end up reading 

Edward's journal while her father napped or watched television. 

As her father pulled the car around the gravel courtyard, Aidan glanced back at the mansion.  It 



looked very decrepit and very sad in the bright sunlight, as if pleading with the Monroes to come back 

already.  Aidan opened the book to the last page again and gently touched the date.  Three years.  That 

was all it had taken for two brothers to tear apart what little of their family was left.  That was all it had 

taken for the legacy of the Creighton family to crumble into dust. 

* * * 

April 6
th

, 1908—Father pulled me aside in the library today.  He wanted to show me the will he'd had 

drawn up while he was in Denver on business.  Apparently he has already recognized that Vincent 

would squander away all our family's fortunes if allowed, so Father added into his will a special 

condition.  In case of Father's death, Vincent indeed inherits everything as the elder son, but in the case 

that I marry before Vincent, legal ownership of anything and everything turns to me.  Father asked me 

to keep our discussion between us; he does not want Vincent to know until the last moment possible.  Of 

course I would do anything to protect our family, as well as its fortunes, from the monster my brother 

has become. 

January 12
th

, 1909—Father died of pneumonia early this morning.  The reading of his will is tomorrow 

morning. 

June 14
th

, 1910—Wonderful news.  When I asked Mayor Browning for Elizabeth's hand, he graciously 

accepted.  But I haven't the heart to tell Vincent the news yet. 

July 18
th

, 1911—I have avoided Vincent for many days now.  I am afraid he did not handle the news of 

Elizabeth's and my engagement as well as I had hoped, but it is with good reason.  Any brother in his 

position would believe I was doing such a thing to only make myself sole inheritor of everything my 

father owned.  But I cannot make him understand that I plan to marry Elizabeth because I love her.  

The inheritance is merely a benefit, but not the sole one.  Yet I worry that Vincent will not listen to 

reason. 

* * * 

These passages had been carefully copied into Aidan's sketchbook.  She thought these had 



offered the most background information to what had happened between the Creighton brothers all 

those years ago, but she also wanted to know exactly how everything had played out.  She wanted to 

know what had happened that night where the brothers had so violently lost their lives that they had 

come back as mere imprints of the souls they'd once been. 

But every time she asked random townspeople about Creighton Manor, they would only 

answer, “We don't talk about that place.”  And whenever she would go down to City Hall, Mayor 

Parktail was always too busy to speak with her.  She was beginning to suspect that the Creighton family 

was one the whole town of Rockwood wanted to ignore and pretend had never existed. 

She and her father didn't spend another night in the mansion for two weeks following their first 

night there.  But the construction crews had completed the majority of their work: rewiring most of the 

house for electricity, flushing out the long-unused plumbing system, and replacing the broken windows 

and solarium roof.  So Joshua insisted that he and Aidan move out of the hotel, which he was beginning 

to hate. 

Aidan felt, for the first time since moving to Rockwood, like she had come home.  After reading 

Edward's journal, she had come to consider him a close friend, even though she had only met his ghost.  

So she felt as if he was almost welcoming her home as she set her bags at the foot of the bed. 

Something was bothering her though.  Aidan still didn't know why Edward had mistaken for his 

beloved Elizabeth.  Throughout the entire journal, he had never once described her, nor had he tucked a 

portrait of her among the pages.  Elizabeth was a mysterious shadow of a woman who seemed too 

important to the story to not exist. 

Later that night, as Aidan was getting ready for bed, she slid open the drawer on the nightstand 

to put her reading book away.  There, shining dimly in the light of the nearby lamp, was a ornate 

picture frame covered in dust. 

Raising an eyebrow in curiosity, Aidan was sure she knew why Edward would hide this portrait.  

By hiding it, it would be as if he could keep a small part of Elizabeth all to himself.  Aidan picked up 



the photograph and brushed away the dust. 

She gasped in surprise.  The young woman of the sepia-toned photograph might have been 

Aidan's reflection in the mirror with the same dark curls, the same dark eyes, the same delicate 

features, even the same arrow-straight nose.  Looking into Elizabeth's face, Aidan finally understood.  

She might have mistaken the two of them as well. 

With a fond smile, Aidan set the picture on her nightstand, where it should have been all along.  

She got into bed and leaned over to shut off the lamp.  As the darkness swallowed up the room, Aidan 

wondered fleetingly if she would ever know what had happened to Vincent, Edward, and Elizabeth.  

She rolled onto her side, closed her eyes, and fell asleep. 

The large crash woke Aidan instantly, making her bolt upright.  No.  No.  Throwing back the 

blanket, she scrambled out of bed and hurried into the hall. 

The massive chandelier was swinging violently, its iron chains groaning in protest.  When 

Aidan tore her eyes away from the chandelier, they swept to the tile floor beneath it.  She screamed. 

At the center of the slate spiral lay what would have been Edward’s body, if he hadn’t been dead 

already.  It was motionless, as if it had already accepted its death.  High above it, at the exact place it 

had gone over, Vincent’s ghost stood next to the banister. 

Vincent snapped his head around in Aidan's direction at the sound of her scream.  His eyes were 

of pure black fire; he looked like a predator ready to pounce.  Moving slowly toward her, he said 

quietly, gloatingly with an evil smirk, “I’ve already killed your Edward, Elizabeth.  The only one left is 

you.” 

There weren’t enough words to describe how terrified Aidan was at that moment.  In a rush of 

pure adrenaline, she turned and ran as fast as she could to the library.  She locked the doors, looked 

around wildly for a place to hide, and finally cowered between two bookcases that ran parallel to the 

back wall.  She bit her lip to suppress the sobs of terror that were threatening to break. 

Edward was dead.  And Vincent had killed him. 



Suddenly the whole room went cold.  Aidan began shivering just as her breath fanned out 

before her in an icy fog.  The double doors began to rattle loudly, and Aidan could hear Vincent cursing 

violently under his breath.  Then there was the sound of the doors being kicked open, but when she 

stole a glance down the row of bookshelves in that direction, they were still shut.  Vincent stood in 

front of them, panting like he had just forced them open. 

After a moment, he called, “You can’t hide forever, Elizabeth.  I know this mansion like the 

back of my hand, and I will find you.  Not even Edward can hide you now.” 

Before Aidan could stop it, a terrified whimper slipped past her lips.  It echoed loudly in the 

room, and she heard Vincent snarl triumphantly.  Her heart hammered in her chest at the fear now 

pulsing through her.  He was obviously drawing nearer to her hiding place, for the air was getting 

colder with every second that went by.  She heard Vincent say softly, as if this were a children’s game, 

“Elizabeth, come out wherever you are.” 

His pale figure appeared abruptly at the end of the row.  The panic was driving all rational 

thought out of Aidan's head.  She bolted.  Vincent's head snapped up, and he followed her, calling, 

“Elizabeth, please come back!  I won’t hurt you!”  Although she had once questioned Edward's sarcasm 

and disdain, Aidan recognized both dripping like acid from Vincent's every word. 

Aidan had almost reached the doors when a hand grabbed her arm, yanking her behind a 

bookshelf.  She started to scream, but a hand, translucent yet warm, went across her mouth.  The air 

around him suddenly so warm Aidan worried it might erupt into flame, Edward whispered, “I’ll take 

care of this, Elizabeth.  Just get out of here.”  He shoved her gently toward the door and wheeled 

quickly to face his brother, who stopped abruptly. 

Vincent looked like he had seen a ghost, confusion and horror now burning in his eyes.  He 

muttered disbelievingly, “But I killed you.  I threw you from the banister less than an hour ago.” 

“Indeed, you did, Vincent,” Edward replied calmly, his pale eyes glinting dangerously.  “But I 

wouldn’t have come back if I hadn’t been afraid for Elizabeth.  I knew you would come for her next, 



and I can’t let you do that.”  His graceful calm was suddenly gone as he seized Vincent’s shirt collar 

and dragged him, screaming at the top of his lungs, past Aidan into the hall. 

The scream that tore from Vincent’s chest as he was thrown from the balcony echoed through 

the mansion, magnifying until the crystal chandelier trembled on the point of shattering.  It went quiet 

the instant he struck the slate floor below him.  His phantom body landed next to his brother’s. 

But Edward’s undying spirit stood at the banister, gazing with wide eyes at the slate spiral.  

Aidan approached him slowly, unsure of how quickly he would disappear.  He turned to her and said 

quietly, “It’s over, Elizabeth.  You’ll never have to worry about Vincent again.” 

She unexpectedly felt like putting him at ease.  “But I’ll never see you again, Edward,” she told 

him softly, pretending to be the Elizabeth he’d died for.  Somehow, without forcing them, tears leapt to 

her eyes. 

Edward’s face and eyes filled immediately with pain.  He reached out and touched Aidan's 

cheek; sweat broke out on her face at the warmth of his touch.  In a tortured murmur, he promised, 

“Yes, you will, Elizabeth, because I’ll always be here.  I will always protect you.”  As he strolled away 

across the hall, he faded with each passing step until finally the darkness swallowed him whole. 

* * * 

Aidan woke the next morning and immediately recognized the salty taste of tears on her lips. 

After checking her reflection in her and Edward's bedroom mirror, she went downstairs to her 

father and asked if she could borrow the car for a little while.  Her father didn't put up a fight, didn't 

even ask why. 

When Aidan showed up in Mayor Parktail's office, the red-haired secretary tried to insist that 

the mayor was too busy to see her.  Then Mayor Parktail walked suddenly out of his office, his head 

bent over the daily newspaper, his unlit pipe between his teeth.  Aidan asked, “Mayor, could I please 

talk to you?” 

He just waved his hand vaguely at her and replied, “I'm terribly sorry, Miss Monroe, but I'm 



afraid I'm already late to breakfast with the chair of the city council.  Maybe if you could come back 

later...”  He started out of his office. 

Aidan followed him out the door and called after him, “Mayor Parktail, I've seen the ghosts of 

Vincent and Edward Creighton!  I know what goes on in that house!” 

Mayor Parktail stopped instantly.  When he turned back to Aidan, his face was gray, and he 

looked like he might throw up at any minute.  Aidan walked up to him and told him calmly, “Sir, I want 

to know what happened after they died.”  Mayor Parktail didn't reply.  So she insisted, “Mayor, what 

happened to Elizabeth?” 

* * * 

Elizabeth Browning and Edward Creighton had actually married in secret three days before 

Edward's murder.  And Elizabeth would not recover from the shock of watching her husband die for 

some time.  She wept harder than anyone at his funeral and vowed she would never marry again.  

Elizabeth kept her promise; she died nine months later after giving birth to a girl she named Stella. 

The woman that cared for Elizabeth in her last hours would later claim that moments before the 

young woman died, there was a pale figure of a young man sitting at her side.  He held her hand gently 

and whispered to her quietly; Elizabeth looked up at him, murmured his name, and closed her eyes, 

never to open them again. 

Stella Creighton would grow up to become the reincarnation of her mother.  She would also 

grow up to marry a wealthy Denver lawyer, whose descendents would move to New York, whose great-

great-granddaughter would leave New York for Creighton Manor. 

* * * 

Aidan found Edward and Elizabeth's graves in the small overgrown cemetery behind the 

mansion.  She lay on the small brass plaques a dark red rose each.  It was the least she could do for the 

two whose love all those years ago had helped bring her into the world. 


