Things were happening so fast Clara had a difficult time trying to make plans for the shop. Seeing the doctor again was not something she thought necessary, due to all the questions she’d be subjected to. What could she possibly tell hm? Anything she could say about this would only point to insanity. “I hear and see things every time I touch certain items.” What would a doctor think of that? She was convinced she would have to work through this on her own without the probing help of a medical person. 

Clara rose early morning before daylight. She needed to get her day underway. Off to the kitchen for her morning cup of caffeine. Rising up early every day to go to work needed getting used to. 

She opened the back door to the kitchen; she felt the cool air come rushing in. The misty freshness led to an indication it might rain. Nevertheless, she would prepare to go into the shop to get as much done as possible. Regardless of the problem she had encountered, she was determined to open the shop and make a go of it. 

By the time she left the house a light sprinkle of rain had begun. A fine misty fog hovered over the town. It could easily be one of those steady downpour days with no let up. 

The only activity at seven-thirty in the morning was a few cars passing through with folks on their way to work. It would be at least another hour before any of the other shops would open. The fire station had their overhead door up with one of the firemen standing inside watching the rain. Clara waved to him as she passed. By now everyone on the square knew Clara as the new owner of the antique shop. They were all friendly. 

At the coffee shop, the owner, an older man named Charles Gibson, insisted she not pay for her coffee when she came in. “It’s on the house, little lady.” he would tell her. He seemed to like Clara an awful lot. Being widowed, the possibility of him flirting with her seemed obvious. His wife had passed away a little more than three years ago and he now lived alone in a big house on the other side of town several miles from the area where Clara lived. It was a prestigious, wealthy neighborhood. No surprise because Charles was quite well off.

Clara had no interest in forming a relationship with anyone at this time. Harry was only gone a few weeks and the thought of another man had not even entered her mind. She knew however, Charles had an eye for her, so she avoided going to his shop for coffee after a few times, but instead, took a thermos of coffee or tea to the shop with her.

To clear out the stuffy smell in the shop she opened the front door to let some fresh air in before she turned on the lights and radio. The one station with soft music, her favorite to listen to gave the shop a nice atmosphere. She resumed her cleaning, starting in the back room, her office. Papers of all kinds scattered on the desk, most of them listings of auctioneers and other business sources. Arranging all the drawers in the desk was done in no time. Linda had everything in neat sorted order. 


She poured herself a cup of coffee from the thermos. As she sat in the chair behind the desk to enjoy it, she heard the front door close. Quickly she hurried out into the shop to find

Charles Gibson standing inside the door. “Good morning, Clara,” he said as he walked toward her. “I thought you might like a nice cup of coffee. I brought you one of my best brews.” He then handed her a Styrofoam cup steaming with the fine aroma of a great smelling coffee.

She accepted his offer graciously. “Thank you, Mr. Gibson. This is nice of you.”

The handsome male visitor smiled in a blushing way, like a small child bringing his teacher a little gift he made with his own hands. He was enchanted with Clara. He had not been attracted to a woman like this for a very long time. His wife was the only one who had ever made him feel the way he did when he looked at Clara.

“Please sit down for a few minutes.” She showed him over to two chairs along the wall. “Here, Mr. Gibson, sit here.”


With a little chuckle in his voice, he said, “You don’t have to call me Mr. Gibson. Please just call me Charley. Everyone else does.” Then Charley sat next to her.

As she sipped the coffee, she couldn’t help looking at him with his pleasant smile. The coffee was very good, the best she’d ever tasted. “I bet you sell a lot of this. Is it a blend?” she asked. 

His eyes lit up. “One of the best blends in the world,” he answered. “I import beans from all over the world. You will have to try my cappuccino. I think you will love it.”

Suddenly Clara felt that strange feeling she had when she sat in the rocking chair at home. She bolted up out of the chair, spilling a little coffee on the floor. “Oh, I’m sorry!” she said loudly. Her face reddened with embarrassment. 

Charley quickly stood. “What’s the matter?” he asked with concern. The startled anguish look on Clara’s face brought a confused look to his widely growing eyes as he continued to question her. “Are you all right?”

She was more embarrassed than anything.  She had to make some kind of excuse. She wanted him to leave. “Oh, it’s nothing. I just remembered I had to make an important phone call before noon. Please excuse me,” she said as she started to walk away.

“Are you sure you are all right?” he asked again. 

“Yes, I’m fine, but I have to make that call. Thanks for the coffee. Please excuse me.” 

Still concerned he said, “I’m just a few doors away if you need anything or someone.” He didn’t know what else to say.  “I can come any time you need me. Just give me a call. I’ll stop by later, to see how you’re doing.” 

Her mind was not on Charley now, but on the chair she had sat in. She approached it with hesitation. After pausing for a few seconds, she sat down in it. Almost instantly, she felt the presence of someone at her side. As she turned her head to look, a dark figure moved back.

A voice came from behind her. “Don’t turn around.” A man told her, “I am from the household where that chair came from. I was stabbed to death and my face is all bloody. I don’t want you to see it. Don’t turn around.” His voice, quick, anxious. “I will not let anyone see me like this. That bastered had my wife . . .” He paused, “Just don’t look at me.” 


Clara listened to this distraught person behind her wanting desperately to turn around, but kept her position in the chair. “Why are you here?” she asked. “What do you want?”  

She heard the man sigh before he spoke again. “I have always been here in this chair. 

It’s the only thing left of me.” 

With her whole body shaking she questioned him again. “Why haven’t you gone on?” With that inquiry there was silence. Clara spoke louder. “Are you still there? Can you hear me?”

In an angry voice, the spirit replied, “Because I can’t go anywhere.” His anger frightened her and she stood up. Moving fast, she turned around and found no one there. The man had disappeared. 

Curiosity can be a strong force and for Clara it took over. She had to talk to this man again even though she was scared out of her wits by the aspects of conversing with a dead person. As she tried to muster up the courage to sit back in the chair, the phone rang. She hurried into the office to answer it. The interruption was a call from one of the antique dealers she would be doing business with. 

“Mrs. Espy, I would like to talk to you about the inventory

 of old items I have and show you some of our newest list of Antiques. Is tomorrow okay with you?” 

“Give me your number, I’ll call you later.” 

As she sat at her desk, her hand still on the phone, she thought of Marie and Nicole. She had a strong desire to talk to Nicole again, so she began to look for the piece of paper with her phone number on it. After rummaging through the papers on top of her desk, she opened the middle drawer to find it right on top. She was glad she hadn’t lost it.  It was going to be important for her to keep in touch with this woman. She was the only person who seemed to understand what was going on with her.  Nicole was the right person to ask questions.

Clara hurried to dial the number. The phone rang several times, but there was no answer. Clara gave up after the third try. She looked up at the clock on the wall and decided to try calling Nicole again in an hour. Her need to talk to someone made her pick up the phone again to call Marie. 

Marie answered with a cheery sound to her voice. “Hi, Clara. How’s things going?” 


 “I’m doing okay.” She sounded a little evasive. 

“Oh, no, you’re not. I know you better than that, girl. I can hear it in your voice. Tell me what’s going on?” 

There was no choice but to open up to Marie. “It’s these chairs in the shop. I sat on one of them and a man spoke to me, only he stayed behind me. He told me he was murdered. He didn’t want me to turn around to look at him because of his bloody face. When I asked him why he had not gone on, his voice became angry. Marie, it scared the hell out of me. I’m trying to cope with this, but I don’t know if I can.”

Marie had great concern for her dearest friend’s troubled state. “Did you call the doctor?”

After a long moment of silence Clara answered. “No, I haven’t. I don’t think it will prove anything. I know what’s going on. It’s just like Nicole said. I think this came about when I fell and hit my head. Nicole said it’s possible.”

“Okay Clara, you’re probably right, only I think you need to take it easy. Don’t try so hard to test this thing. Take your time with it. You have a lot to do in the shop so as long as I’m free now that I have my husband’s office done, I can come and help you. We can start tomorrow morning. How about it?” 

Delighted, Clara told her, “I can sure use the help. This has been harder than I thought. I’d be a lot further along if I hadn’t fallen off the ladder.” 

“Well, you did fall, and you can’t change that so stop thinking about it.”

“All right, I will go on to get this place open. It’s something I really wanted. I’m not going to let anything hold me back.”

Marie’s husband, a prominent attorney in town had just moved into a high rise office in 

the inner city and Marie helped him re-decorate. She didn’t have to work, but liked keeping busy so helping Clara would be something she could really get in to.

As Clara emerged from the office, she paused for a moment to look around the shop. It was a nice place. Something she wanted to feel good about. Her lifelong love of old things, especially antiques, is what was so intriguing about taking the business over. Never in her wildest dreams would she have thought something as bizarre as this psychic gift could ever be as difficult as it seemed, she was determined.

The old chair she had the encounter with stood out like it called out to her. There was no way she could walk past it without an acceleration of curiosity. She would have to give in. An almost twin sat next to it like waiting for something to happen.

With some hesitation, she approached the chair. It had a slight tear in the seat, but other wise in good condition. She slowly sat thinking she would wait for what would happen, but instantly she felt the presence of someone behind her. This time she was not going to be scared off. She would have a look at this guy.

His voice, low pitched and demanding. “I know what you’re thinking, but I’m telling you, don’t turn around.”

“I’m not afraid of you. You can’t stop me.” Having said that, she quickly turned her head to the side then moved her body around in the chair.

The apparition of the man moved back to a darkened corner where he stood in the shadowy presence of the now apprehensive owner of the antique shop.

Holding her shaking hands tightly together, she made an attempt to speak, but her voice broke and she nearly chocked. Clearing her throat, she tried once more to talk to him. “Who are you?”    

The figure of the man moved even further back before he answered. “I’m a person who lived a long time ago. My name is Wolfgang Vanstraten. Why do you want to know?”

Clara was amazed at her ability to converse with someone who obviously was dead. “I like to know who I’m talking to, that’s all.” She wanted to get up out of the chair, but she knew she would lose the contact with him. It was a bit uncomfortable sitting the way she was. “Could you come a little closer please and stand in front of me?” 

In the darkened corner his silhouette stood. A mist around him prevented a clear view of him. As he spoke, he stepped further back away from her. “I will not let you see my face. I know how horrible I look. I don’t want anyone to see it.” 

He moved in a nervous motion, going back and forth as he paced “You are the first person I have been able to speak to since my demise. My silence has been for a very long time. Many years have passed. I long for some place to go, but I can’t leave. I stayed with these chairs. It’s the only thing I have left. They belonged to me and my wife Henrietta.” 

“Why are you telling me all of this?” she asked. 


Wolfgang let out a deep sigh. “Do you know how it is to exist without anyone to talk to for so long?” 

Clara asked him quickly, “How many years?” 

“Too many. The last I know of, it was 1889. The year I was murdered.”

Clara went on to ask him how he was murdered, which opened up the conversation for him to tell her about his life and his death.

As he began, Clara watched his tale unfold before her very eyes.  His voice was distant, his figure gone and in its place a motion picture version of what he was saying. 


“My wife and I lived on a small farm with our three children. Things were hard for us. We came from Austria. We had no education in America so the only thing we could do was farm. I raised live stock, grew corn and wheat in the fields next to my house. I made only enough to get along on. Living on the edge of poverty made life difficult, but it was better than staying in a country where we had no freedom left. At least here in the United States, we were free with opportunities we did not have there. I loved to farm, but my wife Henrietta was not happy there. She fought with me constantly to move to the city, away from the lonely life on the farm.

He went on, “Our three children, a daughter and two sons, were happy on the farm with me and never complained. The boys went to school, part time. They only went in the morning hours after their early chores were completed. In the afternoon, they worked in the barns. Gertrude, the little girl, was only seven. She learned to cook and sew with her mother. She went to school all day. Henrietta was lonely; she hated living on the farm. Whenever I took her to town with me she went through the stores so she could talk to the townspeople. Many of the young women were dressed in fine clothes and were better educated than she was and that was what she liked about them. Production of our farming grew fast and I needed help to keep up so I hired a young man named James Lexis, who was only in the United States for a year. He was from England.” Wolfgang stopped pacing to take a brief pause. He peered at Clara to make sure she was listening.

“James, a handsome six foot tall young man in his late twenties, had wavy brown hair, and a very well built physique. Henrietta took a liking to him right away.

As the days went by James was needed more often on the farm until I finally asked him to move in with us.

By this time James had noticed the looks Henrietta would give him whenever he was around her. Those come hither looks were more than just innocent flirting and James knew it. It didn’t take him long to make a casual advance. I now know just how it happened.

I was going to town on my regular twice- a- week trip to the market. I took produce and live stock there to sell. The children went with me to help unload the wagon.

As the shadowy figure in the darkened corner spoke, he moved a little closer to Clara. The sound of his voice became intense. It was evident he had wanted to tell his story to someone for a long time and now he at last had his chance. Clara sat very still; while she listened to him relive his life and his tragic death.

Clara could see everything clearly as though it were being presented to her as a motion picture on a large screen.

Henrietta was always left at the farm with James. The flirtation had become an affair. She delighted in the excitement of making love to a handsome young man right in the very bed she shared with her husband.

For months the secret love affair went on until one stormy fall day, when Wolfgang and the boys tried to get to town when the roads were all washed away, forcing them to turn around.       “The rain came down hard and I could hardly make it through the muddy road.

Arriving at the farm, Wolfgang went straight to the barn, expecting to find James there. Not finding him, he went to the house. He looked wet and frustrated as he went to the kitchen, but she was not there, so he went to the back of the house to the bedroom. He found her and James in bed.  Furious, he grabbed James by his arm and pulled him out of the bed.


As Wolfgang told his story, his voice would fade, but Clara could still visualize everything. Not only did she see visions, but she was able to see everything happening, even the things her visiting ghost was not saying. How amazing the entire story unfolded before her very eyes.

