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Rebecca's Journey 

by RoseMary McDaniel

 

 Ever since I was a child, in the back of my mind, there
was a presence always with me, surfacing when I was least aware,
often just as I dropped off to sleep. It generally comforted,
rather than frightened me, yet as I grew older, those feelings
returned more frequently. 

Later as an adult, at work, as I focused on my computer screen,
I would glance to my right, feeling someone beside me, just out of
view. Instinctively I knew that it was a she, though how I gained
that knowledge, I did not know. By gaining my attention, she had
insured that I acknowledged her presence.

Sometimes, it was a power struggle between us, but I
instinctively knew that her power was greater than my own. For now,
she was content to be a silent observer, knowing that sooner or
later, I might ease my guard and let her in.

I struggled to keep my own identify intact. Born Becky Ann, in
Bristol, Indiana, nearly thirty years ago, I had been whisked away
to California as an infant by a flower-child mother, wilting in the
traditional life of a small, mid-western town. Orphaned early, I
had had no contact with my past, until I received an intriguing
family tree e-mailed to me by a distant cousin. 

It outlined five generations of our family nestled together in
the quiet countryside It told of a cemetery called Bonneyville, in
that small Indiana Fruithills community, where the matriarch, my
great-great-grandmother named Rebecca was buried.

At 28, single and bored with my job as a lawyer in San
Francisco, I felt an urge to visit the ghosts of my past. It
sparked a compelling urge to plan an impromptu trip into
history.

So I tied an early November vacation, while on a business trip
to Chicago. I rented a car and drove three hours down the Main
Street of the Midwest, exiting to follow the directions to the
little village where I was born. I cruised down the main street of
the town in the late afternoon, and took in the sights. The few
stores were doing a brisk business, and traffic was steady.

I followed the state highway east where, according to the map. I
would go by the Bonneyville Mill Park and then the cemetery itself.
In only a few minutes, I had passed from bustling little town to
peaceful back roads. The old Mill glowed a bright red in the late
sunshine, and I longed to stop. Later, I promised myself. Now, I
had a mission.

I pressed on toward the graveyard, down black-topped roads lined
with nearly bare  trees. My only observers were cows, black
and reddish brown, who lay in the fields, blissfully re-enjoying
their morning's meal. 

Arriving at my destination, I parked at the edge of the cemetery
where a rustic fence surrounded it, and only a creaking gate with a
high metal arch spanning above it that spelled out “Bonneyville
Cemetery,” signaled my entrance. 

Just inside the gate was the monument of the most famous citizen
of this city of the dead, William Tufts, Revolutionary War Veteran,
who stood sentinel over the sleeping residents. Only the calls of
birds and clicks of crickets could be heard above the crackling of
leaves beneath my feet as I walked the narrow pathways between the
aged stones. 

I consulted the paper in my hand to look for the graves of all
of my ancestors, grandparents, great grand parents, and so on. The
first on my list, and supposedly one of the oldest burials in the
cemetery was Rebecca Barrett Bacon Sanger, my great-great
grandmother. 

Dying in 1861, this immigrant from Connecticut was my first link
to this place. Her biography, included with the family tree, said
that she was a tailor, and the footnote referencing a photo
revealed that my cousin still had the huge shears that she had used
to ply her trade.

Another old photo, digitally transferred to me, had shown
Rebecca herself late in life, in shades of gray, wizened and very
grim.

But as I stood there, drinking in the crisp November scent, a
breeze stirred like a silent sigh, that familiar feeling came over
me. Then I knew that Rebecca was not the grim old woman of the
photo, but a strong and robust creature whose essence had survived
the long sleep of the grave. Rebecca had been waiting for me. She
waited, having learned the patience of more than a century of
time.

I knelt in front of her stone, and brushed away the moss that
clung to it. An electric surge passed from the stone to my hand.
Rebecca was with me. I wandered about the pathways, checking the
other inscriptions, identifying those who connected me with the
past. But it was Rebecca who remained in my mind. Random thoughts
brought me snippets of her life that I had not learned from my
cousin, knowledge that sprang spontaneously into my mind. 

Rebecca had been the undisputed matriarch of the family in
Connecticut. It had been she who had decided, at an advanced age to
seek the adventure of the West, and it was she who had commandeered
her family to take her there. Indiana had been as far as she was
able to go.

In that instant, I realized that she had felt cheated when an
illness had ended her life. One by one, her family had followed her
here, to the final resting place where they would be together
forever. Most had been ready for their last sleep, tired of the
struggle. But not she. Rebecca was waiting. For me.

A soft breeze blew over my head, surprisingly warm for the
weather, and I stood up, took a few photos and left the cemetery. I
headed back to the deserted Mill Park and sat on a bench by the
edge of the River, to grapple with the rush of thoughts that had
seized me that day.

I walked and walked and thought and thought, and the stillness
of the moment was overpowered by the spirits of the past. I was
haunted then, I am haunted still. The interaction with the resting
place of Rebecca has shaken me to my soul. Within my veins, though
weakened by the many generations that separated us, flowed the
blood and strength of a true pioneer.

It was nearly dark when I drove back to town to the bed and
breakfast where I had booked a room for the night. Alone in my
room,  I recorded my impressions and wrote the words that I
pledged to myself.

I will carry with me always the beauty of the place that I've
never called home. Tomorrow, I will leave this place behind, but I
will carry away her spirit. I am compelled to set her free where
she can seek the adventure in the West she had only dreamed
about. 

I make the final decision, look to the right, consciously and
let Rebecca in, and the integration is complete. We are one,
bringing full-circle to the cycle of life. We begin together at
last Rebecca’s journey to the west and to the future.

 

THE END
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Rebecca’s Journey is Book 17 of the Fruithills Suspense
Series.

 

Author’s note: Although the stories have been inspired by some
actual places and events in history, they are all a product of the
author's imagination and not intended to represent any persons,
living or dead.

 

Look for other Feedbooks Original Books in this Fruithills
Suspense Series.

Each is another visit to places that have never lost their tie
to a spirit- filled past.

 

Book 1: An Old Flame 

Book 2: Beckoning Bonneyville Mill 

Book 3: The Christmas Jester 

Book 4: New Year's Evil 

Book 5: Tie a Knot and Hang On 

Book 6: Last Chance 

Book 7: February 29 

Book 8: Second Sight 

Book 9: Borrowed Time 

Book 10: April Fools

Book 11: May Day Mayhem

Book 12: Death Clock

Book 13: Eyes of the Beholder

Book 14: Ghost of a Chance

Book 15: One Bite of the Apple

Book 16: Kindred Spirits

Book: 17 Rebecca’s Journey

 

Note to Readers from the Author: If you’ve enjoyed this or any
other book from the Fruithills Suspense series, please click the
link to my Blog on one of my Feedbooks.com pages, to send me an
email comment. Thank You
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