Chapter One

Professor Nicholas Pim, author of two scholarly books, Professor of Mediaeval Literature at Trinity College, and bachelor, moved into the Inn at Granger Bay with the help of his graduate students, Ardatha and her two boyfriends Horace and Robbie, and two other students, Lizzy and Anita.  So much stuff!  The books alone, just those he needed for his summer’s research, filled a dozen cartons!  
Nicholas thought it would take him most of the summer to unpack all the crates and cartons, and so was grateful for Ardatha’s suggestion that the students stay to help him unpack, if he didn’t mind putting them up for the night.  Since it was already the middle of the afternoon, he didn’t mind at all.
The students began emptying boxes willy-nilly, putting books on shelves in order of dimension.  Thus, The Oxford Dictionary of English Verse (Quiller-Couch edition, in Nicholas’ view, the only Oxford Dictionary of English Verse) was wedged between ‘Le Morte d’ Arthur’ and ‘Etruscan Cuisine’, just because they were all of a size.
The Inn was a treat, though a mere shade of its former self.  Originally a two storey edifice with many rooms and two wings, it had been reduced, over time, to a single storey structure with four large rooms including a bedroom including modern bathroom, and an antiquated kitchen.  There was an enormous fireplace at one end of the main room, and on the other side of the kitchen, a huge wine cellar that was very well stocked.
The Inn was built 300 years ago, serving sailors and their wenches for the most part, but in later years, travelling people ‘of discernment’.  The property was owned by the original owners’ descendants, who viewed it as nothing more than an investment.  (The wine-cellar was a ‘hobby interest’ to them, and they left the management of the property to a third party.)  The Inn overlooked Granger Bay, which had been advantageous to the owners and their clientele.  It was a beautiful place.  The view of the Bay was breath-taking!  Gulls few over the water, and the horn of an occasional ship could be heard in the distance.  Behind the Inn, the land was heavily woods, but with clear roads and many footpaths.  Here, concealed by burgeoning woodland growth, there were some outbuildings, many of which had fallen into disuse.
The Inn was completely furnished, mostly with the original furniture.  The desk that Nicholas used all summer was at least 200 years old, and the rental agent mentioned the names of several well-known people who had used it in all that time.  
Fortunately, the house was modernized with telephone, plumbing and other amenities; there was even an underground cable to a satellite dish on the top of the hill behind the house, hidden by the trees.  Despite all the ‘modernity’, the television set here was ancient (it had vacuum tubes), but since he never looked at the idiot box, it was only a matter of casual interest.  Almost everything in the house was older than he.
There was a staff person connected with the Inn, Mrs Harmon, who lived out.  She was a pleasant older woman who did much and said little.  She arrived each day to attend to the domestic needs of the occupants.  She was a bit of a puzzle, though, because Saturday, the day of Nicholas’ arrival, she simply appeared and began lending a hand with the unpacking.  She made lunch, and later dinner, and then just disappeared.  The following day, she was back, just as quietly and unobtrusively as before.
Of course, there are always some things to which one must adjust.  When the wind blew, the trees creaked and there were creaking and whistling sounds inside the building.  Late in the night, it could have a very eerie effect.  The floors could have used a bit of attention from a carpenter—they were the original floors, and Nicholas had  already been popped in the back of the leg by one devious floor board that sprang up from behind when he stepped on it.  Mrs Harmon said she would have that seen to.
Nicholas’ initial impressions were very favourable—he felt sure he would like this place a lot!  He’d taken a summer-term break from the English Department at Trinity College to devote himself to writing.  His publisher, and his department head, had been after him to write, since his first two books were at least modestly successful.  This was surely the place to do it!  The ambience of the house, the sense of age and history, were inspiring.  The gentle, soothing susurrus from the Bay lulled him into a contemplative state of mind; the wooded areas were quiet except for the odd owl.  
	In all, one couldn’t ask to be better placed!

The students got everything unloaded from the vans in the first day, as the professor looked on—youthful energy was admirable.  That evening, Mrs Harmon gave them a magnificent feast, well-suited for college students and not so much for their professor; burgers, sausages, ribs, salad, beer, and dessert.  After dinner the students scattered themselves around the main room and slept on couches, or in make-shift sleeping bags on the floor.  (Nicholas was reluctant to find out the details of Ardatha’s sleeping arrangement, she of the stereo boyfriends).  Exhausted, Nicholas retired to his bedroom, where he slept on an enormous comfortable bed with an ancient mattress.  He was so tired he could have slept on a bed of coals and not noticed anything at all!  Sleep came quickly, and was welcomed wholeheartedly.  
In the morning, he attempted to make a hearty breakfast, but had no experience with wood-burning stoves.  Fortunately, Mrs Harmon appeared in the nick of time to save them from burnt eggs, scorched bacon and incinerated sausage.  He did just manage the orange juice without assistance.
Ardatha and her friends left around mid-afternoon Sunday.  All the boxes had been unpacked and items shelved in chaotic order, and empty cartons and crates were strewn about—Mrs Harmon said she would take care of them.  Ardatha gave Nicholas a powerful hug and a big wet kiss as she was leaving.  The other students were suitably restrained in their farewells, shaking hands and waving as they left.  They always addressed Nicholas as ‘Professor Pim’ or ‘Doctor Pim’, whereas Ardatha authorised herself to call him ‘Nicholas’, or ‘Nicky’ (which he hated).  With a sly wink, Ardatha squeezed her professor’s hand and followed her boyfriends out the door to the waiting vans.
Nicholas struggled with his feelings about Ardatha—she was very smart and quite beautiful, pleasing and charming, but she was a student, and she had a colourful reputation.  Such a hug and kiss left him feeling unresolved—so much temptation, so much guilt.
Mrs Harmon appeared with dinner around 7 pm, a joint of beef, Yorkshire pudding, salad, and a good burgundy.  Nicholas passed on dessert—he told her, ‘There is no room at the Inn!’  
	 	
	After the students had returned to Trinity late Sunday afternoon, and Mrs Harmon had gone home, Nicholas went around all the bookshelves in the living room—the walls were lined with bookshelves, almost all of which were filled now—and transferred his more precious, favourite books to the bedroom.  He made a half-hearted attempt at organizing the books that remained, but gave up around midnight.
	Reclined on his bed, the professor was leafing through a first-edition Alice’s Adventures in Wonderland when he fell asleep.  Perhaps some of the illustrations, or the story itself, must have crept into his dreams.  He could swear that as he drifted off, he saw the top of a little girl’s head at the foot of his bed, and heard giggling!
	Nicholas awoke briefly in the middle of the night to a sound—he thought he’d heard footstep above him.  Unless someone was walking on the roof, he didn’t see how that’s possible—this was a single-storey structure, after all.
	
Mrs Harmon had breakfast ready for him when he went out the next morning.  The bathroom, being just off the bedroom, was very convenient, and the shower was a blessed contrast to the drizzle he had for a shower at college.  She offered to start moving cartons into the storage shed behind the house while he set up the computer and started setting out his notes for his book, ‘Tristan and Isolde’.  He was feeling peppy and enthusiastic, and had a rascally urge to write something outrageous—perhaps ‘Tristan and Isolde en Flagrante!’ (which he supposed they probably were anyway).
He worked all morning.  He didn’t see Mrs Harmon again until lunchtime.  She gave him a thick stew made from the previous night’s joint of beef, some reheated Yorkshire pudding, and a cup of something hot that was spicy and delicious.
	The housekeeper disappeared somewhere after lunch, but returned in time for dinner.  Nicholas went for an exploratory walk during the afternoon; when he returned, the main room had been set completely to rights, the bedroom had been freshly swept and the bed made, and there was the aroma of something freshly baked.
After dinner Nicholas smoked a pipe and had a brandy while he started to re-read ‘Nicholas and Alexandra’ by Robert K Massey.  A wonderful book!  He retired for the night at 11 o’clock.  He’d had a fantastic day, and he was impatient for the night to pass.

	Though he thought he was sleeping soundly that night, in the middle of the night, Nicholas awoke to find a ladder sticking out of the bedroom floor, reaching through the ceiling.  He saw an elderly man in pyjamas, bathrobe and slippers, climbing the ladder with a book in one hand.
‘Hey!’ Nicholas cried.  ‘What are you doing?’
The old man slowly looked around at him.  ‘Ah, another one,’ he said to himself.  ‘Just taking a book to my room in the loft,’ he said, and displayed the professor’s copy of the Complete Sherlock Holmes.
	‘That’s my book!’ Nicholas objected.
	‘That’s all right, you’ll have it back in the morning,’ the old man replied.  He looked around the room.  ‘All of these books are yours?’ he asked.
	‘Yes,’ Nicholas answered.
	The old man nodded to himself.  ‘Maybe we’ll talk,’ he said, and proceeded up the ladder and through the ceiling.
	‘Hey!’ Nicholas called after him, ‘what loft?  There’s nothing up there!’
	The old man smiled at Nicholas and said, ‘Then you must be dreaming,’ and disappeared. 

When Nicholas awoke the next morning, the Complete Sherlock Holmes was in its right place on the shelf.  Upside down.  
Mrs Harmon wasn’t evident when the professor went to the kitchen for breakfast, but a hot meal had been prepared.  He was puzzled at how she got anything done, or rather, when she did anything, because at most, he saw her flit from place to place, and if he followed after her, the job was already finished.  He had not yet heard the sounds of a car, or seen a bicycle—how did she get here?
Most of the day was occupied organizing notes for ‘Tristan and Isolde’.  Nicholas always found a great peace in establishing an order to his work, and the personal ritual that went into writing—out of chaos came order, after all.
The only thing to disturb this idyllic state was the development of floaters—spots in the vision that originated inside the eyeball.  Several times that day, he thought he’d detected movement in his peripheral vision, but when he looked around, there was nothing to be seen. 
The day proceeded smoothly, and after a pleasant dinner, he spent the evening with telephone calls from Ardatha, for whom he remained faculty advisor—he was overseeing her final academic requirement, her thesis, which she meant to begin this summer—and his sister Melanie.  
Nicholas appreciated Ardatha’s attention—it’s always nice to know one is appreciated and thought of—but she was inclined to put a suggestive, sometimes almost licentious, slant on everything.  When they spoke that evening, he thanked her again for her help and the help of her friends.  She hinted at paying a non-academic visit the following weekend, and Nicholas would probably have appreciated this suggestion more if he hadn’t known she had a reputation for granting full favour to anyone in long trousers.  
Then again, it had been a long time since his last relationship….
And then again, she was his student….
	Melanie was her usual contentious self, so of course they got into a head-to-head, but finished peacefully in time for him to grab Massey’s book and hit the hay.  He needed some time after the conversation with Melanie to calm down.  Sisters were meant to look up to their older brothers, weren’t they?  Apparently she hadn’t read that part of the ‘little sisters’ manual’.   Brat!
The following morning he worked on ‘Tristan and Isolde’, then went for a walk through the wooded area behind the house in the afternoon.  There were a number of interestingly twisted trees, and a pleasingly inclined road to the top of the hill.  The scent of trees blended with the smell of the sea, having a very placid effect on him.  He came home thinking he should get a dog, because a dog would enjoy such a romp, and he’d be glad of a reason to get out of the house/away from his work, for a bit—gotta walk the dog!  
Although he had yet to explore it, Nicholas thought a dog might enjoy a romp on the shores of the bay as well.  From the cliff on which the Inn sat, the beach looked clean and free of rubbish, barring what washed in from the ocean.  The sand glistened in the sunlight, the sound of the waves rushing onto the beach was soothing—a great place for a dog.
	When he came back from his afternoon ramble, Nicholas mentioned his dog-longing to Mrs Harmon.  ‘Oh, sir, I don’t much like dogs, do I? They’re noisy, boisterous and troublesome creatures; I’m more partial to cats myself!’  Nicholas didn’t think he’d enjoy walking a cat on the beach, and doubted the cat would enjoy it either.
After a salmon with dill and accoutrements for dinner, Nicholas read more of ‘Nicholas and Alexandra’, and when he started to nod, he removed to the bedroom, and fell onto the bed.  Drifting off, he remembered his dream of the man climbing through the bedroom ceiling.  He wondered idly what book the old fellow would borrow tonight.

	Sometime in the night, he became aware of giggling.  He looked around the room, and saw, seated on an old wooden chair, a small, pretty girl with long brown hair, wearing an old-fashioned sleeping dress, swinging her bare legs and naked feet as she looked at him.
	‘Ohmygodwherethehelldidyoucomefrom?’ the learned professor blurted as he shot upright, out of his sleep (or so he thought).
	‘I’ve been here all along,’ the little girl answered.  ‘You’ve even seen me a couple of times!’  She smiled sweetly.
	Nicholas shook his head.  ‘I’m here by myself,’ he said.
The little girl giggled again.  ‘Not really.’  She swung her legs some more.  ‘There are a lot of us here.’  She rubbed her nose.  ‘You’ve seen me in the corner of your eye, during the daylight.  I like you.  You remind me of my papa.   He was nice like you; he looked like you, with a moustache and longer hair.  You even smell like my papa—he smoked a pipe too.’
	‘There’s a lot I’m not understanding, especially why a little girl would be sitting at the foot of my bed.  Explain yourself, please!’
	The little girl looked at the ceiling coyly, and shot a breath toward her bangs.  ‘I live here.  I have lived here all my life.  In a way, you are my guest.’  Some of her hair stood away from her forehead, and she brushed it back in place.
	‘And who are you?’
	‘My name is Lucinda, and I am five years old.’  She giggled.  ‘I’m a conundrum, or maybe I mean paradox.’
	‘”Conundrum” and “paradox” are pretty big words for a five-year-old girl, and how did you get into my bedroom please?’
	‘I’m a conundrum or maybe a paradox because I’m both the youngest and oldest person in this house,’ Lucinda explained.  ‘And really, I’m not in your room, I’m in your dream.  You are dreaming now.  That is how most of us manifest ourselves.’
	‘Sorry, not following.’
	‘I hate this part,’ Lucinda murmured.  ‘I’m a ghost.  You’re staying in a house that is filled with ghosts; it’s part ghost itself.’  She closed her eyes and waited.  Then she opened one eye.  ‘You aren’t going to scream?’
	‘Of course not,’ Nicholas sniffed.  ‘If this is a dream then you’re nothing to be afraid of.  All I have to do is wake up and you’ll be gone.’
	‘Gone with your dream, but not gone from the house,’ the little girl teased.  She jumped down from the wooden chair, which really was too high for her, and her head almost completely disappeared from view.  He heard the pad-pad of bare feet, and she appeared at his side.  ‘Come with me, and I’ll show you my home.’
	‘I’ve been here for several days,’ Nicholas protested as he struggled to sit up and reach for his robe. ‘I’ve seen the house already.’
	‘You’ve seen the living house,’ Lucinda corrected.  ‘There are your slippers,’ she pointed.
	Dressed suitably for a midnight ramble through what he had expected to be familiar territory, Nicholas followed Lucinda to the bedroom door, which opened of its own accord.  She took his hand and led him down an unfamiliar corridor.  Ordinarily, the bedroom opened onto the main room.
	She had the voice of a small child, but the vocabulary of an adult, so it was a little perplexing to hear her say she loved puppies and used to have a big doggie, and in the next breath talk about the architecture of the structure having been repeatedly modified and enhanced in the course of the last two centuries, as per the desires of the contemporary owners of a particular era. 
	Lucinda explained that the house had been built on the hill in the early 18th century, and had been visited by sailors and their ‘girlfriends’, other travellers, and some famous artists and writers whose names she did not remember.  There was the cellar, of course, and the ground floor which Nicholas was occupying, but there had been an additional storey, with a large flight of stairs off the main room, which had originally been the public room of the tavern.  There had been two wings to the place.  Over the decades, there had been mishaps and accidents, damaging one part or another of the structure.  Instead of rebuilding, the owners (she wasn’t sure how to describe her relationship to them, since they were the distant descendants of her brothers) had closed off the damaged sections, and eventually torn them down.  
	‘Why is that?’ Nicholas asked.
	‘The house is a living thing.  If you lose a leg, you don’t grow it back,’ Lucinda explained.  ‘The house lost rooms; anything they might do to replace those rooms wouldn’t really be part of the living house, any more than a peg leg would be part of your real body.  It’s simple.’
	‘Then how are we here?  I’ve never seen this corridor—there is no corridor in the house where I’m living!’
	‘Just because the house changes in the living world doesn’t mean it does in the spirit world.’  
	‘And you’ve been here all this time?  Isn’t it lonely for you?’ he asked.
	‘I’m not alone.  I was born in the bed in which you are sleeping right now.  I died there too.  I’ve always been here, watching the visitors.  Some I can talk to, especially children.  Some visitors stay here, even after they’ve left.  And I’m not the only ghost here.’  The conversation was becoming esoteric, so he decided to steer it in a more simple direction. 
	‘How did you die?’
	Lucinda stared for a moment.  ‘Oh well,’ she said quietly, ‘you weren’t to know.’  Taking her guest’s hand again, she led him to the staircase, and as they moved to the floor above, she explained, ‘There are rules.  You can ask us our names, we have to tell you.  But never ask a ghost how he or she died or questions about our lives.  You can say you’re interested, but you must never ask those questions directly.  If we want you to know, we’ll tell you.  We’re supposed to answer direct questions, but those details are very’ she whispered ‘secret.’
	She reached the top of the stair before Nicholas, and turned around.  With her tiny hands on her hips, she said earnestly, ‘I am the oldest ghost in this house because I died first.  I am also the youngest because everyone else was older than five years when they died.  There are several ghosts in this house right now, and you will only meet them in your dreams.  Some of us stay here permanently; some go and return, others go and never return.  This is an inn, after all.’
	‘So ghosts travel, take holidays, make world tours, just like the living?’
	‘Yes, I’m glad you understand.’
	Nicholas reached the top step.  ‘As I understand it, ghosts are souls with unresolved issues from their lives.  May I ask what sort of unresolved issue a five-year old could have that binds you here?’ he asked.
	‘Well, it is true for a segment of the spirit population,’ Lucinda said.  Again the professor experienced a sort of mental vertigo as he listened to adult vocabulary in the voice of a five-year old.  ‘Just as it’s true in the living world—some people have issues they can never resolve, on which they fixate, which arrest their physical and mental freedom.  But all of us here want to be here.  I like it here.  When I went to heaven, I said I wanted to live in this house, and they let me because I’m happy here.  Most of the others, both the dwellers and the visitors, are here because they want to be.’
	‘Most of the others?’ Nicholas repeated, but Lucinda seemed not to hear.  So instead, he asked, ‘Does Mrs Harmon know about you, all of you?’
	‘Oh, certainly!’  Lucinda giggled.
‘She doesn’t live here.  How can she see you in her dreams?’
	Lucinda giggled again.  ‘Well, I hope she can see us!’ was all she said.
	They were standing in the middle of a long corridor, lined with doorways.  Gas-lit sconces lined the walls.  ‘One of my brothers’ great-great grandsons had those installed,’ Lucinda explained.  Still holding his hand, she led her visitor to the end of the corridor and told him to look out the window.  There, where his car should have been, was a large building with a slate roof.  A quiet sound like horses’ hooves drifted up to them.  ‘Where’s my car?’ he demanded.
	‘It’s there, but what you’re seeing is the original stable, filled with horses.  The stable burnt to the ground in 1863; the stable lad died, but chose to go to sea, and not to stay here.’  Lucinda pouted momentarily.  ‘They lost all the horsies,’ she said sadly.
	‘I’m sorry,’ Nicholas said, and without thinking, touched the back of her head in a comforting gesture.  It felt cold and insubstantial.
	‘I want you to meet someone you met before,’ Lucinda said, hastily brushing the back of her head with her hand, as if annoyed.  ‘He borrowed your book a night or two ago.’  Without taking his hand, she led Nicholas to a door marked ‘3’.  ‘Uncle William!’ she called out.  ‘Uncle William, there’s someone you’d like to meet!’
	The door opened, apparently of its own accord, and a figure moved into the frame.  It was the old man he’d seen climbing the ladder.  There was a halo of grey hair on his otherwise bald head.  He was clean shaven, with thick grey eyebrows, and his face tended toward jowls.  He was dressed for the street in mid-twentieth century clothing.  After Lucinda made introductions, he said in a deep voice, ‘Thank you for the loan of your book.  I enjoyed it thoroughly.  Do you have anything else written by this Conan Doyle fellow?’
	‘I may do,’ the professor answered.  ‘I was very surprised to see you in my room—I had no idea this room was here.’
‘I should apologize, I used the ladder since your room is directly under mine,’ returned Uncle William.  ‘It was quicker than all those stairs and corridors.’  And so they made peace.  
After a few more amiable exchanges, Uncle William said good night, smiled at Lucinda, and closed the door.  He also did not use his hands.
	Lucinda took Nicholas by the hand and led him back the way they had come.  ‘Is he really your uncle?’ Nicholas asked.
	‘No, but we all call him Uncle William because he is very avuncular toward us all.  He loves to read—his room is filled with books, very much like your rooms are, and I’m sure he’ll want to have long talks with you, especially since you are an English professor.’
‘How did you know that?’ Nicholas asked, and Lucinda murmured something about Mrs Harmon being a terrible gossip.
	They finally came to Nicholas’ bedroom door.  ‘Oh,’ Lucinda said, ‘just a moment!’ and kissed the back of his hand—it left a mark.  She said, ‘You’ll be glad of it in the morning.  I know you’ll doubt any of this was real—they always do.’  She patted his hand and kissed it again.  ‘All better,’ she said with a cute smile.
	‘Will I see you again?’ Nicholas asked.
	‘I’m never very far away,’ Lucinda replied.  ‘But if you need me, just whistle and I’ll find you!’  She wiggled her eyebrows in the awkward fashion of a five-year old and said, ‘You know how to whistle, don’t you?’
	Nicholas laughed.  ‘You are an amazing young lady, very knowledgeable for five years old!’
	Lucinda giggled.  ‘Oh Nicholas, you are a silly!  Just because I’m dead doesn’t mean I’ve stopped living!’  And then, she was gone.
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