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PROLOGUE 

 

 

 
“IT WAS JULY FIRST, 1800, THE DAY GEORGE 
Hubbard disappeared. He was just a boy, twelve years 
old, a good lad, not one to run away. His family 
thought he was kidnapped, the neighbors thought 
he had run away to sea, the townspeople thought 
he had been murdered. But no one knows what really 
happened to George Hubbard. No trace of him 
was ever found. Ever since that day, every twenty 
years, a child twelve years of age, born a Hubbard, 
in this very house, has disappeared mysteriously, 
leaving no trace. Next time . . . next time it might 
be one of you!” 

“Is it really true, Grampa?” a wide-eyed boy of 
five asked. 

“Of course it is,” the old man told his grandson. 
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“No it isn’t,” a very matter-of-fact seven year 
old girl contradicted. “You’re just teasing us, 
Grampa, I know. No one can mysteriously 
disappear leaving no trace. It isn’t realistic.” 

“You’re right, Emily,” her grandfather said 
thoughtfully. “It isn’t realistic. However, a good many 
things happen in this world that are not realistic, 
things supernatural.” 

“Like miracles,” the little boy put in. 
“Yes, Allan, like miracles,” Grampa agreed. 
Emily shook her head. “I still don’t believe it.” 
A girl of four climbed up on her grampa’s lap. 

“I believe you.” 
“I know you do, Jillie. I know you do.” 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 



 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 

SEVEN YEARS LATER 
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CHAPTER ONE 

NEWS 

 

 

 
2000 

 
JOEY RUBBED HIS SLEEVE ACROSS HIS EYES. HE 
wasn’t exactly ashamed of crying, but he was glad 
of the falling rain to disguise his tears. But, well, he 
was ten years old, and he didn’t really want to be 
seen crying at that age. He glanced at his sister Jill. 
He would have died before he would have 
admitted it, but he wanted her to hug him. There 
were times when one just needed a big sister, and 
this was one of them. 

He took a deep breath and looked once more 
toward his grampa’s coffin, which sat at the 
graveside, ready to be buried next to his wife. 
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Grampa hadn’t been that old; why had he died 
already? Joey sniffed. 

“I’m just not ready to let him go,” Jill said. 
“Why did God have to take him away so soon?” 

“Will you please keep your supernatural 
hogwash to yourself?” Emily complained. 

Jill let out a muffled cry. Joey seethed, but there 
was nothing he could do. The last thing he wanted 
to do was start a fight at his grampa’s funeral. His 
younger sister Anna leaned her head against his 
shoulder. Joey bit his lip and put his arm around her. 
He could pretend it was for her sake, though it was 
really for his own. His brother Allan was close on his 
other side. Only Emily stood apart, and that was 
fine with him. 

“It’s time to go home,” Mom said. Only they 
weren’t really going home, at least, not yet. They 
were going to Grampa’s house, Creighton Hill, the 
family estate. Dad needed to be there to work out 
things dealing with Grampa’s death. A house that 
was unbearably empty without Grampa’s mischie-
vous smile and constant storytelling. 

Joey followed his siblings to the family’s Subur-
ban, and settled himself in the back seat. He stared 
out the window at the pouring rain. All his feistiness 
and sarcastic responses seemed to have drained out 
of him with Grampa’s death. 

Emily slumped in the seat in front of him. Joey 
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couldn’t tell if she was more upset at losing Grampa 
or having her hair plastered to her head in an 
unseemly fashion. He scowled at the back of her 
head. 

Jill slipped her hand into his. For once, Joey 
didn’t want to shrug it away. 

 
~  
 

Joey wandered the halls aimlessly once he had 
changed out of his wet clothes. He felt dejected, 
something he had never before experienced. He 
knew Grampa was in a better place, but still he 
didn’t know what to do at Grampa’s house without 
him. 

He meandered down the stairs and found him-
self in Grampa’s study. It smelled delightfully of old 
books. That was pretty much all he liked about books 
—too many words made his head swim. He liked 
his stories in a visual medium. Except when 
Grampa read to him. That was the only time he 
didn’t mind the absence of visual aids. 

This was stupid. Thinking about Grampa would 
only make things worse. Better to go pick a fight 
with Emily. 

The door opened. “It’s time for dinner.” 
Joey looked toward Emily. She didn’t look nearly 

as upset as Jill had all afternoon, nor as if she were 
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and trying to hide it. 
“Aren’t you sad at all that we lost Grampa?” 

he demanded. “Won’t you miss him telling us 
stories and playing games with us and taking us cool 
places? Won’t you miss him being there for us?” 

“No, I won’t miss his stupid stories about 
folks disappearing. I don’t know why anyone 
would.” 

Joey scowled at her. “Don’t you miss him at 
all?” 

“He’s my Grampa, of course I miss him. But 
don’t you go making a big deal out of his stories. I 
don’t want to mar my memories.” 

“You mar your own memories.” He was getting 
irritated with Emily on purpose and it felt good. 

“Go sit at the table. Wash your hands first.” 
Emily walked away. Just out of defiance, Joey 

skipped washing up. He didn’t care. 
Just as he sat down at the dining room table, 

Jill and Allan walked in. Jill took a seat between 
Joey and her father. 

“How are you doing, Jillie?” Mr. Hubbard asked 
gently. 

“I’m alright,” she said. 
“No she’s not.” Emily walked out of the kitchen 

with a plate balanced on each hand. “She’s been 
crying all day.” 

“That’s only natural. It’s going to be very hard 
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to get used to doing without your grampa.” 
“Life’s been hard to you, Dad,” Emily said. 

“First your sister dies, then your mother, and now 
your father.” 

“Aunt Bethany didn’t die,” Joey jumped in. 
“She disappeared. Grampa said so.” 

Emily narrowed her eyes skeptically. “Pish posh. 
People don’t just disappear.” 

“But Grampa said . . .” 
“Children!” Mrs. Hubbard appeared in the 

doorway. “This is not the time, nor is it the place 
for arguing about what happened to Aunt Bethany.” 

Murmurs of “Yes, ma’am,” trickled around the 
table. Mrs. Hubbard took her place at the table. The 
family joined hands, and Mr. Hubbard said grace. 
No one, not even Joey, despite his usual insatiable 
appetite, did much more than pick at his or her food. 
No one seemed to have much of an appetite. It 
was too hard to be there without Grampa. 

“Dad,” Anna asked, “when will we be going 
home?” 

“That question has a very interesting answer, 
Anna,” Mr. Hubbard said. “We are not going to 
be living at home anymore. We are going to live 
here.” 

“What?” Joey’s mouth dropped open. That was 
ridiculous. They couldn’t just move. “But what about 
all of our friends? Our life’s there, not here.” 
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“It’s only an hour away,” Mrs. Hubbard reas-
sured him. “We won’t lose touch with our friends. 
And we can still attend the same church.” 

“Creighton Hill is closer to my work,” Mr. 
Hubbard said. “The house is larger, as is the yard. 
We’ll be much more comfortable here than at our 
current house. You won’t even have to share bed-
rooms unless you want to. But the biggest advantage 
is that Creighton Hill does not have a mortgage.” 

“I guess that’s a plus,” Allan said. 
“But what about Grampa’s stories?” Anna 

protested. “What if one of us disappears?” 
“Hogwash,” Emily muttered. 
“I admit our family does have a history of 

early deaths,” Mr. Hubbard said, “but it has nothing 
to do with the house. So, Anna, there is no more 
need to worry about one of us ‘disappearing’ here 
than there was at home.” 

Emily directed her gaze toward Anna with a 
look reminiscent of a sneer. Joey glared at her. She 
shouldn’t treat her younger siblings like that. 
Every-one was silent for a moment. 

“How long until we move?” Jill asked finally. 
“It will take some time to get everything legal 

straightened out,” Mr. Hubbard said, “but we should 
be able to move in by the end of the month.” 

“I don’t like being here without Grampa,” Jill 
said. 
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“Neither do I, Jillie. But this house will be a 
good thing for our family. You’ll see.” 



 

11 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 

CHAPTER TWO 

MOVING 

 

 

 
JOEY PILED THE LAST OF HIS THINGS INTO A 
BOX. Good thing the box was big. He didn’t want 
to have to organize it. Jill would do it if he asked, 
but he didn’t want to ask. She was in her room 
with Anna and Emily, and Emily had been making 
nasty comments all day. Apparently, the bedrooms 
they had always slept in at Creighton Hill weren’t 
good enough for her simply because they had 
been a nursery once upon a time. 

Joey hoisted the box up on his shoulder and 
walked out to the Suburban. He slid it into the 
trunk, then paused to watch his dad and Peter 
Swann carry a couch out of the house. They lifted 
it into the moving van and turned back to the 
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house. Joey followed. 
“I’m glad we get to see you before we move 

away,” Joey said to Peter. 
Peter chuckled. “We’ll still be going to church 

together. It’s not the end of the world.” 
“Yeah, but kids disappear at Creighton Hill. 

Something could happen.” 
Joey looked up into the young man’s face. He 

had always admired Peter Swann. Peter never had 
any disdain for younger boys, and was always encour-
aging to them and a good role model. 

“You aren’t going to disappear, Joey,” Peter 
said. “No worries.” 

Joey wasn’t so sure, but before he could say 
anything, Allan called to him from the house. 

“Joey, come see if the girls need any help.” 
“Do I have to?” Joey complained. “Emily’s in 

there.” 
“Go on,” Peter encouraged. 
Sighing, Joey followed his brother to the girls’ 

room. Allan pushed the door open. The room looked 
strange and bare, the beds were nothing but frames, 
cardboard boxes were scattered randomly about. 

“Jill, do you need any help carrying your things?” 
“Yes, thanks, Allan. This box is ready to go 

out.” Jill gestured to the one she had just finished 
taping up. 

“I’ve got a box ready, too,” Anna said. 
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“Emily?” Allan asked. 
“No thank you,” Emily responded. “I am per-

fectly capable of carrying my own stuff.” 
“Have it your way, and be glad of it,” Joey said. 

“I don’t want to carry your rotten old stuff anyway.” 
“Your stuff is the rotten stuff.” 
“No it isn’t.” 
Emily shrugged. “Suit yourself.” 
“Come on, Joey,” Allan said. 
Allan picked up Jill’s box, and Joey grabbed 

Anna’s. 
“You really shouldn’t agitate Emily,” Allan said 

on the way out to the moving van. “It only makes 
things worse.” 

“I don’t care if they’re worse,” Joey huffed. 
“Emily shouldn’t be so mean.” 

“I’m just saying it isn’t her fault alone the two 
of you argue.” 

“Never said it was.” 
“Joey.” Allan’s tone held a warning. 
Joey sighed. He didn’t know how Allan and Jill 

could be so good so much of the time. It wasn’t 
natural at all for him. 

Joey and Allan helped bring many more boxes 
out of the house, while the men carried the heavier 
objects. Everything went smoothly and surprisingly 
without event, however, it was still difficult to leave 
forever the place they had long called home. 
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“We must look a last time on our ancestral 
home,” Jill said as they stood gazing at the house. 

“Except we’re going to our ancestral home,” 
Joey pointed out, “even if we haven’t actually lived 
there before, only visited.” 

Emily scowled. “You guys read too much.” 
“You don’t read enough,” Anna retorted. “Not 

the right kind of books, anyway.” 
“Well, at least I don’t read the kind of books 

that make me want to stay in a nursery as a teenager,” 
Emily returned. 

“Do try not to spoil our last look at home,” 
Jill said. 

But Emily’s sneering comments had already 
ruined it for the others. 
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CHAPTER THREE 

THE DOOR AT THE BACK OF THE 

WARDROBE 

 

 

 
EARLY MORNING SUNLIGHT FILTERED IN 
THROUGH the blinds. Joey yawned and stretched, 
then climbed out of bed. 

“Good morning, Allan.” 
“Good morning,” Allan replied. 
Joey pulled his church clothes out of the closet 

and hurriedly dressed. He went to the 
communicating door between his and Allan’s room 
and the girls’ room and peeked in. 

“Are you girls up yet?” 
Anna leapt out of bed. “I am now.” She crossed 

the room to the wardrobe and began searching for 
a dress. Joey crept over to Jill’s bed and yanked 
the covers off of her. 
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“Wake up, sleepyhead.” 
“I was awake, no thanks to you,” Jill grumbled. 

She got up, wrapping a blanket around her shoulders. 
“Here’s your dress,” Anna said as she handed 

Jill a dark blue cotton dress from the wardrobe. 
She selected a pink gingham for herself. As she 
closed the door, a flash of light caught Joey’s 
attention. 

“Wait a minute.” Anna opened the door again 
at Joey’s words. He came up behind them. “What’s 
that light in there?” 

Anna frowned. “I don’t see anything.” 
“You’re right, Joey,” said Jill. 
Joey stepped past the girls and pushed the 

dresses aside. 
Allan came into the room buttoning up his 

shirt. “What are you looking at?” 
“Jill and Joey see something in the wardrobe,” 

Anna said. 
“What is it?” Allan came closer. “That’s weird.” 
“What?” Anna demanded. 
“It’s a spot of light,” Joey said. 
“But it’s making words,” Jill added. 
The point of light lengthened and curved. 

Writing appeared on the back of the wardrobe. 
The children watched as lines became letters, and 
the letters became words. Jill read them aloud for 
Anna’s benefit. 
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“When these words are spoken, 
A land will appear.” 
 
The words shone out at them for a moment, 

then faded away. Allan stepped into the wardrobe. 
He ran his hand over the wood. 

“No trace of them now,” he said. “There’s only 
a knot in the wood. Odd it wasn’t sanded down.” 

The back of the wardrobe swung away from 
them. Only pitch black could be seen through the 
opening. Allan looked back at his siblings, then 
stepped inside. Anna followed. 

“What’s in there, Allan?” Joey stepped through 
the wardrobe into the secret passage, Jill close behind 
him. The back of the wardrobe slammed shut. Jill 
let out a muffled shriek. 

“Maybe they all did die,” Joey said in a spooky 
voice. He knew he shouldn’t, but he couldn’t help 
himself. “Maybe they were trapped in here, and 
died of starvation. Their bodies would have laid in 
here for decades decomposing. There could be 
skeletons, or half rotted corpses, just around the 
corner.” 

Jill screamed. 
“What’s the matter, Jill?” Allan asked. 
“I touched something.” Her voice quavered. 

“It felt like . . . a body.” 
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Joey tried not to laugh. “That was me.” 
“It’s okay,” Allan reassured Jill. “I’m sure 

there’s nobody in here but us. Joey, you should be 
ashamed of yourself for scaring the girls like that.” 

“Sorry.” 
“But there’s probably mice,” Anna put in. 
“Jillie, are you willing to explore this passage,” 

Allan said, “to see where it goes?” 
“Only if we know we can get out again.” 
Joey turned back to the hidden door and felt 

around on the wall. “I found a latch on the door,” 
he said after a moment. It swung open again. 

Inwardly, he gave a relieved sigh at the know-
ledge they could get out. 

“I guess I’m ready to go,” Jill agreed reluctantly. 
Allan led the way down the dark passage. “It 

doubles back. Why would it go . . . oh, wait. These 
are stairs. Careful.” Joey followed the sound of his 
brother’s footsteps up the narrow stairs. The 
dusty wood felt odd under his bare feet. 

“The stairs end here,” Allan said, “but the 
passage goes on.” 

“How far?” Joey asked. 
“I can’t tell.” 
“Do you feel any doors?” asked Jill. 
“No . . . wait. This might possibly be a door.” 

Allan paused. “I think I found a latch. Here we go.” 
A loud creak echoed in the darkness, and a 
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door swung towards them. Hardly any light 
entered the passage. Allan looked out. “We’re inside 
a cupboard.” He opened the cupboard door. 

“What can you see?” Joey asked. 
“Not much. I think we’re in the old servants’ 

quarter on the third floor, but I can’t be sure. If it 
is, well, it’s been shut up for ages.” 

“Let me see.” Joey pushed past his sisters and 
looked out of the cupboard. He was disappointed. 
“I can’t see anything.” 

“There probably isn’t much to see anyway,” 
Anna said. “If this is the old servants’ quarter, it’s 
probably just a bunch of dark, cheerless cubbyholes. 
And since it’s been shut up so long, a number of 
critters have probably taken up residence there.” 

“Don’t,” Jill said. 
“You wouldn’t be afraid of cute little mice, 

would you?” 
Joey closed the cupboard door. “Let’s see 

where else this passage goes.” He took off down 
the dark corridor.  

“Be careful,” Jill warned. “This passage has to 
either end or go back down at some point, but 
whatever it is, you don’t want to run headlong 
into it.” 

He barely heard his sister’s warning. A wall 
suddenly appeared in front of him, a little too 
close. Against his face. With a smack. “Ouch,” he 
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mumbled. He felt around the wall until he deter-
mined that the passage took a turn. He walked 
more slowly this time. Even so, he wasn’t prepared 
when the floor dropped to form a stair. “I found 
stairs,” he called back. 

“Where?” Allan asked. 
“There’s a right, and then a left. But the left is 

down some stairs.” Footsteps sounded behind in 
the passage. The floor leveled out. “I’ve reached 
the bottom,” Joey called. He set his foot down, 
but the floor was lower than he expected. “No, 
wait. There’s more.” 

“It must go all the way to the first floor,” 
Allan said. 

“I think there’s a door here . . . of sorts,” Joey 
said. 

“Can you get it open?” 
Slivers of light appeared, then widened as a 

portion of the wall rotated. 
“It’s a bookcase,” Jill said. “A bookcase that 

hides the entrance to the secret passageway.” 
“Very original,” Anna commented. 
Allan, Jill, Joey, and Anna stepped through 

the opening left by the bookcase into Grampa’s 
study. 

“Well, that was an adventure,” said Allan. 
 

~ 
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1920 
 

Calvin’s fingertips brushed the ivory keys of 
the piano. The smooth coolness was soothing. He 
played a chord. The notes filled the room. He ran 
his right hand up a scale. He paused, then launched 
into “Für Elise.” His fingers knew where to go on 
their own. He took a deep breath as the music 
helped him relax. Everything would be okay. The 
mysterious writing had nothing to do with their 
family’s history of early deaths. 

A sour note marred the melody. Calvin looked 
down the piano. His four-year-old sister Rebekah 
stood with her finger on a key, grinning mischie-
vously. He patted the piano bench, and Rebekah 
climbed up beside him. Calvin and Rebekah banged 
on the piano together. It sounded terrible, but he 
didn’t care. 

Rebekah pounded her fist on the keys, then 
looked up at Calvin and giggled. 

“Now I’ll play something for you,” Calvin said. 
“Choose a song.” 

Rebekah pressed her finger to her lips as a con-
templative expression passed over her face. “Play 
‘Amazing Grace,’” she decided. 

Calvin obligingly played the melody, filling it 
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out with a harmony of broken chords. He played 
through it a few times. Rebekah’s childish voice 
joined in with the last verse. 

 
“When we’ve been there ten thousand years 
Bright shining as the sun, 
We’ve no less days to sing God’s praise 
Than when we’ve first begun.” 
 
The notes faded away. Calvin sighed, his fingers 

resting on the keys. To have no less days even after 
ten thousand years was foreign to him, but a wonder-
ful thing to think about. 

 
~ 

 
Calvin ran his hand over the leather-bound 

volumes in his father’s study. He wanted a new 
Dickens book to read. He had just finished Great 
Expectations and enjoyed it immensely. Oliver Twist. 
He liked stories about orphans. He slid the book 
out of its place on the shelf. He opened it and 
turned away. 

Light flickered behind him. He froze. He didn’t 
want to turn around, didn’t want to face another 
hallucination, didn’t want to further his fears of 
early death . . . yet he did. 

The compulsion was too strong to resist. He 
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turned slowly. Words etched on the face of the 
bookshelf, shining out at him. 

Why did this have to happen to him? Why 
couldn’t he just live a normal life? As the words 
faded away, he clutched the book to his chest and 
fled from the room. 


